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ALBINA    and    LOTHARIOj 

OR,    THE    FATAL    SEDUCTION. 

A     MORAL     TALE; 
BY     THE     EDITORi 


ABV^RTISEMENT. 

¥he  Editor  prefents  to  his  Fair  PatronelTes  this  little  piece,  rather  as  a  fpect- 
men  of  that  fpecies  of  poetry  he  wifhcs  to  fee  cultivated  by  perfons  of  fupc- 
rior  genius  and  learning,  than  as  a  produAion  initfelf  compleat :  he  is  ful- 
ly feniGble  he  has  much  to  fear,  if  judged  by  the  ftri^  rules  of  fevere  criti* 
cifm  ;  though  he  cannot  relinquiiii  the  flattering  hope,  that  thi«  little  Story^ 
and  it*s  intended  Moral,  may  in  fome  degree  contribute  to  the  entertain- 
ment of  his  kind  Friends— the  only  idea  under  which  he  will  attempt  to  juf«. 
tify  the  infertion  of  any  performance  of  his  own,  in  a  Colledtibn  fo  trul/ 
reipedable. 

The  Editor  begs  leave  to  add,  that  his  Story  has,  at  leift,  the  claini  of  movsl- 
T  Y— and,  if  it  fhould  be  found  to  meet  with  the  general  approbation  of  his 
numerous  friends,  he  means  to  lay  before  them,  at  the  commencement  of 
each  future  volume,  fomewhat  of  a  different  kind,  the  beft  ht  may  be  able 
to  produce. 


E  Britiih  Fair,  whofe  gentle  bofoms  know 
To  ftiare  luxurious  in  another's  woe  ; 
'1^  Whofe  radiant  orbs,  when  black  misfortunes  lour^ 
Refrefli  with  Pity's  dew  the  drooping  flow'r ; 

And,  Phoebus  like,  thro'  wat'ry  clouds  lament 

'The  Waftcful  tcmpcit  which  yc  can't  prevent ; 
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Approach  your  Poet — fain  would  he  relate, 

(To  guard  from  ills  like  her's)  Albina's  fate. 

And  O  ye  Brilifh  Youths,  unfkili'd  to  rove 

In  the  dark  hib'rinths  of  illicit  love  ;  ;'. 

Whofe  gcn'rous  fouls  permit  not  to  deQ>ift»^ 

The  pearly  drops  thr.t  glide  from  Pity's  eyes  ;    <. 

Ye  too,  draw  near— and,  plac'd  by  Virtue's  fide. 

Dare  to  indulge  thofe  griefs  Ihc  fcorns  to  hide : 

Nor  let  the  moral  talc  my  mnfc  fupplies,  ' 

No  more  inftrud  wlicn  Time  hath  wip'd  your  eyes  ; 

But,  to  complcat  the  pnrpofe  of  thefe  rhymes. 

And  fhun  Lothario's  woco — avoid  his  crimes ! 

—Not  far  rcmov'd  from  that  fequefter'd  bow'r. 
Where  once  fccurely  dwelt  earth's  faireft  flow'r ; 
Till  the  vindidive  queen  with  rage  purfu'd. 
And  drench'd  her  cruel  hands  in  injur'd  blood  ; 
High  on  a  hill  Earl  Elwin's  manfion  flood. 
In  part  fecreted  by  a  neighb'ring  wood. 
Which  down  the  flope  thro'  fecrct  mazes  leads. 
To  where  the  Iiis  laves  her  fav'rite  meads: 
Hither  the  earl  would  oft  at  dawn  repair. 
To  breathe  the  fraG:rance  of  the  vernal  air ; 
To  hear  the  warblers  of  the  vocal  grove. 
And  join  their  drains  of  gratitude  and  love. 

It  chanc'd,  one  morning,  while  the  earl  thus  (Iray'd, 
A  wretched  fair  at  diftauce  he  furvey'd; 
Whofe  carelefs  trefies  floating  in  the  wind. 
And  various  gcftures,  fpoke  her  anguifli'd  mind. 
Sometimes  fhe  ftcpp'd  with  hafte  among  the  trees, 
Look'd  wildly  round,  and  dropp'd  upon  her  knees — 
Now  rofe  again;  and,  with  uplifted  eyes, 
Scem'd  to  implore  compauion  from  the  Ikies — 
Then  downward  bent  them,  fmote  her  heaving  breaft. 
And  witli  her  fnowy  hand  her  temples  prefs'd — 
Thus,  in  defpair,  a  moment's  fpace  Ihe  Hood, 
Then  ruih'd  impetuous  tow'rds  the  chryHal  flood : 
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But  ever  as  ihe  xeaqh'd  the  river's  fide. 
Sadden  ihe  flopp'd,  apd  |;az*d  upon  the  tide ; 
Glancing  from  thence,  ^uick  ey'd  the  little  grove. 
And  backwacd^ew;  .1^  oniti^e  win^^  of  Love. 

This  fcene  the  eai^l'behdd  ^r  twice  repeat.; 
And  wonder'A  mnfAi  tlie  cj»iiie  q£  her  retreat. 
When  now,  ftpprpaching  f^cseUy  behind. 
He  ikw  Albina  <>n  the  ground  recUn'd  ; 
And  inftant  knew  her  for  the  daughter  ifdr 
Of  old  Ernefto,  tutor  to  his  h^ir : 
But  O  how  high  :Earl  £lwin's  wonder  rofe. 
To  fee  her  circling  arms  a  i^abe  inclofe ! 

Down  her  pale  cheeks  unnumbered  ftreams  defcend. 
And  broken  iighs  her  lab'ring  bofom  rend  : 
In  vain  ihe  flops  the  torrent  of  her  eyes. 
Her  beating  breaft  continues  it's  fupplies  ! 

The  tender  infant,  delug'd  o'er  with  woe. 
Bids  with  her  tears  his  flreams  of  forrow  flow: 
As  if  to  heal  her  poignant  grief  he  ilrpve. 
And  felt,  inftindlively^  maternal  love ! 

The  anxious  mother  wip'd  his  cherub  face. 
And  clofely  ibain'd  him  in  a  fond  embrace : 
Then,  whik  ihe  lull'd  his  infant  griefs  to  reft. 
Her  pwn  fad  tale  in  words  like  thefe  exprefs'd. 

*  Ah,  loft  Albina  !  wretched,  ruin'd  fair ! — 

*  Happ'ly,  my  babe,  thou  know'ft  not  her  deipair; 

'  Elie  wouldft  thou  niix,  indeed,  thy  tears  with  mine> 

*  And  let  a  mother's  woes  be  truly  thine  ! 

*  For  fure  thy  form  angelick  beauty  wears, 

*  And  human  woes  are  wept  with  angels  tears  !— 

*  But  thou  art  man — and  m^ht,  unmov'd,  furvey 
«   The  faddeft  fcene  misfortune  can  difplay  !— 

*  Yet  have  I  known — too  foon  to  be  renew'd  !— 

*  A  father's  feeling  heart  by  grief  fubdu'd  ; 

'  Yet  have  I  known  an  hufband's  ftreaming  eyes 

*  Mock  the  vain  pomp  which  pageantry  fuppliet : 
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*  When  noble  Elwin  mourn'd  his  Ella's  doom, 

*  And  follow'd  weeping  to  her  filent  tomb  ; 

*  When  good  Emcfto  fear'd  Albina's  fate, 

*  And  on  her  bed  of  ficknefs  mournful  fate  !— 

*  O  cruel  death,  to  plunge  thy  keeneft  dart 

*  In  happy  Ella's  breaft,  nor  touch  Albina's  heart  !* 
A  paufe  of  woe  here  ftopp'd  the  pow'rs  of  fpeech. 

But  ftill  her  iighs  the  earl's  foft  bofom  reach : 
The  cafual  mention  of  his  Ella's  name, 
Emeilo's  daughter's  obvious  lofs  of  fame, 
Join'd  with  the  great  refpe^  he  bore  her  fire, 
Firft  fwell  his  breaft  with  forrow — then  with  ire ; 
Nor  does  he  mourn  her  ills  with  idle  grief. 
But  bends  his  thoughts,  how  befl  to  bring  relief} 
Kefolves  th'  accurfed  caufc  with  fpeed  to  find. 
And  let  refentment  follow  clofe  behind ; 
Till  his  bafe  heart,  who  dar'd  her  honour  flain. 
Should  make  a  large  amends,  or  fufFer  equal  pain* 
And  now,  while  gen'rous  Elwin  penfive  flands. 
He  hears  Albina  clafp  her  iv'ry  hands ; 
A  deep-drawn  flgh's  unwelcome  found  fucceeds, 
Follow'd  by  words — at  which  his  bofom  bleeds. 

*  How  vainly  once,  Albina,  didft  thou  dream, 

^  That  thou  fhouldft  bafk  in  Fortune's  brightcft  beam  | 

*  Enjoy  each  pleafure  of  exalted  life, 

*  And  be — O  fatal  charm — Lothario's  wife  \ 
^  Alas  !  perfidious  youth,  he  only  fbove 

?  To  veil  his  purpofe  in  the  garb  of  love  1 

'  Each  fpecious  art  too  well  the  faithlefs  knew, 

*  Pradiis'd  by  falfe  ones  to  enfnare  the  true : 

^  Too  well  he  knew  the  pow'r  afFe6lion  gave, 

*  And  bafely  ruin'd  her  he  fwore  to  fave  ! 

*  And  thou,  unhappy  offspring  of  my  fhame, 
f  Thou  too  piufl  feel  a  mother's  lofs  of  fame  ! 

*  For  foon-srrtoo  foon  ! — thy  blighted  youth  ihall  know* 
f  The  child  of  Natures-is  the  child  of  Wc^ ! 

*  Then 
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*  Then  what  prevents 

* .  ?  O  horrid,  horrid  thought ! 

*  To  what  new  trials  is  Albina  brought ! 

'  Do  thou,  O  God  I*  (exclaims  the  wretched  fair) 
'  Snatch  me,  in  mercy,  from  this  laft  defpair ! 
'  Let  inftant  death  attend  by  thy  command, 

*  And  flop  a  mother's  facrilegious  hand : 

*  Take  back,  thyfelf,  his  yet  untainted  breath, 
'Nor  let  Albina's  crimes  be  multiplied  in  death!* 

Forth  from  her  tortur'd  breaft  proceeds  one  figh. 
And  one  big  tear  rolls  (lowly  from  each  eye. 
As,  fudden  riling  with  uplifted  hands. 
O'er  the  fweet  babe  in  lix'd  defpair  (he  ftands. 
His  fleeping  beauty  once  again  to  view, 
£re  yet  (he  bids  the  world  and  him  adieu  ! 
Then,  turning  quick,  with  half-averted  eyes. 
To  the  cold  bofom  of  the  river  flies  ; 
And,  plunging  headlong,  vainly  hopes  to  find 
Eternal  rcfpite  for  her  wounded  mind. 

Th*  aftonifh'd  earl,  who  this  fad  fccnc  had  viewM, 
With  fwifteft  fteps  the  flying  fair  purfu'd ; 
But,  ah !    too  late  he  reach'd  the  river's  fide. 
Her  form  was  funk  beneath  the  clofing  tide. 

y«t  flill  Earl  Elwin  o'er  the  margin  bent. 
And  cy'd  the  circling  flood  with  looks  intent ; 
Till,  in  the  m^dft,  the  bubbling  liquid  rofe. 
As  if  to  mourn  the  haplefs  fair-one's  woes  ; 
And  inflant,  on  it's  lucid  bofom  bore 
Albina's  floating  form  towards  the  fhore  ; 
Then  with  an  out-llretch'd  arm  eifay'd  to  reach 
The  finking  fair,  and  draw  her  to  the  beach  : 
But  ftill  too  diftant  from  the  river's  fide. 
Again  fhe  finks  beneath  the  clofing  tide  ! 

Now,  in  defpair,  he  rolls  his  anxious  eyes. 
Till  up,  again,  he  fees  the  babbles  rife  j 

Again 
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Again  beholds  Albina's  form  appear. 
And  finds  the  friendly  flood  has  brought  her  near : 
With  eager  joy  then  ftretches  forth  his  hand. 
And  trembling  drags  his  welcome  prize  to  land. 

Long  tried  the  earl  each  life-renewing  aid. 
No  vital  fpark  his  fearching  eyes  furvey'd  ; 
No  flow  pulfation  lab'ring  in  her  veins. 
No  glow  of  life  to  recompenfe  his  pains : 
The  chilling  flream  had  chcck'd  life's  crimfon  tide. 
And  the  rais'd  arm  dropp'd  lifelds  by  her  fide  ! 

Hopelefs  to  fave — unwilling  to  refrain- 
Each  life-renewing  art  he  tries  again  ;  / 
And  oft  to  Heav'n  uplifts  his  fpeaking  e^es. 
As  from  his  heart  the  warm  petition  iflies. 

At  length,  a  gleam  of  hope  revives  his  frame  : 
He  feels — or  thinks  he  feels — the  vital  flame  ! 
Cold,  fhudd'ring  fits,  her  gentle  breafl  convulfe. 
And  life,  returning,  throbs  in  ev'ry  pulfe; 
Her  languid  eyes,  flow-openintt^  meet  the  light. 
And  inflant  lofe,  agaiji,  the  poi^  of  fight ; 
The  refluent  blood  each  formfcr  channel  feeks. 
And  the  warm  glow  of  life  fpreads  mantling  o'er  her  cheekf. 

Now  the  keen  anguifh  of  Albina's  pains. 
Wakes  ev'ry  nerve,  and  fpreads  thro'  all  her  veins. 
She  groans— fhc  raves — ihe  heaves  her  lab'ring  breafl— 
Gnafhes  her  teeth — and  madly  grafps  her  veft ! — 
Then,  in  a  moment,  quite  compos'd  appears. 
And  drowns  each  feature  in  a  flood  of  tears. 

While  o'er  th'  afflidled  fair  Earl  Elwin  kneels. 
And  for  each  pang  an  equal  anguifh  feels ; 
Sudden  he  hears,  among  the  diftant  trees. 
The  vacant  mufick  of  a  mind  at  eafe : 
And  while  he  liflens  with  attentive  -ears. 
Full  in  his  view  the  jocund  fwain  appears. 

Soon  as  the  earl's  extended  arm  he  fpies. 
Swift  down  the  llcep  the  ilurdy  pcafiant  flies. 

Inflruaed 
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Inftl'u£ted  now,  refames  an  equal  fpeed. 
And  darts  like  lightning  crofs  the  neighb'ring  mead. 
To  where  a  little  farm's  neat  manfion  flood. 
Hard  by  the  border  of  Earl  Elwin's  wood: 
Thence  quick  returning,  with  a  fellow-fwain. 
They  bear  Albina  gently  o'er  the  plain, 
Clofe  by  her  fide  the  earl  himfelf  attends, 
Direfe  their  courfe,  and  kind  afliftancc  lends ; 
Nor  in  his  fondling  arms  difdaiijs  to  bear 
The  lovely  offspring  of  the  wretched  fair. 

By  flow  degrees,  and  with  their  labour  warm. 
They  reach  at  length  the  hofpitable  farm  ; 
Where  the  good  dame  exerts  her  utmofl  care. 
In  due  attention  to  the  haplefs  fair. 
Meanwhile  the  earl  for  his  phyfician  fends. 
And  waits  the  tedious  hour  till  he  attends  : 
Nor  quits  Albina,  till  from  him  he  learns. 
No  fatal  fymptom  his  befl  fkill  difccms ; 
Then  lets  all  know  he  will  thci^^es  repay. 
And  homeward  bends  his  folitary  way. 

From  fcenes  of  forrow  turn  we  now  our  eyes. 

To  where  Augufla's  tow'ring  fanes  arife : 

From  fcenes  where  Vice,  deje£led,  fhuns  the  day. 

To  where  fhe  flaunts  it  in  the  folar  ray. 

The  gay  Lothario  here  his  dwelling  chofe. 
Before  he  fail'd  to  meet  his  country's  foes ; 
In  tented  fields  to  purchafe  deathlefs  fame. 
And  raife  the  honours  of  an  ancient  name. 

Forgot  each  precept  good  Ernefto  taught. 
His  bofom  freed  from  ev'ry  anxious  thought; 
Where  Pleafure  leads,  he  follows  in  the  train. 
Nor  fees  how  falfe  her  arts — her  joys  how  vain  ! 
With  Wit,  mifnam'd,  he  drains  the  fpicy  bowl. 
Nor  fears  the  drug  that  ennervates  his  foul ; 
With  wanton  beauty  fpends  the  laughing  hours. 
Nor  {ces  the  latent  thorn  beneath  the  flow'rs ; 
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With  defjp'rate  wretches  joins  in  fatal  play. 
And  lets  his  fortune  be  the  villain's  prey : 
Nor  does  the  thought  of  poor  Albina's  woes, 
Amidfl  his  mad  career,  once  interpofe. 

While  thus  the  recreant  youth  his  time  employs. 
In  wafteful  pleafures,  and  unhallow'd  joys  ; 
Surpriz*d  he  reads  the  following  ftern  command, 
Nor  fcarce  can  hold  it  in  his  trembling  hand. 

*  Return,  Lothario,  by  the  morning's  light ; 

•  Or  never  meet,  again,  thy  injur'd  father's  fight  1' 

Late  as  it  was,  he  mounts  his  fleetefl  ileed. 
And  flies  to  Elwin  Hall  with  utmoft  fpeed : 
For, well  he  knewthe  -earl  brook'd  no  delays 
And  fear — not  duty— taught  him  to  obey. 

Arpv'd — Lothario  now  the  earl  attends^ 
And  on  his  knee  with  due  fubmifllon  bonds ; 
Implores  forgivehefs,  if  his  youth  has  err'd — 
Enquires  the  crime — begs  his  defence  be  heard-— 
Nor  fears— (fo  great  his  art,  fo  fmall  his  ihame)— - 
To  clear  each  blot^  and  vindicate  his  fame. 

,  *  *Tis  faid,  Lothario,'  (thus  the  earl  began^ 
By  (heV  of  doubt  to  hide  his  fettled  plan)     • 
«  That  old  ErneHo's  daughter,  whom  you  know 

*  Was  chafte  as  ice,  and  fair  as  drifted  fnow, 

«  Some  nine  months  fince,  by  too  much  love  betray'd^ 
«  Fell  in  the  fnare  defigning  Vice  had  laid  \ 

*  Awhile,  'tis  faid,  the  bafe  afTaflin  drove 

*  To  calm  her  griefs,  infulting  her  with  love :      . 
«  Till  now,  her  growing  fhame,  fo  long  conceal'd^ 

*  The  villain  knew,  muft  quickly  be  reveal'd  ; 

*  Unmindful  of  his  vows,  he  quits  the  fair, 

*  Frantick  with  grief,  the  viftim  of  defpair  t 

*  But  ftill  Albina's  yet  unfpotted  name 

*  Efcap'd  the  tainting  breath  of  bufy  Fame  ; 
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«  Till  ycftet'  morn,  unable  to  fuftain 

*  The  load  of  woes  attendant  on  her  pain, 

*  Her  new-born  babe  with  fainting  fteps  (he  bore, 

*  To  where  the  Ifis  laves  her  fertile  fhore ; 
'  And  ere  affiftance  could  arrive  to  fave, 

*  Defp'rate  (he  plungM  in  the  overwhelming  wave ! 
'  The  child  yet  live«^— and,  as  I  mean  to  flicw 

'  How  much  f  Ihare  in  good  Emefto's  woe, 
»  Severe  refentment  fhall  the  father  feel, 

*  And  every  wound  he  gave  PU  ftrive  to  heal. 

•  Now,«1ook,  Lothario,  that  you  anfwer  true ; 
'  Thefe  are  the  crimes-^the  wretch,  they  fay,  is  you  ?* 

Spite  of  the  lye  the  perjur*d  villain  fpeaks,'^ 
Th«  dew  of  nature  damps  his  blood  lefs  cheeks,  . 
As,  with  unmatch'd  audacity,  he  cries, 

*  Within  the  confcious  breaft  no  fears  arife ! 

«  Once-^let  me  own  ! — I  thought  Albina's  channs 

*  Might  richly  fill  the  prpudefl:  monarch's  ar;ms ; ' 
'  And  ftill, .  ftill  more,  my  inexperienc'd  youtji, 

*  Admir'd  her  feeming  virtue,  love,  and  truth. 

*  Caught  in  the  fnare,  I  woo'd  her  to  my  fide, 
'  And  meant  to  aik  her  as  my  future  bride  : 
'But  foon,  in  foreign  courts,  I  Icam'd  to  know 

*  The  fex's  arts — and  fmil'd  at  fancied  woe ; 

*  Returning,  view'd  her  with  a  brother's  fight, 

*  And  faw  each  adlion  in  it's  proper  light.  ; 

*  A  fecret  fomething  ftruggling  in  her  breaft, 

*  The  ftiflcd  figh,  and  tear  in  vain  reprefs'd ; 

'  Spoke  plain  as  language,  that  the  faithlefs  fair 

*  Was  now  unworthy  of  Earl  Elwin's  heir. 

*  I  left  her  then — nor  think  I  aught  of  blame 

*  Can  juftly  light  on  my  much-injur'd  fame  ! 

'  Her  end  I  mourn  -  forgive  thefe  flowing  tears— 

*  Shrouded  in  death,  her  ciime  no  more  appears  ; 
'  Time  will  unveil  the  myft'ry  of  her  fate  !' 

*  Nor  let, .  till  then,  Lothario  feel  thy  hate/ 

*  B  Scarce 
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Scorch  could  th'  tlloni(h*d  earl  with  temper  hear 
The  fraudful  tale  prefented  to  his  ear ; 
For  well  he  faw,  thro*  all  his  fpecioas  art. 
The  fubtle  meannels  of  Lothario's  heart. 

Ended — the  earl  replies,  '  Time  may  reveal ; 
'  Nor  ihall  the  guiltlefs  my  rcfentment  feel ! 

'  Meanwhile,  Lothario,  as  the  morn  is  fair, 

*  Suppofe  we  breathe  awhile  the  fragrant  air  ; 

'  The  chcarful  fun  feems,  with  increaiing  heat, 

*  To  aflc  our  prcfence  in  yoh  green  retreat ; 

*  Where,  midSk  the  cooling  frefhnefs  of  the  ihade, 
'  Pleas'd  we  may  view  the  beauties  he  has  made.* 

This  faid.  Earl  Elwiu  fought  the  mazy  wood. 
That  cloath'd  the  hill  on  which  his  manfion  flood  ; 
Each  fccret  winding  path,  full  well  he  knew. 
And  to  what  fpots  the  devious  feet  they  drew. 

With  no  fix'd  courfe  his  footfleps  feem  to  ftray ; 
Slowly  he  leads,  regardlefs  of  the  way  2 
Now  mounts  the  hill,  and  now  defcends  the  vale. 
As  richer  tints  or  brighter  fcenes  prevail. 

At  length,  a  little  manfion  meets  their  view. 
To  which  the  earl's  increafing  pace  now  drew. 
Lothario  follows — but  the  wakeful  fear 
On  guilt  attendant,  faintly  ftartles  here  : 
Increaiing  dill,  he  fcarce  can  keep  his  feet; 
Tearful,  alike,  to  follow  or  retreat. 

And  now  the  noble  Elwin,  ent'ring  cries, 
(The  fparks  of  anger  lightning  in  his  eyes) 

*  The  time  is  come  I  when  poor  Albina's  fate 

«  Shall  (land  revcal'd — thou,  wretch,  receive  my  hate! 

*  Soon  (hall  the  villain  my  refentment  know, 

«  Who  plung'd  a  bread  fo  true,  fo  deep  in  woe  !* 

Before  Lothario*s  fading  fight  appears 
The  good  Erneflo,  iilent  and  in  tears  ; 
Within  his  aged  arms  Albina  lies, 
Speechlefs  her  tongue,  and  dos'd  her  weeping  eyes ; 

Strugglinf 
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Struggling  with  Death — unwilling  to  depart- 
In  all  the  anguifli  of  a  broken  heart : 
While  by  their  fide  her  little  cherub  lay. 
And  afk'd  with  tears  a  mother's  needful  flay. 
'  There,  there,  behold-— !'  The  earl  could  add  no  more. 

Ere  at  his  feet  dropp'd  lifelefs  on  the  floor 

The  late- repentant  youth. And  now  diflrefs'd 

With  varions  paflions  warring  in  his  breafl, 

A  moment's  fpace  the  earl  abflrafied  flands. 

While  ev'ry  paflion  in  it's  torn  commands ; 

Till  nature's  ftrongefl  pleas  redoubled  rife. 

And  all  the  father  ifTues  from  his  eyes^- 

•  Too,  too  fevere !  what  has  my  rafhnefs  done  ! 

*  Return,  return  !  my  fon,  my  fbn,  my  fon  1' 
Then,  with  a  figh  fufficient  to  divide 

The  firings  of  life,  funk  breathlefs  by  his  fide. 

Reliev'd,  at  length,  from  this  fad  flate  of  woe. 
From  ev'ry  eye  the  flreams  of  forrow  flow : 
Silent  they  weep — till  now  Earl  Elwin  break$ 
The  melancholy  paufe— thus  kindly  fpeaks. 

•  Enough  of  grief be  it  hencefcfrth  our  care, 

'  Much  as  we  may,  the  ravage  to  repair ; 

»  And  pleas'd  I  fee  contrition  heave  the  breafl, 

«   Where  vice — the  blackefl  vice— rfo  lately  flood  confefs*d. 

•  O  fon  Lothario— yet  I  call  thee  fon— r 

*  What  hai  thy  guilt,  thy  guilt  and  weaknefs  done  ! 

*  Paffion  demands  a  recompence  fevere, 

*  But  love  parental  drops  the  lifted  fpear  ; 
'  Nor  fhall  refiedtion  interpofe  a  wound, 

«  To  fink  the  ftruggling  wretch  too  nearly  drow^M. 

•  True,  I  had  thought  to  fee  my  fon  allied 

*  With  wealth  and  titles-— toys  of  human  pride-?— 
«  Sach  as  his  birth  might  unafTuming  claim, 

'  Among  the  firfl  on  Britain's  roll  of  fapie : 

B2 
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'  But  well  Albina,  with  inherent  worth, 

'  Supplies  the  place  of  titles,  wealth,  and  birth: 

'  And  greatly  injur*d  by  a  prouder  name, 

*  Gains  what  that  lofes,  rifes  with  it's  (liame; 

*  Till,  what  at  firft  fuperior  fplcndor  own'd, 

*  Thro'  guilt's  depos'd,  and  humbler  worth  enthron'd. 
'  Look  down,  Albina,  then— the  wand'rcr  take— 

'  And  O  forgive  him,  for  a  father's  fake! 

'  Kneel  not  to  me— -fon,  daughter,  brothiH  dear, 
^  It  is  too  much to  Heav'n  be  all  our  priy'r. 

'*  Father  ador'd  1  preferve  us  in  thy  way, 
*'  Nor  e'er  permit  our  vagrant  feet  to  ftray  ! 
*'  But  O  uplift  us,  with  a  parent's  care, 
*'  Whene'er  we  fall  in  guilt's  infidious  fnare  I 
*'  Let  genuine  penitence  each  crime  atone  ; 
"  And  ftill,  whate'cr  we  feel,  thy  will  be  done  !'* 

Long  did  Albina  ftruggle  with  difcafe. 
And  l.ealth  returning  ebb'd  by  How  degrees: 
Nor  knew  Lothario  one  Ihort  hour  of  reft. 
So  great  the  anguiih  of  his  troubled  brcaft. 
Till,  quite  reliev'd  from  all  the  healing  train, 
lie  clafp'd  his  lovely  bride,  now  free  from  pain. 

Each  day,  by  fome  new  means,  Lothario  ftrove 
To  gain  ftill  farther  on  Albina's  love : 
And  never  penitent  was  more  fmcere; 
More  griev'd  for  what  was  pafl,  from  future  guilt  more  clear. 

The  focial  con verfe  of  endearing  friends;  ' 

The  ruftick  fports,  where  ftrength  with  ikill  contends; 
The  chearing  breath  that  floats  aloft  in  air, 
And  lycnds  the  lift'ning  angel  from  his  fphere; 
The  f|:rightly  dance,  where  grace  and  beauty  join; 
Each  fource  of  blifs  by  mor'.als  deem'd  divine  : 
Difplay  in  turns  variety  of  charms, 
And  llrive  to  woo  the  fair  to  Pleafure's  arms — 
And  oft  flie  joins  her  friends  in  convert  fweet, 
0:i  d2Jg|i3  to  vlli:  where  the  ruilicks  meet, 

;  With 
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With  ikilful  hand  oft  ftrikes  the  trembling  ftrings. 
And  adds  new  grace  to  beauty's  gaycft  rings : 
Yet  not  to  her  thei'e  pleafures  fccm  diTine; 
Her  heart,  rcYolting,  dill  dirdains  to  join. 

Chiefly  (he  joys  the  woodland  wilds  to  trace. 
To  gaze  delighted  on  her  infant's  face  : 
But  moft,  the  morn  and  evening  fong  to  raife. 
In  grateful  ftrainsto  her  Creator's  praife; 
Who,  when  Defpair  had  fe.z'd  her  coward  heart* 
Gracious^advanc'd,  and  fav'd  the  nobler  part. 

One  day  Lothario,  from  the  chace  recurn'd» 
Sarpriz'd  Albina,  and  her  grief  difccrn'd; 
Caught  her  in  all  the  dignity  of  woe. 
And  faw  the  bitter  ilreams  of  anguiih  flow. 

*  Ah,   my  lov'd  lord!'  exclaim'd  the  weeping  fair, 

*  Yoa  fee  a  wretch  unworthy  of  your  care ; 

*  A  wretch  who  thought  her  fullen  grief  to  hide, 

*  And  hop'd,  ere  this,  her  forrows  would  fubfiiel 

*  Yes,  dearefl,  beftofmen!  Albina  ftrovc, 

*  Much  as  Ihe  could,  to  recompenfe  thy  love ; 

*  To  hide  her  pain  from  thy  too  feeling  heart — - 

*  For,  ah!  (he  knew,  thou  couldll  not  bear  to  part! 

*  And  griev'd  fhe  faw  thy  tender nefs  increafe, 

*  While  each  endearment  wounded  more  her  peace  !— 

*  Unhappy  ftate  !  where  flill  afFedion  grows, 

*  For  the  dear  objedt  we  muft  Ihortly  lofe  ! 

*  When  to  the  grave  Albina  (hall  defcend, 

*  Let  not  our  little  cherub  want  a  friend. 

*  Alas !  my  love — but  O  it  would  not  be — 

*  For  him  I  wiih'd  to  live — for  him  and  thee. 

*  Thy  inanly  heart  has  fortitude  to  bear 

*  The  ills  of  lift — and  do  not  thou  defpair ! 

*  For  me But  O  I  feel  approaching  death  ! 

*  Receive,  my  love— my  life — this  lateil  breath  !■*    ■ 
«  Thanks  for  thy  kindnefs  I — O  may  Heav'n  reward 

*  Thy  tender  love  '.—-Now — now — my  pray'r  is  beard  I* 

r         •  TIfce« 
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Then  with  a  £gh  that  bard  her  tortarM  breaft. 
Sank  in  hit  arms—- and  gainM  eternal  reft. 

Bat  O  what  agony  Lothario  felt. 
As  o'er  the  breathlefs  fair  he  frantick  knelt  !«-» 

He  (hriek'd— he  rav'd— -he  fmote  the  echoing  floor— 
And  from  his  haplefs  head  the  flowing  ringlets  tore ! 

Clofe  by  her  fide  he  laid  a  moment's  fpace, 
Prefs'd  her  cold  hands,  and  kifs'd  her  pallid  face : 
Chaf 'd  ev'ry  limb,  each  feature  anxious  trac*d, 
Breath'd  on  her  lips,  and  then  again  embracM. 
Now  furioas  rofe,  rav'd,  fhriek'd,  and  madly  tore  ; 
Till  nature,  quite  exhaofted,  could  no  more : 
Then  falling  headlong  by  Albina's  fide. 
The  ftruggling  maniack  groan'd  awhile—and  died! 

THE     EPITAPH. 

Beneath  this  Hone  a  haplefs  pair. 
In  early  youth  to  death  confign'd. 

Together  reft  from  ev'ry  care 

That  deeply  wounds  the  feeling  mind. 

Albina,  like  a  tender  flow'r, 

Nipp'd  by  the  though tlefs  hand  of  love. 
Pines  for  her  native  root  each  hour. 

Nor  aught  of  earthly  blifs  can  prove. 

Lothario  mourns  his  eager  hade. 

That  fnatch'd  too  foon  the  precious  bloom  ; 

Diftra6ted  fees  the  cruel  waile, 

And  joins  her  in  the  darkfome  tombi 

To  honour  juft,  O  gen'rous  youth ! 

While  now  you  mourn  Albina's  fate, 
Refolveon  conftancy  and  truth. 

Nor,  like  Lothario,  .grieve  toa  late. 


tt. 
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BY    MR.    POPE. 

SIO   0rT«   MAX* 

FATHER  of  All  I  in  ev*ry  age. 
In  ev*Ty  dime  ador'd. 
By  fainty  by  favage,  and  by  fage» 
Jehovah^  Jove,  or  Lord  ! 

Thou  Great  Firft  Caafe,  leaft  underftood ! 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confined. 
To  know  but  tkis,  that  Thon  art  good* 

And  that  myfelf  am  blind : 

Yet  gave  me^  in  this  dark  eftate. 

To  fee  the  good  from  ill ; 
And  binding  Nature  faft  in  Fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will. 

What  confdence  di^tes  to  be  done. 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do : 
This,  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  (hun  ; 

That,  more  than  heav'n  purfue. 

What  bleflings  thy  free  bounty  gives. 

Let  me  not  ckEt  away : 
For  God  is  paid,  when  man  receives ; 

T'  enjoy,  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  earth's  contraded  fpan 

Thy  goodnels  let  me  bound  ; 
Or  think  thee  Lord  alone  of  man. 

When  thottfand  worlds  are  round : 


\^ 
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Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand» 
Frefome  thy  bolts  to  throw ; 

A^d  deal  damnation  round  the  land,' 
On  each  J  judge  thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart. 

Still  in  the  tight  to  flay : 
If  I  am  wrong,  Q  teach  my  heart 

To  find  tSuit  better  way ! 

Save  me  alike  from  foolifh  pride. 

Or  impious  difcontent. 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd. 

Or  aaght  thy  goodnefs  lent.    ' 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe. 

To  hide  the  faiiit  I  fee ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  fhew. 

That  mercy  fhew  to  me. 

Mean  tho'  I  am  ;  not  wholly  fo. 

Since  quickenM  by  thy  breath  : 
O  lead  me  wherefo'er  I  go, 

,  Thro*  this  day's  life  or  death. 

This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot : 

AUelfe  beneath  the  fun. 
Thou  know'fl  if  bcfl  beftow'd  or  not. 

And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

To  Thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpace, 
Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  ikies ; 

One  chorus  let  all  being  raife. 
All  {"lature's  incenfc  rife ! 


TH 
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THE     CAMPAIGN. 

TO    HIS    GRACS    THS    DUKE    OP    MARLBOHOVGd. 

BY    MR.    ADDISON* 

I      ■  ■■Rbeni  pacator ct Iftri. 
Omnis  in  hoc  uqo  variis  difcordia  ceffit 
Oidinibusj  laeUtur  e^ues,  plaudltgue  fenator^ 
Votac^ue  patricio  certant  plebeia  favori* 

CLAUD.  SS  LAVD.  ITILXC.     s 

EfTe  aliquam  in  terrls  gentem  qu«/ua  impenfa,  fuo  labore  ac  periculo  bclla  gerat 
pro  liberUte  aliorum.  Ncc  ho«  finitimis,  aut  propinqus  viciniutis  hominibus* 
aut  terns  continent!  jun^«  praeftet.  Maria  trajiciat:  nc  quod  toto  orbe  tcr- 
rarum  injuftum  imperiaio  fit,  ct  ubique  jus,  fas,  lex,  potentiffima  fint. 

LIT.  HIST.  Lin*  xxxiii. 

WHILE  crowds  of  princes  your  deferts  proclaim. 
Proud  in  their  number  to  enrol  your  name  ; 
While  emperors  to  you  commit  their  cauie. 
And  Anna's  praifes  crown  the  vaft  applaufe; . 
•Accept,  great  Leader!  what  the  Mufe  recites, 
That  in  ambitious  verfe  attempts  your  fights. 
Fir'd  and  tranfported  with  a  theme  fo  new,  * 

Ten  thoufand  wonders,  op'ning  to  my  riew. 
Shine  forth  at  once  :  (leges  and  ftorms  appear^ 
And  wars  and  conquefts  fill  th'  important  year ; 
Rivers  of  blood  I  fee,  and  hills  of  flain. 
An  Iliad  riling  out  of  one  Campaign. 

The  haughty  Gaul  beheld,  with  tow'ring  pride, 
Hb  ancient  bounds  enlarg'd  on  ev'ry  fide  ; 
Pyrenees  lofty  barriers  were  fubdu'd. 
And  in  the  midft  of  his  wide  empire  flood. 
Aufonia's  dates,  the  viftor  to  reftrain, 
Oppos'd  their  Alps  and  Apennines  in  vain; 
Nor  found  themfelves,  with  ftrcngth  of  rocks  immur'd. 
Behind  their  everlafting  hills  fecur'd* 
The  riling  I>anube  it's  long  race  began. 

And  half  it's  courfe  thro'  the  new  conquefts  ran. 

C  Amaz'd. 


'J8  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Amaz'd  and  anxious  for  her  fov'reigns  fates, 
Gcrmania  trembled  thro'  a  hundred  ftates. 
Great  Leopold  himfelf  was  feiz'd  with  fear  ; 
He  gaz'd  around,  but  faw  no  fuccour  near: 
He  gaz'd ;  and  half-abandon'd  to  defpair 
His  hopes  on  Heav'n,  and  confidence  in  pray'r. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  «yes  ; 
On  her  refolves  the  weftern  world  relies : 
Confiding  ftill,  amidft  it's  dire  alarms. 
In  Anna's  councils  and  in  Churchill's  arms. 
Thrice  happy  Britain  !  from  the  kingdoms  rent. 
To  fit  the  guardian  of  the  continent ! 
That  fees  her  braveft  fon  advanc'd  fo  high. 
And  flouriihing  fo  near  her  prince's.eye. 
Thy  fav'rites  grow  not  up  by  Fortune's  (port. 
Or  from  the  crimes  or  follies  of  a  court; 
On  the  firm  bafis  of  defert  they  rife. 
From  long-try'd  faith,  and  friendfhip's  holy  ties. 
Their  fov'reign's  well-dillinguiili'd  fmiles  they  fhare. 
Her  ornaments  in  peace,  her  ftrength  in  war. 
The  nation  thanks  them  with  a  publick  voice  ; 
By  fliow'rs  of  bleflings,  Heav'n  approves  their  choice ; 
Envy  itfelf  is  dumb,  in  wonder  lofl; 
And  factions  drive  who  ihall  applaud  'em  moil. 

Soon  as  foft  vernal  breezes  warm  the  Iky, 
Britannia's  colours  in  the  zephyrs  fly : 
Her  chief  already  has  his  march  begun, 
Croiling  the  provinces  himfelf  had  won; 
Till  the  Mofelle,  appearing  from  afar. 
Retards  the  progrefs  of  the  moving  war. 
Delightful  ftream !  had  Nature  bid  her  fall 
In  diftant  climes,  farfrom  the  perjur'd  Gaul^ 
But  now  a  purchafe  to  the  fword  ihe  lies  ; 
Her  harveils  for  uncertain  owners  rife  ; 
Each  vineyard  doubtful  of  it's  matter  grows. 
And  to  the  vigor's  bowl  each  vintage  flows. 

The 
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The  difcontented  fhades  of  flaughter'd  hofts, 
That  wander'd  on  her  banks,  her  heroes  ghofts, 
Hop'd^  when  they  faw  Britannia's  arms  appear. 
The  vengeance  due  to  their  great  deaths  was  near. 

Our  godlike  leader,  ere  the  flream  he  pafs'd. 
The  mighty  fcheme  of  all  his  labours  caft  ; 
Forming  the  wond'rous  year  within  his  thought. 
His  bofom  glow'd  with  battles  yet  unfought. 
The  long  laborious  march  he  firft  furveys. 
And  joins  the  diftant  Danube  to  the  Maeie  ; 
Between  whofe  floods  fuch  pathlefs  foretls  grow. 
Such  mountains  rife,  fo  many  rivers  flow : 
The  toil  looks  lovely  in  the  hero's  eyes. 
And  danger  ferves  but  to  jcnhance  the  prize. 

Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  he  renews 
His  dreadful  courfe,  and  the  proud  foe  porfues. 
Infeded  by  the  burning  Scorpion's  heat. 
The  fultry  gales  round  his  chafd  temples  beat; 
Till  on  the  borders  of  the  Mayne  he  finds 
Defenflve  fhadows  and  refreflimg  winds. 
Our  Britifli  youth,  with  inborn  freedom  bold, 
Unnumber'd  fceues  of  fervitude  behold  ; 
Nations  of  flaves,  with  tyranny  debas'd, 
(Their  Maker's  image  more  than  half  defac'd  ;) 
Hourly  infbudled,  as  they  urge  their  toil. 
To  prize  their  queen,  and  love  their  native  foil. 

Still  to  the  rifing  fun  they  take  their  way 
Thro'  clouds  of  duft,  and  gain  upon  the  day : 
When  now  the  Neckar,  on  it's  friendly  coaft. 
With  cooling  flreams  revives  the  fainting  hoft; 
That  chearfully  his  labours  paft  forgets. 
The  midnight  watches  and  the  noon-day  heats. 

O'er  proftrate  towns  and  palaces  they  pafs, 
(Now  cover'd  o'er  with  woods,  and  hid  in  grafs) 
Breathing  revenge;  whilft  anger  and  difdain 
Fire  ev'ry  breaft,  and  boil  in  ev'ry  vein. 

C  2  Here 
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Here  fliatter'd  walls,  like  broken  rocks,  from  far. 
Rife  up  in  hideous  views,  the  guilt  of  war ; 
Whilft  here  the  vine  o'er  hills  of  ruin  climbs, 
Indttfhious  to  conceal  great  Bourbon's  crimes. 

At  length,  the  fame  of  England's  hero  dr^w 
Eugenio  to  the  glorious  interview. 
Great  fouls  by  inftind  to  each  other  turn, 
Pemand  alliance,  and  in  friendfhip  bum  : 
A  fudden  friendfhip,  while  with  ftretch'd-out  nyt 
They  meet  each  other,  mingling  blaze  with  blase. 
PoUfh'd  in  courts,  and  harden'd  in  the  field, 
Renown'd  for  conqueil,  and  in  council  fkill'd  ; 
Their  courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubl'd  flood 
Of  mounting  fpirits  and  fermenting  blood : 
Lodg'd  in  the  foul,  with  virtue  over-ruPd, 
Inflam'd  by  reaibn,  and  by  reafon  coolM  ; 
In  hours  of  peace  content  to  be  unknown. 
And  only  in  the  field  of  battle  fhown'. 
To  fouls  like  thefe,  in  mutual  friendilhip  join'd, 
Heav'n  dares  intrufl  the  canfe  of  human-kind. 

Britannia's  graceful  foris  appear  in  arms. 
Her  harafs'd  troops  the  hero's  prefencc  warms; 
Whilfb  the  high  hills  and  rivers  all  around. 
With  thund'ring  peals  of  Britifh  fhouts  refbund  : 
Doubling  their  fpeed,  they  march  with  frefh  delight. 
Eager  for  glory,  and  require  the  fight. 
So  thie  flaunch  hound  the  trembling  deer  purfues. 
And  fmells  his  fbotfleps  in  the  tainted  dews^ 
The  tedious  track  unrav'Uing  by  degrees ; 
But  when  the  fcent  comes  warm  in  ev'ry  breeze, 
Fir'd  at  the  near  approach,  he  fhoots  away 
On  his  full  flretch,  and  bears  upon  his  prey. 

The  march  concludes,  the  various  realms  are  paft, 
Th*  immortal  Schellcmberg  appears  at  lafl: 
Like  hills  th'  afpiring  ramparts  rife  on  high. 
Like  vallies  at  their  feet  the  trenches  lie ; 

•  Batt'ries 
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Batt'ries  on  batt'ries  guard  each  fatal  pafs^ 
Threat'ning  delb-iidion ;  rows  of  hollow  brafs, 
Tabe  behind  tube,  the  dreadful  entrance  keep^ 
Whilft  in  their  wombs  ten  thoufand  thunders  deep. 
Great  Churchill  owns,  charm'd  with  the  glorious  iight. 
His  march  o^erpdd  by  fuch  a  promised  fight4 

The  weftem  fun  now  (hot  a  feeble  ray. 
And  faintly  fcatter'd  the  remans  of  day : 
Ev'ning  approach'd ;  but  oh  1  what  hoils  of  foes 
Were  never  to  behold  that  cv'ning  clofe  ! 
Thick'ning  their  ranks,  and  wedg'd  in  firm  array. 
The  clofe-compa£led  Britons  win  their  way. 
In  vain  the  cannon  their  thronged  war  defac'd 
'With  trads  of  death,  and  laid  the  battle  wa^. 
Still  prefling  forward  to  the  fight,  they  broke 
Thro'  flames  of  fulphur  and  a  night  of  fmoke; 
Till  flaughter'd  legions  fitPd  the  trench  below. 
And  bore  their  fierce  avengers  to  the  foe. 

High  on  the  works  the  mingling  hods  engage  ; 
The  battle,  (kindled  into  tenfold  rage. 
With  fliow'rs  of  bullets,  and  with  ftorms  of  fire) 
Burns  in  full  fury;  heaps  on  heaps  expire  ; 
Nations  with  nations  mix'd  confus'dly  die. 
And  loft,  in  one  promifcuous  carnage  lie. 

How  many  gen'rous  Britons  meet  their  doom. 
New  to  the  field,  and  heroes  in  the  bloom  ! 
Th'  illuftrious  youths,  that  left  their  native  fhore 
To  march  where  Britons  never  march' d  before ; 
(O  fatal  love  of  fame  !  O  glorious  heat ! 
Only  deftrudlive  to  the  brave  and  great !) 
After  fuch  toils  o'ercome,  fuch  dangers  paft, 
Stretch'd  on  Bavarian  ramparts  breathe  their  laft. 
But  hold,  my  Mnfe  !  may  no  complaints  appear. 
Nor  blot  the  day  with  an  ungrateful  tear ; 
While  Marlbr6  lives  Britannia's  ftars  difpenfe 
A  friendly  light,  and  fbine  in  innocence ; 

Plunging 
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Plunging  thro*  feas  of  blood  his  fiery  fleed. 
Where'er  his  friends  retire  or  foes  fucceed ; 
Thofe  he  fupports,  thefe  drives  to  fudden  flight. 
And  turns  the  various  fortune  of  the  fight. 

Forbear,  great  man !  renown  *d  in  arms  !  forbear 
To  brave  the  thickeft  terrors  of  the  war  ; 
Nor  hazard  thus,  confus'd  in  crowds  of  foes, 
Britannia's  fafety,  and  the  world's  repofe  : 
Let  nations,  anxious  for  thy  life,  abate 
This  fcom  of  danger  and  contempt  of  fate. 
Thou  liv'ft  not  for  thyfelf ;  thy  queen  demands 
Conqueft  and  peace  from  thy  viftorious  hands : 
Kingdoms  and  empires  in  thy  fortune  join. 
And  Europe's  defliny  depends  on  thine. 

At  length,  the  long-difputed  pafs  they  gain. 
By  crouded  armies  fortify'd  in  vain. 
The  war  breaks  in;  the  fierce  Bavarians  yield. 
And  fee  their  camp  with  Britifh  legions  fiU'd. 
So  Belgian  mounds  bear  on  their  fhatter'd  fides. 
The  fea's  whole  weight  increas'd  with  fwelling  tides ; 
But  if  the  ruftiing  wave  a  pafTage  finds, 
Enrag'd  by  wat'ry  moons  and  warring  winds. 
The  trembling  peafant  fees  his  country  round 
Cover'd  with  tempefts,  and  in  oceans  drown'd. 

The  few  furviving  foes  difpers'd  in  flight, 
(Refufe  of  fwords,  and  gleanings  of  a  fight) 
In  ev'ry  ruftiing  wind  the  viftor  hear. 
And  Marlbro's  form  in  ev'ry  fliadow  fear; 
Till  the  dark  cope  of  night,  with  kind  embrace* 
Befriends  the  rout,  and  covers  their  difgracc. 

To  Donavert,  with  unrefifted  force. 
The  gay  victorious  army  bends  it's  courfc. 
The  growth  of  meadows,  and  the  pride  of  fields. 
Whatever  fpoils  Bavaria's  fummer  yields, 
(The  Danube's  great  increafe)  Britannia  fliares. 
The  food  of  armies  and  fupport  of  wars :  . 


With 
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^th  magazines  of  deaths  deftruftive  balls. 

And  cannon  doom*d  to  batter  Landau's  walls. 

The  vidor  finds  each  hidden  cavern  ftor'd. 

And  turns  their  fury  on  their  guilty  lord. 
Deluded  prince  !  how  is  thy  greatnefs  crofs'd. 

And  all  the  gaudy  dream  of  empire  lofl;. 

That  proudly  fet  thee  on  a  fancyM  throne. 

And  made  imaginary  realms  thy  own ! 

Thy  troops,  that  now  behind  the  Danube  join. 

Shall  fhortly  feek  for  fhelter  from  the  Rhine ; 

Nor  find  it  there  :  furrounded  with  alarms. 

Thou  hop'ft  th'  aiTillance  of  the  Gallick  arms. 

The  Gallick  arms  in  fafety  fhall  advance. 

And  croud  thy  flandards  with  the  pow'r  of  France ; 

While,  to  ex^t  thy  doom,  th'  afpiring  Gaul 

Shares  thy  deilrudion,  and  adorns  thy  fall. 
Unbounded  courage  and  compaiHon  join'd. 

Tempering  each  other  in  the  viflor's  mind. 

Alternately  proclaim  him  good  and  great. 

And  make  the  hero  and  the  man  compleat. 

Long  did  he  flrive  th'  obdurate  foe  to  gain 

By  profFer'd  grace,  but  long  he  drove  in  vain  ; 

Till,  fir'd  at  length,  he  thinks  it  vain  to  fpare 

His  rifing  wrath,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  war. 

In  vengeance  rouz'd,  the  foldier  fills  his  hand 

With  fword  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land  ; 

A  thoufand  villages  to  aihes  turns. 

In  crackling  flames  a  thoufand  harvelh  burns. 

To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flocks  retreat. 

And,  mix'd  with  bellowing  herds,  confus'dly  bleat ; 

Their  trembling  lords  the  common  fhade  partake. 

And  cries  of  infants  found  in  ev'ry  brake: 

The  lift'ning  foldier  fix'd  in  forrow  Hands, 

Loth  to  obey  his  leader's  jufl  commands; 

The  leader  grieves,  by  gen'rous  pity  fway*d. 

To  fee  his  jull  commands  fo  well  obey'd« 

But 


^  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY* 

But  now  the  trumpet,  terrible  from  far* 
In  fhriller  clangors  animates  the  war  ; 
Confed'rate  drums  in  fuller  concert  beat. 
And  echoing  hills  the  loud  alarm  repeat. 
Gallia's  proud  ftandards,  to  Bavaria's  join'd. 
Unfurl  their  gilded  lilies  in  the  wind  ; 
The  daring  prince  his  blafled  hopes  renews. 
And  while  the  thick  embattled  hoft  he  views, 
Stretch'd  out  in  deep  array  and  dreadful  length. 
His  heart  dilates,  and  glories  iu  his  ftrength. 

The  fatal  day  it's  mighty  courfe  began. 
That  the  griev'd  world  had  long  defir'd  in  vain. 
States  that  their  new  captivity  bemoan'd. 
Armies  of  martyrs  that  in  exile  groan 'd^ 
Sighs  from  the  depth  of  gloomy  dungeons  heard. 
And  pray'rs  in  bitternefs  of  foul  preferred ; 
Europe's  loud  cries,  that  Providence  a/Iail'd, 
And  Anna's  ardent  vows  at  length  prevail'd : 
The  day  was  come,  when  Heav'n  deiign'd  to  (how 
His  care  and  condud  of  the  world  below. 

Behold,  in  awful  march  and  dread  array. 
The  long-extended  fquadrons  fhape  their  way  ! 
Death,  in  approaching  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  horror  to  the  braveft  hearts  : 
Yet  do  their  beating  breafts  demand  the  ftrife. 
And  thirll  of  glory  quells  the  love  of  life. 
No  vulgar  fears  can  Britifh  minds  controul ; 
Heat  of  revenge,  and  noble  pride  of  foul, 
O'erlook  the  foe,  advantag'd  by  his  poft, 
Leffen  his  numbers,  and  contrad  his  hoft. 
Tho'  fens  and  floods  poflefs'd  the  middle  fpacc. 
That  unprovok'd  they  would  have  fear'd  to  pafs; 
Nor  fens  nor  floods  can  (lop  Britannia's  bands. 
When  her  proud  foe  rang'd  on  their  borders  ftands. 

But,  O  I  my  Mufe,  what  numbers  wilt  thou  find 
To  fing  the  furious  troops  in  battle  j<  in'^  ! 

Methini 
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Methinks  I  hear  ^Vclruifis  ttiiii'iiitubus  (ound. 
The  vi&ors  fhoats  anil"  dying  groans' c6hfbund; 

The  dreadful  burft  of  cimrion  rend  the'fKiesl 

i  ..."  ...  ' 

And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rife ! 

*Twas  then  gre^t-lmrmrof^s  mighty' Ibul^w     prov'd— • 

That^  in  the  fhock  of  diafging  hofts  unmov'd^ 

Amidft  conHiHon,  horror^  a&'d  despair. 

Examined  all ,tKe'dreadful  fcenes  of  war: 

In  peaceful  tlTought  the  field  oir  dea^h  furvey^d; 

To  fainting  fcjuadrbns  fent  the  tiihely  aid;* 

Infpir'd  rc^uls^'d  battalions  to  pnga^e. 

And  taught  the  douHdiilVatfle  wherie  tb  rage* 

So,  when  an  angrf,  by  Divine  command^ 

With  rifing  temp^ffs'ffiafces'a'gWty  land, 

(Such  as  of  late  o'erjfale'Britahhia'pafs'dyT 

Calm  and  iefeiie  he  drives' the  furious  blaft; 

And,  ple'Ss*i'  th^  Atnughty *8  orders  to  perform,' 

Rides  in  the  whirlwind,  ali<i  direfb  the  ftorxnV 

But  fee !  the  Jiaughty'hou1(l|ibld  troops  advance^ 
The  dread  of  Europe,'  and  tie  pride' of  FVance*; " 
The  war's  whole  art  each  pnvate  foldier  knows. 
And  with  a  gen'ral's  love  o^  cbnqueft  glows. 
Proudly  he  marches  on ;  anil,  void  of  fear. 
Laughs  at  the  fliaking  of  the  Sritiih  /pear. 
Vain  infolence  !  with  native  freedom  brave. 
The  meaneit  Briton  fcorns  the  higheA  Have  ; 
Contempt  and  fury  iSre  their  fouls  by  turns. 
Each  nation's  glory  in  each  warrior  bums  ; 
Each  fights  as  in  lus  arm  t&' important  day. 
And  all  the  fate  of  his  great  monarch,  lay : 
A  thoufand  glorious  a^oiis,  that  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels  and  immortal  fame, 
Confus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  adions  lie. 
And  troops  of  heroes  undiitinguiihM  die. 
O  Dormer !  how  can  I  behold  thy  fate, 
Axki  not  the  wonders  of  thy  youth  relate ! 

1>  How 
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How  can  I  fee  the  gay,  the  brave,  the  yovng. 
Fall  in  the  cloud  of  war,  and  lie  unfung ! 
In  joys  of  conqiieft  he  refigns  his  breath ; 
And,  fill'd  with  England's  glory,  fmiles  in  death! 

Th^  rout  begins;  the  Gallick  fquadrons  run, 
Compell'd  in  crowds  to  meet  the  fate  they  ihun  ; 
Thoufands  of  fiery  deeds,  with  wounds  transfix'd. 
Floating  in  gore,  with  their  dead  mailers  mix'd« 
Midil  heaps  of  %£ars  and  ftandards  driv'n  around. 
Lie  in  the  Danube's  bloody  whirlpools  drowned. 
Troops  of  bold  youths,  borne  on  the  diilant  Soane^ 
Or  founding  borders  of  the  rapid  Rhone  ; 
Or  where  the  Sierte  her  flow'ry  fields  divides. 
Or  where  the  Loire  thro*  winding  vineyards  glides. 
In  heaps  the  rolling  billows  fweep  away. 
And  into  Scythian  Teas  their  bloated  corfe'  convey. 
From  Blenheim's  tbw'rs  the  Gaul,  virith  wild  affright^ 
Beholds  the  various  havock  of  the  fight : 
His  waving  banners,  that  fo  oft  had  flood 
Plnted  in  fields  of  death  and  Hreams  of  blood; 
So  wont  the  guarded  pnemy  to  reach. 
And  rift  trium^l\ant  in  the  fatal  breach  ; 
Or  pierce  the  broken  foe's  remotcft  lines; 
The  hardy  veteran'  with  tears  reiiigns. 

Unfortunate  Tallard ! — oh  !  who  can  name 
The  pangs  of  rage^  of  forrow,  and  of  fhame,^ 
That  with  mix'd  tfumult  in  thy  bofom  fwelPd, 
When  fifft  thou  favfr'ft  thy  braved  troops  rcpcil'd ! 
Thin^  only  fon  piert'd  with  a  deadly  wound, 
Choak'd  in  his  blood,  and  gafping  on  the  groundt 
Thyfelf  in  bondage  by  the  viftor  kept ! 
The  chief,  the  fether,  and  the  captive,  wept. 
An  Englifh  Mufe  is  toach*d  with  gen'rous  woe. 
And  in  th'  unhappy' man  fbrgets  the  foe. 
Greatly  4illrefs*d  1  thy  loud  complaihts  forbear  ; 
Blame  not  the  turns  of  Fate  and  chance  of  war: 
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<$ive  thy  brave  foes  their  dae,  nor  blu(h  to  owa 
The  fatal  field  by  fuch  great  leaders  won  ; 
The  field  whence  fam'd  Eugenio  bore  away 
Only  the  fecond  honours  of  the  day. 

With  floods  of  gore  that  from  the  vanquifh'd  fell. 
The  marihes  ftagnate^  and  the  rivers  fwcU. 
Mountains  of  flain  lie  heap'd  upon  the  ground. 
Or  midffc  the  roarings  of  the  Danube  drown'd : 
Whole  captive  hofts  the  conqueror  detains 
In  painful  bondage  and  inglorious  chains. 
E'en  thofe  who  'fcape  the  fetters  and  the  fword. 
Nor  feek  the  fortunes  of  a  happier  lord  ; 
Their  raging  king  difhonours,  to  compleat 
Malbr6's  great  work,  and  finifh  the  defeat. 

From  Memminghen*s  high  domes  and  Augfburg*s  walls^ 
The  diftant  battle  drives  th'  infulting  Gauls : 
Freed  by  the  terror  of  the  vigor's  name. 
The  refcu*d  dates  his  great  prote^ion  claim  ; 
Whilft  Ulme  th*  approach  of  her  deliverer  waits. 
And  longs  to  open  her  obfequious  gates. 

The  hero's  breaft  ftill  fwclls  with  great  defigns ; 
In  cv'ry  thought  the  tow'ring  genius  Ihines : 
If  to  the  foe  his  dreadful  courfe  he  bends. 
O'er  the  wide  continent  his  march  extends ; 
If  £vt%t%  in  his  lab'ring  thoughts  are  form'd. 
Camps  are  afiaulted,  and  an  army  ftorm'd  ;  \ 

If  to  the  fight  his  aftive  foul  is  bent. 
The  fate  of  Europe  turns  on  it's  event! 
What  diftant  land,  what  region,  can  affprd 
An  a£Uon  worthy  his  victorious  fword  ? 
Where  will  he  next  the  flyinp;  Gaul  defeat. 
To  make  the  feries  of  his  toils  compleat  ? 

Where  the  fwoln  Rhine,  rufhing  with  all  it's  force, 
Pivides  the  hoftilc  nations  in  it's  courfe  ; 
While  each  contradls  it's  bounds,  or  wider  grows, 
Enlarg'd  or  ftraitcn'd  as  the  river  flows ; 

D  2  On 
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On  Gallia's  fide  a  mighty  1;>ulw:;u>k  ^^dsj 
That  all  the  wide-extended  plain  command^. 
Twice^  fince  the  war  was  kindled,  has  it  try'4 
The  vi6lor*s  rage,  and  twice  has  chanj^d  it's  fidp: 
As  oft  whole  armies,  with  a  p^ize  o'e^jojr'd. 
Have  the  long  fummer  on  it's  walls  cmploy'd* 
Hither  our  mig)ity  chief  his  pms  difeds. 
Hence  fature  triumphs  from  the  war  exp?£^ ; 
And,  tho'  the  Do^«fbr  had  it's  courfe  i)e^i}n« 
Curios  his  arms  ftill  nearer  to  the  iiip : 
Fix'd  on  the  glorious  a^on,  he  forgets 
The  change  of  ieafons  and  increafe  of  h^U* 
J^o  toils  are  painful  that  cap  danger  ibpys^j 
No  climes  unlovely  that  conta^fi  a  foe. 

Tiie  roving  Gaol,  to  his  awfi  bounds  r^I^f^in!^ 
Learns  to  encamp  with}n  his  nativie  l^f^d  ; 
But  foon  as  the  vi^rious  hoi^  lie  fpie^. 
Prom  hill  to  hill^  from  ftream  to  H^eam  he  Biffi : 
Such  dire  imprepions  on  his  heart  remain 
Of  Marlbrd's  fword  a|id  Qpck^^'s  fat^  pl^in. 
In  vain  Britannia's  mighty  chief  befets 
Their  fhady  coverts  and  o^fcure  retreats : 
They  fly  the  conquerqrV  approaching  fame. 
That  bears  the  force  of  arinies  in  his  nan^e. 

Attftria's  young  monarchy  whpfe  ^perial  fi^^y 
Sceptres  and  thrones  are  dei^'d  to  obey  ; 
Whofe  boaftcd  anceftry  fo  high  expends. 
That  in  the  Pagan  gods  his  ^lleage  ends  ; 
Comes  from  afar,  in  gra^tudc  to  own 
The  great  fupporter  of  his  father's  throne. 
What  tides  of  glory  to  l^is  bofom  ran, 
Cldfp'd  in  th'  embraces  of  the  godlike  n^^  ! 
How  were  1^^  eyes  with  pleafing  wonder  &x^^ 
To  fee  fuch  fire  with  fo  njuch  fweetnefs  mix'd  ; 
Such  eafy  greatnefs,  fuch  a  graceful  poi:t^ 
So  turn'd  and  finiih'd  for  t^e  punp  or  court,! 


Achillea 


?S4J?T«Es  OF  pdetrt: 

Achilles  thus  was  iorm^i  with  •v'ly  |;iMr» 
And  Nireus  fhone  b.ttt  in.  )jie  fecond  |>l«cf  t 
Thus  the  great  f^diff  of  ?liiugh.ty  Ro^^e 
(Divinely  iluih'd  w^  9a  i^nUH*^  Mokmb 
That  Cythcrea'?  fr?gr<»pf  trp»l*  hftow'd) 
In  all  the  c^^^$  pf  his  bright  oiQther  gloved. 

The  royal  youth  by  Mailbr^'s  preiiince  charmed* 
Taught  ky  Us  cou^reli,  by  his  anions  wiria'd* 
On  Landau  with  r^Pfibled  fury  falls, 
Pifcharges  all  his  th^a^^r  on  it's  wftUs  ; 
O'er  mines  an$)  paves  of  death  provokes  the  fights 
And  learns  to  conquer  in  the  hero's  fight. 

The  Britift  ch}pf,  fpr  mghty  tpils  renown'ds 
Increased  in  tit}es,  and  with  ponqHells  crowA'dj 
To  Belgian  coaib  his  tedious  march  renews. 
And  the  long  windings  pf  i^9  Rhine  purfufs  j 
Clearing  it's  borders  frqm  ttftu^pwg  <of  lU 
And  blefs'd  by  refcu'd  nations  as  he  goes. 
Treves  fears  no  more,  freed  from  it's  dire  alarms » 
And  Traerbach  feels  the  terror  of  his  arms : 
Seated  on  rocks,  her  proud  fbundatio];is  ihak^ 
While  Marlbr6  preiTes  to  the  bald  attack  ; 
Plants  all  his  batt'ries,  bids  his  cannon  roar. 
And  ihows  how  Landau  might  have  fall'n  bejbre. 
Scar'd  at  his  near  approach,  great  Louis  fears 
Vengeance  rcferv'd  for  his  declining  years ; 
Forgets  his  thirft  of  univerfal  (way. 
And  fcarce  can  teach  his  fubje£b  to  obey : 
His  arms  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  employ'd» 
Th'  ambitious  projects  for  his  race  deftroy'd  ; 
The  works  of  ages  funk  in  one  Campaign, 
And  lives  of  millions  facrifijc'd  in  vain. 

Such  arc  th'  efFedls  of  Anna's  royal  cares. 
By  her  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  wars. 
Ranges  thro'  nations,  wherefoe'er  disjoin'd,, 
Without  the  wontc4  aid  of  fca  an4  wind : 


^ 
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By  her  th*  nnfetter'd  Iftcr's  ftatcs  arc  free. 

And  tafle  the  fweets  of  Englifh  liberty. 

Bat  who  can  tell  the  joys  of  thofe  that  lie 

Beneath  the  conftant  influence  of  her  eye ! 

Whilft  in  diffuiive  (how'rs  her  bounties  fall^ 

Like  Heav'n's  indulgence^  and  defcend  on  all ; 

Secure  the  happy,  fuccour  thq  diftrefsM, 

Make  ev'ry  fubjed  glad,  and  a  whole  people  ble&'d. 

Thus  would  I  fain  Britannia's  wars  rehearfe. 
In  the  fmooth  records  of  a  ^thful  Tcrfe ; 
That,  if  fuch  numbers  can  o'er  time  prevail^ 
May  tell  pofterity  the  wondrous  tale. 
When  aftions,  anadom'd,  are  faint  and  weak« 
Cities  and  countries  mull  be  taught  to  fpeak  ; 
Gods  may  defcend  in  factions  from  the  (lties« 
And  rivers  from  their  oozy  beds  arife ; 
Fidion  may  deck  the  truth  with  fpurious  rays. 
And  round  the  hero  call  a  borrowed  blaze  : 
Marlbr6's  exploits  appear  divinely  bright. 
And  proudly  ihine  in  their  own  native  light ; 
Kais'd  of  themfelves,  their  genuine  charms  they  boaftj. 
And  thofe  who  paint  *em  trueft— -praife  'em  moft. 


THE    PASSIONS, 

AN     ODE. 
BY    MR.    COLLINS. 

WHEN-Mufick,  heavenly  maid,  was  young; 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  (be  fung  ; 
The  Pafllons  oft,  to  hear  her  fhell, 
Thsong'd  around  her  magick  cell. 
Exulting,  trtnabling,  raging,  fainting, 
Poflefs'd  beyDnd  the  Mufe's  painting  : 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
DifturbM,  delighted,  rais'd,  refin'd. 
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Till  once,  'tis  faid,  when  all  were  fir*d, 
FilPd  with  fury,  rapt,  infpir'd. 
From  the  fuppbrting  myrtles  round. 
They  fnatchM  her  inflruments  of  found: 
And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  leilpns  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each  (for  Madnefs  rul'd  the  hour) 
Would  prove  his  own  expreflive  power. 

Firft,  Fear,  his  hand,  it's  ikill  to  try. 
Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid; 
•     And  back  recoilM,  he  knew  not  why, 
£*en  at  the  found  himfelf  had  made* 

Next,  Anger  rtifh'd ;  his  eyes  on  fire, 

Iq  lightnings  own'd  his  fecret  ftings : 
In  one  rude  claih  he  ftrnck  the  lyre» 

And  fwept  with  hurried  hand  the  firings; 

With  woeftil  meafnres,  wan  Defpair, 

Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  begnil'd: 
A  fol^n,  ftrange,  -and  mingled  air; 

'Twts  fad  by  fits,  by  ftarts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure^ 

Still  it  whifper'd  promised  pleafure. 
And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diftance  hail ! 

Still  would  her  touch  the  ilrain  prolong. 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale^ 
She  call'd  on  Echo  iliU  thro'  all  the  fong  ; 

And  where  her  fweeteft  theme  ihe  chofe,. 

A  fbft  rcfponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  cloie. 
And  Hope,  enchanted,  fmil'd,  and  wav'd  her  golden  hair. 

And  longer  had  ihe  fuhg— >but,  with  a  frown, 

Revehge  impatient  rofe : 
He  tiutw  his  bIood*itain*d  fwori  in  thunder  down  ; 

And, 
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And,  \^th  a  withering  look; 
The  war-denouncing  tmmpct' took. 
And  blew  a  blail  (b  loud  and  dreii. 
Were  ne'er  prophedck  founds  fo  full  of  wbift 
And  ever  and  anbif  Kb  b^t 
The  doubling  drilih  with  furious  heat: 
And  tho'  fometimes;  each'dreary  paufe'be'fw'e^^ 
Dejeded  Pity,  at  his  fide. 
Her  foul-fubd  uingi?Voicer  applied  ; 
Yet  (till  he  kept  his  wild  unaltered  mdeni- 
While  each  fbain'd  ball  of-fight  feein'd  burflingtfiMlUs^lfead* 

Thy  numbers,  Jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd^ 

Sad  proof  of  thy*  diftfcfiftl  ftatcl 
Of  differing  lliwnw  thV  vfedHhg  ib'ng  \<^i  tiiixfJl : 
And  now  it  courtefd  iovt— ubi^,  raving;  caH'd^ott  fibiUSi 

With  eyes  np-raisM,  as  one  infpir'cl^ 
Pale  Melancholyrftt  retired  ;- 
And  from  her  wijkl  feqnefter'd  ieat, 
InnoteSi  by  diftance  made  more  fweet, 

Pour'd  thro*  the  mellow  horn  lier  pcniive  (bul  t 
And  dafhinl^oit  from'Mcks  aioUftdy 
Bubbling  rudnels  jotn'dnhefoimd;  - 

Thro'  glades  ^nd-glooms  the  ming^  meaAire'^Iej; 
Or  o'-ef 'fdme4iitfhted>ftfeams  with-fdnd^delay^- 
Rott«daii  holyrcakd^difiiifiDg^ 
liove  of  peace-  and- lonely  mufiiig^  ^ 
In  hoUow-iDMihiifir^  died  aWay^ 

^   B«tO,  howialtcr*dwarifsfprightliertont! 
Wheft»eheaffBlnefif,  anylHplrbrhtoWiicilhne; 

Her  bow  acrof&her  ihoulder  flung^    . 

Her  buflcins  gemm'd  witH'moming  dew. 
Blew  an  infpiring  air,  that4ale  and  thicket  rung!  " 

The  hunter's  call  "to  F'aun  and  D'lyad  Known* 


The 
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The  oak-crown'd  SlBtn,  and  their  chafte-ey'd  Queen, 

Satyn  and  Sylvan  boys  were  fcen. 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green ; 
Brown  Exerdfe  rejdc'd  to  hear. 
And  Sport  leap'd  up,  and  feiz'd  his  beechen  Ipear. 

Laft  came  Joy*s  extatidc  trial: 

He  with  viny  crown  advancing, 
Firft  to  the  lively  pipe  hi{|Jiand  addrels'd  ; 
Bat  foon  he  faw  the  brilk  awakening  viol, 

Whoie  (weet  entrancing  voice  he  lov'd  the  beft- 

They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the  ftrain^ 

They  iaw  in  Tempe's  vale  her  native  maids, 

Anudft  the  feftal  founding  ihades. 
To  fome  unwearied  minfbrel  dancing. 
While,  as  his  flying  fingers  kifs'd  the  firings. 
Love,  firam'd  with  Mirth,  a  gay  fantafiick  round* 
Loofe  were  her  trefles  feen,  her  zone  unbound; 

And  he,  amidft  his  frolick  play. 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay. 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings. 

O  Mufick,  fphere-deicended  maid. 
Friend  of  pleafure,  wifdom's  aid« 
Why,  Goddefs,  why  to  us  denied? 
Lay'fi  thou  thy  ancient  lyre afide? 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  l)Ower, 
You  leam'd  an  all-commanding  power. 
Thy  mimick  foul,  Oiiymph  endeared. 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native,  fimple  heart. 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art? 
Ariie,  as  in  that  elder  time. 
Warm,  energick,  chafie,  fnblime ! 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  godlike  age. 
Fill  thy  recording  fifter's  page— ^ 

£  'T5s 


?^ 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

'Tis  (ai4»  and  I  l^Ueve^  the  tal^. 
Thy  humbleil  reed  could  more^revail,. 
Had  more  of  flrcngth^  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age; 
£'^  9il  at  oace  together  found 
Cecilia's  mingled  world  of  found. — 
O  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe  ! 
Revive  the  jull  defigns  of  Greece ! 
Return  in  all  thy  fimple  ftate  \ 
Confirm  the  tales  her  fons  relate ! 


THE    VISIONS    OF    FANCY. 

}N      POUR.     ILEGIES* 
Ify    QR.    LANOHORNE. 

La  Ra>(bn  l^ait  que  c*eft  an  fonge, 

J^$  elie  ca  failit  les  douceurs  i 
JElle  a  befoin  de  ces^faixtdiiiesy 
Prcfque  tous  les  plaifirs  des  hommea 

Ne.  i4jm\  ^u&  d«  dpuces  erreurs.  G 1 1  s  xt  7, 

ELEGY      I. 

CHILDREN  of  Fancy,  whither  are  ye  fled? 
Where  have  ye  borne  thofe  hope-chliven'd  hoursj 
That  once  with  myrtle  garlands  bound  my  head. 
That  once  beftrew'd  my  vernal  path  with  flowVs  ? 

In  yon  fair  vale,  where  blooms  the  beechen  grove, 
Wh^re  winds  -the  flow  wate  thro*  the  flow'ry  plain. 

To  thefe  fond  arms  you  led  the  tyrant  Love, 
With  Fear,  and  itope,  and  Folly,  in  his  train. 

My  lyre,  that,  left  at  carelefs  diflance,  hung 
Light  on  fbmie:pal*  branch  of  the  ofier  flvade. 

To  lays  of  am'r(KBibhui(Uftimcrit  yo»  fhmng. 
And  o'er  my  fleep  ^e  lulting  xauikl^'play'ii. 

«  Rc(V 


BE AtJTttS^  OF  ^  PbEt^ V.  f^: 

•  P.cft,  gentle  yotith  !  while  on  the  qiliv*ring  bresire 
'  Slides  to  thine  iikrthis  foftljr  breathing  ftrain  ; 

*  Sounds  that  move  fi)(ioother  than  the  fteps  of  eafc,  •  * 

*  And  poor  obHvidft  in  tiie  ear  of  pain. 

'  In  this  fair  vale  eternal  Spring  fhall  (inile, 

'  And  Time  unenvious  crown  each  fofeate  hour  ; 

*  > 
'  Eternal  joy  fhall  ev*ry  care  beguile, 

'  Breathe  in  each  gale,  and  blooin  in  ev'ry  flbwV. 

'  This  filvcr  ftream,  that  down  it's  cryftal  way, 

'  Frequent  has  led  thy  iftufing  i^ej^s  ilong, 
'  Shall,  fHU  the  fame,  in  funny  mazes  play, 

'  And  with  it's  murmurs  melodize  thy  ibng. 

^  Unfading  green  ihall  thefe  fair  groves  adorn  ; 

*  *  Thofe  living- meads  immortal  fldw'rs  unfold  ; 
«  In  rofy  fmiles  (hall  rife  each  blufliing  morn, 

*  And  ev'ry  evening  Clofe  in  douds  of  gold, 

'  The  tender  loves  that  Watch  thy  (kimVriftg  reft,  ^ 

*  And  round  thee  flow'rs  and  balitty  myrtles  ftrew ; 

*  Shall  charm,  thro*  all  approaching  life,  thy  brcaft, 

*  With  joys  for  ever  pure,  for  ever  new. 

'  The  genial  power  that  fpeeds  the  golden  dart,  • 

*  Each  charm  of  tender  paflion  fhall  infpire ; 

*  With  fond  affedtion- fill  the  mutual  heart, 

*  And  feed  tiie  flame  of  ever-young  Defire, 

*  Come,  gentle  loves!  your  myrtle.garlands  bring ; 
'      *  The  fmilbg  bow'r  with  clufter'd  rofes  fpread ; 

*  Come,  gentle  airs !  with  incenfe-dropping  wing,       '        "* 

*  The  breathing  fweets  of  vernal  odout  ihed. 

•E  a  •  Mark! 
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*  Hark!  as  the  ftrains  of.  fwelling  mufick  rife, 
'  How  the  notes  vibrate  on  the  &v'ring  gale ! 

* ,  Aofpicioas  glories  beam  along  the  ikies» 
'  And  pow'rs  unfeen^  the  happy  moments  hail ! 

«  Extatick  hours !  fo  ty^ry  diftant  day, 
'  like  this  ferene,  on  downy  wbgs  ihall  move; 

^  JUfe  crown'd  with  joys  that  triumph  o'er  decay, 
^  The  faithful  joys  of  Fancy  and  of  Love.' 


i  L  E  G  y    n. 

AND  were  they  vain,  thofe  iobthing  lays  ye  fang  ? 
^^    Children  of  Fancy !  yes,  your  fong  was  vain; 
On  each  foft  air  though  rapt  Attention  hong. 
And  Silence  lifien'd  on  the  ileeping  plain. 

The  ilrains  yet  vibrate  on  my  ravift'd  car. 
And  ftill  to  finile  the  mimick  beauties  fcem  % 

Though  now  the  vifionary  fcenes  appear 
Like  the  faint  traces  of  a  vaniih'd  dreamt 

Mirror  of  life  !  the  glories  thus  depart 

Of  all  that  Youth  and  Love  and  Fancy  frame; 

When  painful  Anguifh  ipecds  the  piercing  dart^ 
Or  Envy  blalls  the  blooming  flow'rs  of  Fame, 

Nurie  of  wild  wifhes,  and  of  ibnd  defires. 
The  prophctefs  of  Fortune,  falft  and  vain ; 

To  fcenes  where  Peace  in  Ruin'^  arms  expireSji 
Fallacious  Hope  deludes  her  haplefs  train* 

Go,  Syren,  go-^-thy  cliarms  on  others  try ; 

My  beaten  bark  at  length  has  reach'd  the  fhoY« : 
Vet  on  the  rock  my  dropping  garments  lie  ; 

And  let  me  |>erifii»  if  I  tn|ft  thee  more ! 


ComQj 
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Come,  gentle  Qaiet  f  long-negleded  maid ! 

O  come,  and  lead  me  to  thy  moffy  cell  i 
There  unregarded  in  the  peaceful  (hade* 

With  calm  Repofe  and  Silence  let  me  dwell. 

Come,  luppier  hours  of  fweet  unannous  reH, 
When  all  the  ftrnggling  paffions  Ihall  fubfide ; 

When  Peace  fhall  clafp  me  to  her  plumy  breaft. 
And  finooth  my  filent  minutes  as  they  glide« 

Bat  chief,  thou  goddefs  of  the  thoughtlefs  eye. 
Whom  never  cares  or  paffions  difcompofe, 

O,  bleft  Infenfibility,  be  nigh. 

And  with  thy  foothing  hand  my  weary  eyelids  c1q&! 

Then  (hall  the  cares  of  Love  and  Glory  ceaie. 

And  all  the  fond  anxieties  of  Fame ; 
Alike  regardlefs  in  the  arms  of  Peace, 

If  thef^  extol,  or  thofe  debafe  a  name. 

In  Lyttelton,  though  all  the  Mufes  praife. 

His  generous  praife  ihall  then  delight  no  more; 

Nor  the  fweet  magick  of  his  tender  lays. 

Shall  touch  the  bofom  which  it  charm'd  before. 

Nor  then,  tho*  Malice,  with  infidious  guife 
Of  friendship,  ope  the  unfurpefting  breaft ; 

Kor  then,  tho'  Envy  broach  her  blackening  lyeS;, 
Shall  thefe  deprive  me  of  a  moment's  reft. 

O  ftate  to  be  defir'd  !  when  hoftile  rage 

Prevails  in  human  more  than  favage  haunts  ; 

When  man  with  man  eternal  war  will  wage, 
Ani  ncytr  yield  that  mercy  which  he  wants. 


n 
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When  dark  Deiign  inrades  the  chearftil  hoar. 
And  draws  the  h^art  with  foci&l  freedom  wanii> 

It's  cares,  it's  wiihes,  and  it's  thoaghts  to  povr^ 
Smiling  iniidlotis  with  the  hopes  of  harm. 

Vain  man  !  to  others  failings  fUU  fevere. 
Yet  not  one  foible  in  himfelf  can  find  ; 

Another's  faults  to  Folly's  eye  are  dear. 
But  to  her  own  e'en  Wifdom's  felf  is  blind ! 

O  let  me  ftill,  from  thefe  low  follits  free. 
This  fordid  malice,  and  inglorious  flrife, 

Myfelf  the  fubjedl  of  my  cenfure  be. 

And  teach  my  heart  to  comment  on  my  life. 

With  thee,  Philofophy,  ftill  let  me  dwell. 
My  tutor'd  mind  from -vulgar  meannefs  fave  ; 

Bring  Peace,  bring  Quiet  to  my  humble  cell. 
And  bid  them  lay  the  green  turf  on  my  grave. 


ELEGY      III. 

T3  RI G  HT  o'er  the  green  hills  rofe  the  morning  ray. 

The  woodlark's  fong  refounded  on  the  plain  ; 
Fair  Nature  felt  the  warm  embrace  of  day. 
And  fmil'd  thro'  all  her  animated  reign. 

When  young  Delight,  of  Hope  and  Fancy  bdrn. 

His  head  on  tufted  wild-thyme  half  reclin'd. 
Caught  the  gay  colours  of  the  orient  morn. 

And  thence  of  life  this  pidure  vain  defign'd. 

♦  O  bom  to  thoughts,  to  pleafures  moreTubiime,  •      ■     •  •    " 
*  Than  beinfgy  of*  inferior  nature  prove  h       .  * 

•  To  triumph  in  the  golden  hours  of  Time, 

*•  And  f(?el  the  pharms  of  Fancy  and  of  Love  ! 

•  High. 
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*  Ifigh-^YOur'd  ma& !  for  him  unfolding  fair 

*  In  orient  Ught  this  native  landicapc  iiniies  ; 

*  For  him  fWect  Hope  difarms  the  hand  of  Care» 
'  *  Exalts  his  pleafures^  and  his  grief  beguiles. 

^  Blows  not  a  blo^bm  on  the  breaft  of  Springs 

*  Breathes  npt  a  gale  along  the  bending  meadj 
'  Trills  not  a  fbngiler  of  the  ibaring  wing^ 

*  But  firagratice,  health  and  melody^  facceed. 

*  O  lei  me  ftitt  with  fimple  Nature  live, 

*  My  lowly  field-flowers  on  her  altar  lay; 

*  Enjoy  the  bleflings  that  ihe  meant  to  give« 

*  And  calmly  wafie  my  inoffenfive  day  i 

*  No  titled  name^  no  envy-teazing  domCji 

5  No  gUtt'ring  wealth  my  tutored  wiihes  cnre  ; 
«  So  Health  and  Peace  be  near  my  humble  home, 

*  A  cool  ilceam  murmur,  and  a  green  tree  wave* 

'  So  may  the  fweet  Euterpe  not  diidain 

'  At  Eve's  chafte  hour  her  fUver  lyre  to  bring; 

*  The  mufe  of  pity  wake  her  foothing  ftrain, 

'  And  tune  to  fympathy  the  trembling  ibing. 

'  Thus  glide  the  penfive  moments  o'er  the  vale, 
'  While  floating  (hades  of  duiky  night  deicend ; 

*  Not  left  untold  the  lover's  tender  tale, 

*  Nor  unenjoy'd  the  heart-enlargipg  friend. 

^  To  love  and  fricndfhip  flow  the  focial  bowl  i 

*  To'attick  wit  and  elegance  of  mind ; 

*  To  all  the  native  beauties  of  the  foul, 

«  The  fmiple  charms  of  Unth,  and  fenfe  refin'd  ! 


Then 
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*  Then  to  explore  whatever  ancient  fage, 

*  Studious^  from  Nature's  early  volame  drew  ; 

*  To  chaie  fweet  Fidion  thro*  her  golden  age> 

^  And  mark  how  fair  the  fan-flower.  Science,  blew  I 

«  Haply  to  catch  iom^  fpark  of  eaflem  fire, 

*  Hefperian  fancy,  or  Aonian  eafe ; 

*  Some  melting  note  from  Sappho's  tender  lyre, 

*  Some  fb-ain  that  Love  and  Phccbus  taught  to  pleaie. 

*  When  waves  the  grey  light  o'er  the  mountain's  head, 

*  Then  let  mc  meet  the  mom's  firft  beauteous  ray  ; 

*  Carelcfsly  wander  from  my  fylvan  (hed, 

*  And  catch  the  fweet  breath  of  the  rifing  day. 

«  Nor  fcldom,  loit'ring  as  1  mule  along, 
'  Mark  from  what  flow'r  the  breeze  it's  fweetnefs  bore  ; 

*  Or  liilen  to  the  labour-foothing  fbng 

*  Of  bees  that  range  the  thymy  uplandao'er. 

*  Slow  let  me  climb  the  mountain's  airy  brow, 

<  The  green  height  gain'd,  in  mufefnt  rapture  lie; 

*  Sleep  to  the  murmur  of  the  woods  below, 

*  Or  look  on  Nature  with  a  lover's  eye. 

*  Delightful  hours !  O,  thus  for  ever  flow ! 

*  Led  by  fair  Fancy  round  the  varied  year : 

*  So  fliall  my  bread  with  native  raptures  glow, 

'  Nor  feel  one  pang  from  folly,  pride,  or  fear* 

*  Firm  be  my  heart  to  Nature  and  to  Truth, 

*  Nor  vjunly  wander  from  their  didates  fage  ; 

*  So  Joy  fliall  triumph  on  the  brows  of  youth, 

*  So  Hope  ihall  fmooth  the  dreary  paths  of  age* 


ELEG^ 
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ELEGY      IV. 

/^  H !  yet>  ye  dear,  deluding  vifions,  ftay ! 
^^    Fond  hopes,  of  Innocence  and  Fancy  born  ! 
For  you  I'll  caft  thefe  waking  thoughts  away ; 
For  one  wild  dream  of  life's  romantick  morn. 

Ah !  no  :  the  funfhine  o'er  each  objeft  fpread 
By  flatt'ring  Hope^  the  flow'rs  that  blew  fo  fair  ; 

Like  the  gay  gardens  of  Armida  fled, , 

And  vanilh'd  from  the  powerful  rod  of  Care* 

So  the  poor  pilgrim,  who,  in  rapt'rous  thought. 

Plans  his  dear  journey  to  Loretto's  fhrine  : 
Seems  on  his  way  l^y  guardian  feraphs  brought ; 

Sees  aiding  angels  favour  his  defign.  ' 

Ambrofial  bloflbms,  fuch  of  old  as  bkw 

By  thofe  frefh  founts  on  Eden^  happy  plain. 
And  Sharon's  rofes  all  his  paflage  ftrew ! 

So  Fancy  dreams — but  Fancy's  dreams  are  vain* 

Wafted  and  weary,  on  the  mountain's  fide. 

His  way  unknown,  the  haplefs  pilgrim  lies  ; 
Or  takes  fome  ruthlefs  robber  for  his  guide. 

And  prone  beneath  his  cruel  fabfe  dies. 

Life's  morning-landfcape,  gilt  with  orient  light. 
Where  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Fancy,  hold  their  reign  ; 

The  grove's  green  wave,  the  blue  ftream  fparkling  bright. 
The  blythe  hours  dancing  round  Hyperion's  wain  j 

in  radiant  colours  Youth's  free  hand  pourtrays. 

Then  holds  the  flattering  tablet  to  his  eye; 
Nor  thinks  how  foon  the  vernal  grove  decays. 

Nor  fees  the  dark  cloud  gathering  o'er  the  iky. 

F  Hence. 
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Hence  Fancy,  conquer'd  by  the  dart  of  Pain, 
And  wand 'ring  far  from  her  Platonick  (hade. 

Mourns  o'er  the  ruins  of  her  tranfient  reign. 
Nor  unrepining  fees  her  viiions  fade. 

Their  parent  banifli'd,  hence  her  children  fly ; 

The  fairy  race  that  filPd  her  feflive  train  s 
Joy  tears  his  wreath,  and  Hope  inverts  her  eye. 

And  Folly  wonders  that  her  dream  was  vain. 


THE    IGNORANCE    (#    MAN, 

BY    THE  .REV.    MR.    MERRICK. 

BEHOLD  yon  ncwftom  infant,  griev'd 
With  hunger,  third,  and  plm ; 
That  aiks  to  have  the  wants  reliev'd. 
It  knows  not  to  complain.         *  t 

Aloud  the  fpeechlefs  fuppliant  cries. 

And  utters,  as  it  can. 
The  woes  that  in  it's  bofom  rife. 

And  fpeak  it's  i^ure— >man. 

That  infant,  wlidfe  advancing  hour 

Life's  various  forrows  try, 
(Sad  proof  of  fin's  tranfmiflive  pow'r  !) 

That  infants  Lord  !  am  I. 

A  childhood  yet  my  thoughts  confefs, 

Tho'  long  in  years  mature ; 
Unknowing  whence  I  feel  diftrefs^ 

And  where,  or  what  it's  core*  , 


Author 
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Author  bf  Good !  to  thee  I  turn  : 

Thy  ever  wakeful  eye 
Alone  can  all  my  wants  difcern^ 

Thy  hand  alone  fupply. 

O  let  thy  fear  within  me  dwells 

Thy  love  my  footfteps  guide ; 
That  love  fhall  vainer  loves  expel,  ^ 

That  fear  all  fears  befide,  •      . 

And  O  !  by  Error's  force  fqbdu'd. 

Since  oft  my  flubbwi  wi^, 
Prepoft'rous,  Jfcuns  tlfe  latent  good,  M 

And  grafjil|pie  fpecious  ill ; 

Not  to  my  wifli,  Bui  to  my  want,^ 

Do  thou  thy  gifts  ^.pplfff  ^ 

Unaik'd,  w^at  gc0lf,  thou  knowefl  grant ; 

What  ml  tho'  aifd,  deny.*  r 

i 

AN    ELEGIACK    EPISTLE 

TO    A    FRIEKD.  "i 

BY     MR.    GJ0*. 

FRIEND  of  my  youths  fhedd'ft  th(fi:^e  pitying  tear 
O'er  the  fad  reliques  of  my  happier  days  ? 
Pf  nature  tender,  as  of  foul  iincere^ 
Pour'ft  thou  for  me  the  inelancholy  lays  ? 

0h,  truly  faid !— the  diftant  landfcape  bright, 

Whofc  vivid  colours  giitter'd  on  the  eye, 
Js  £uied  now,  and  funk  in  fhades  of  night. 

As  on  fome  chilly  eve  the  clofing  flow'rets  die. 

*  l/yriftea  when  he  laboured  under  a  deje^lon  of  fplrits. 

F  2  y  ct 
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Yet  had  I  hop'd,  when  firft,  in  happier  times, 
I  txod  the  magick  paths  where  Fancy  led. 

The  Mufe  to  folter  in  more  friendly  climes. 
Where  never  Mis'ry  rear'd  it's  hated  head. '  . 

How  vain  the  thought !  hope  after  hope  expires  ! 
Friend  after  friend,  joy  after  joy,  is  loft  1 
^  My  deareft  wifhes  feed  the  fiui'ral  fires. 
And  life  is  purchased  at  too  dear  a  coft  ! 

Yet,  could  my  heart  the  f^fh  copafort  know, 
||^        That  not  alone  I  piurmur  and  complain, 
,   Well  might  I  find  companions  in  my  wo^^ 
.  All  born  to  grief-^the  family  of  Jfain  I         w 

Jpull  well  I  know,  in  life's  li^^ertain  road. 
The  thorns  of  mis'ry  are  profufelJPfovyn ; 

Full  well  I  know,  in  thillow  vile  abode. 

Beneath  the  duft'ning  rod  what  nqmbersggroan. 

Born  to  a  h^pier  flate,  how  many  pine 

Beneath  th'  oppreiTor's  pow'r — or  feel  the  fmart 

Of  bitter  want — or  foreign  evils  join 
To  the  fad  fymptoflkof  a  broken  he^t ! 

How  many,  fateXIfrom  their  birth  to  view 
Misfortunes  growing  with  their  rip'ning  years. 

The  fame  fad  track,  thro',yarious  fcenes,  purfue. 
Still  journeying  onward  thro'  a  vale  of  tears. 

To  them,  alas  !  what  boots  the  light  of  heav'n. 
While  ftill  new  miseries  mark  their  deftin'd  way ; 

Whether  to  their  unhappy  lot  be  giv'n 

Peath's  long  fad  night,  pr  life's  fliort  bufy  day  ! 


Mc 
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Me  not  fuch  themes  delight ! — I  more  rejoice. 
When  chance  fome  happier,  better  change  I  fee  ; 

Tho*  no  fuch  change  awai^jny  lucklefs  choice, 
And  mountauiis  rife  between  my  hopes  and  me. 

For  why  fliould  he  who  roves  the  dreary  wafte. 

Still  joy  oA  ev*ry  fide  to  view  the  gloom  ? 
Or,  when  upon  the  couch  of  ficknefs  plac'd. 

Well  pleas 'd  farvey  a  haplefs  neighbour's  tomb  ? 

If  e'er  a  gleam  of  comfort  glads  my  foul,      || 

If  e'er  my  brow  to  wonted  fmiles  unbends  ; 
'Tis*when  the  He^bg  minutes,  as  they  roll. 

Can  add  ^pp  gl^m  of  pleafure  to  my  friends  ! 

I. 

£'en  in  thefe  fhades,  the  laf!  retreat  of  grief, 
^nbe  traniient  bleffings  wiffthat  thought  beftow ; 

To  Melancholy's  felf  yield  fome  relief. 

And  eafe  the  breaft  furcharg'd  With  mortal  woe. 

Long  has  my  bark  in  rudeft  tempeft  tofs'd, 

Buffetted  feas,  and  ftemm'd  life's  hodile  wave  ; 

Suffice  it  now,  in  all  my  wifhes  crofs'd. 
To  feck  a  peaceful  harbour  in  the  grave. 

And  when  that  hour  fhall  come,  (as  come  it  mufl. 
Ere  many  moons  their  waning  horns  Ihcreafe !) 

When  this  frail  frame  Ihall  mix  with  kindred  duft. 
And  all  it's  fond  purfuits  and  troubles  ceafe  5 

When  thofe  black  gates  that  ever' open  ftand. 

Receive  me  oh  th'  irremeable  (hore  ; 
When  life's  frail  glafs  has  run  it's  lateft  fand. 

And  the  dull  jcft,  repeated,  charms  no  more : 

#Then 
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Then  may  my  friend  weep  o'er  the  fun'ral  hearfe  ; 

Then  may  his  prefeiice  gild  the  awful  gloom  j; 
And  his  laft  tribute  be  fome  mournful  verfe. 

To  mark  the  fpot  that  holds  my  filent  tomh  ! 

This,  and  no  more — ^the  reft  let  Heav'n  provide : 
To  which y  rciign'd,  I  truft  my  weal  or  woe  ; 

Affur'd,  howe'er  it's  juftice  (hall  decide. 
To  find  nought  worfe  than  I  have  left  below. 


ODE    TO    MELANCHOLY, 

BY    DR.    OGILVIE.        ^ 

HAIL,  queen  of  thought  fublime !  propitious  Pow'r, 
Who  o'er  th'  unbounded  wafte  art  joy'd  to  roaoj^ 
Led  by  the  Moon,  when  at  the  midnight  hour 
Her  pale  rays  tremble  thro'  the  dufky  gloom. 

O'bear  me,  goddefs,  to  thy  peaceful  feat ! 

Whether  to  Hecla's  cloudfWrapt  brow  conveyed. 
Or  lodg*d  where  mountains  fcreen  thy  deep  retreat. 

Or  wand'ring  wild  thro'  Chili's  boundlefs  (hade^ 

Say,  rove  thy  fteps  o'er  Libia's  naked  wafte? 

Or  feek  fome  diftant  folitary  (horc  ? 
Or  on  the  Andes'  topinoft  mountain  plac'd^ 

Do'ft  fit  and  hear  the  folemn  th^n4^r  roar} 

Fix'd  on  fome  hanging  rock's  projefted  brow, 
Hear'ft  thou  low  murmurs  from  the  diftant  dome  ? 

Or  ftray  thy  feet  where  pale  dejeded  Woe 
fours  her  long  wail  from  fome  lamented  tomb  ? 


H^rk! 
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Hark !  yon  deep  echo  ftrikes  the  trembling  car ! 

See  Night's  dun  curtain  wraps  the  darkfbme  pok  I 
O'er  heav'n's  blue  arch  yon  rolling  worlds  appear. 

And  rouze  to  folemn  thought  th'  afpiring  foul. 

O  lead  my  ileps  beneath  the  moon's  dim  ray. 

Where  Tadmor  Hands  all  defart  and  alone  ! 
While  from  her  time-fliook  tow'rs,  the  bird  (^  pfey 

Sounds  thro'  the  night  her  long-refounding  moan : 

Or  bear  me  far  to  yon  bleak  difmal  plain. 

Where  fell-ey'd  tygers,  all  athirft  for  blood. 
Howl  to  the  ^art— %hile  the  horrid  train 

Roams  o'er  The  wild  where  once  great  Babel  ftood  1 

That  fpeen  of  nations  1  whofe  fuperior  call 

Roiiz'd  the  broad  eaft,  and  bid  her  arms  deftroy  ! 

When  warm'd  to  mirth — let  Judgment  mark  her  fall. 
And  deep  Refledion  dafh  the  lip  of  Joy. 

Short  is  Ambition's  gay,  deceitful  dream ; 

Though  Wreaths  of  blooming  laurel  bind  her  brow. 
Calm  Thought  diipels  the  vifionary  fcheme. 

And  Time's  cold  breath  difiblves  the  with'ring  boagh« 

Slow  as  fome  lAiner  fapis  th'  afpiring  toWV, 

When  working  fecret  with  deftf  uftive  aim : 
Unfeen,  unheard,  thus  moves  the  Healing  hour. 

Bat  work^  the  fall  of  empire,  pomp,  and  name« 

Then  let  thy  pencil  lAark  the  tJraits  of  mart  ; 

Full  in  the  draught  be  keen-ey'd  Hope  pourtiray'd  : 
t»et  flutt'ring  Cupids  croud  the  growing  plaii ; 

Then  give  one  touch,  and  dafh  it  deep  with  ihade. 

Beneath 
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Beneath  the  pl4ime  that  flames  with  glaiicing  rays^ 
Be  Care's  deep  engines  on  the  foul  imprefs'd ; 

Beneath  the  helmet's  keen  refulgent  blaze. 

Let  Grief  .fit  pining  in  the  canker'd  breail.       • 

Let  Love's  gay  fons,  a  fmiling  train,  appear. 
With  Beauty. pierc'd-^yct  heedlefsof  the  dart : 

While  clofely  «0Qch*d,  pale  fick'n|ng  Envy  near» 
Whets  her  fell  fling,  and  points  it  at  the  heart. 

Pcrch'd  like  a  raven  on  fome  blafted  yew,  « 
Let  Guilt  revolve  the  though t-diftra£Ung  fin ; 

Scar'd — while  her  eyes  forvey  th'  etherial  blue, 

Lefl  heav'n's  ftrong  lightning  burfi  the  dark  within* 

Then  paint — impending  o'er  the  madd'ning  4eep 

That  rock,  where  heart-ilruck  Sappho,  vainly  brave^ 

Stood  firtn.  of  foul — then  from  the  dizzy  fteep 
Impetuous  fprung,  and  dafli'd  the  boiling  wave. 

Here,  rapt  in  ftudious  thought,  let  Fancy  rove. 
Still  prompt  to  mark  Sufpicion's  fecret  fnare; 

To  fee  where  Anguifh  hips  the  bloom  of  Love, 
Or  trace  proud  Grandeur  to  the  domes  of  Care^ 

Should  e'er  Ambition's  tow'ring  hopes  infjame. 
Let  judging  Reafon  draw  the  veil  afide ; 

Or  fir'd  with  finvy  at  fome  mighty  name. 

Read  o'er  the  monument  that  tells — ^He  dy'd ! 

What  are  the  enfigns  of  imperial  fway  ? 

What  all  that  Fortune's,  lib'ral  l^and  has  brought  i 
Teach  they  the  voice  to  pour  a  fweeter  lay  ? 

Or  rou%e  the  foul  to  more  exalted  thought? 


Whc 
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IVhen  bleeds  the  heart  as  Genius  blooms  unknov^^ 
When  melts  the  eye  o'er  Virtue's  mournful  bier : 

Not  wealthy  but  Pity,  fwells  the  burfting  groan; 
Not  pow'l",  but  whifpering  Nature,  prompts  the'tear; 

Say,  gentle  mourner,  in  yoii  mbuldv  vault; 

Where  the  Worm  fattens  on  feme  fcepter'd  brow; 
Beneath  that  roof  with  fculptur'd  marble  fraughtji^ 

Why  fleeps  unmov'd  the  breathlefs  duft  below  } 

Sleeps  it  more  fweetly  than  the  iimple  fwain, 

Beneatk  fome  mofl^  turf  that  refb  his  h^ad  ; 
Where  the  lone  widow  tells  the  night  her  pslini 

And  eve  with  dewy  tears  embalms  the  dead 

The  lily,  fcreen*d  £rom  ev'ry  ruder  gale. 

Courts  not  the  cultur'd  fpot  where  rofes  ipring ; 

Bat  blows  negleAed  in  the  peaceful  vale. 

And  fcents  the  zephyrs  balmy  breathing  Wing. 

The  bafts  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  pow'r^ 
Can  theie  bid  Sorrow's  gufhing  tears  fubiide  ? 

Can  thefe  avail,  in  that  tremendous  hour. 

When  Death's  cold  hand  congeals  the  purple  tide  ? 

Ah,  no ! — ^the  mighty  names  are  heard  no  more : 

Pride's  thought  fublime,  and  Beauty's  kindling  blcom> 

Serve  but  to  fport  one  flying  moment  o'er. 

And  fwell  with  pompous  verfe  the  fcutcheon'd  toimb. 

For  me— may  Paffion  ne'er  my  foul  invade^ 

Nor  be  the  whims  of  tow'ring  Frenay  giv'n ; 
Let  Wealth  ne'er  court  me  from  the  peaceful  fhade. 

Whew  Contemplation  wings  the  foul  to  heav'nl 

G  Ogoaid 
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O  guard  me  fafe  from  Joy^s  enticing  fnare. 
With  each  extreme  that  Pleafure  tries  to  hidej 

The  poifon'd  breath  of  (low-confuming  Care, 
The  noifc  of  Folly^  and  the  dreams  of  Pride! 

But  oft,  when  midnight's  (adly  folemn  knell 

Sounds  long  and  didant  from  the  fky-topp*d  towers 

Calm  let  n^  fit  in  Profper's  lonely  cell*. 
Or  walk  with  Milton  thro*  the  dark  obfcure« 

Thus,  when  the  traniient  dream  of  life  is  fled, 
Mayfome  fad  friend  recal  the  former  years; 

Then,  ibetck^d  in  filence  o'er  my  dufty  bed, 
Poilir  the  warm  gufh  of  fympatketick  tears« 


P    H    I    L    L    I    S; 

OR,    THE    PROGRESS    OF    LOV& 
BY    DEAN    SWIFT. 

DESPONDING  PhiUis  was  endued 
With  ev'ry  talent  of  a  prude : 
She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near; 
Salute  her,  and  ihe  turn'd  her  ear. 
If  o'er  againft  her  you  were  plac'd. 
She  durft  not  look  above  your  waift: 
She'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed. 
Than  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head. 
In  church  you  hear  her,  thro'  the  crowds 
Repeat  the  Abfolution  loud :  ^^ 

In  church,  fecure  behind  her  fan, 
She  durft  behold  that  monfter,  man. 


^  Soe  Shftkefpeare^s  Tempeft. 


There 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  51 

There  pradis'd  how  to  place  her  head. 
And  bite  her  lips  to  make  them  red; 
Or  on  thtf  mat  devoutly  kneeling. 
Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  deling. 
And  heave  her  bofom  unaware. 
For  neighb'ring  beaus  to  fee  it  bare. 
At  length,  a  lucky  lover  came,  s 

And  foun(i  admittance  to  the  dame. 

Suppofe  air  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  fee'd. 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  be|poke ; 
Guefs^  how  could  fuch  a  match  be  broke  ? 
See  then,  what  mortals  place  their  blifs  in  ! 
Next  mom  betimes,  the  bride  was  miffing.  t 

The  mother  fcream'd,  the  father  chid ; 

*  Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 

•  No  news  of  Phil !' — The  bridegroom  came. 
And  thought  his  bride  had  fculk'd  for  fhame; 
Becauie  her  fiither  us'd  to  fay. 

The  girl  had  fuch  a  bafhful  way. 

Now  John  the  butler  muft  be  lent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phillis  went :  • 

The  groom  was  wilh'd  to  faddle  Crop, 
For  John  muft  neither  light  nor  ftop; 
But  find  Her,,  wherefoe'er  (he  fled. 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again,  the  devil  to  do  ! 
For  truly  John  was  miffing  too ; 
The  horfe  and  pillion  both  were  gone— 
Phillis,  it  f^pis,  was  fled  with  John  ! 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Phil  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilette  {^t%, 
**  To  my  much  honoured  father — thefe," 
('Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us. 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows) 
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Fill'd  with  the  choiceft  common-places, , 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes  : 
"  That  long  ago  a  fortune-teller 
Exadly  faid  what  now  befel  her. 
And  in  a  glafs  had  made  her  fee 
A  ferving-man  of  low  degree. 
It  was  her  fate,  mull  be  forgiv'n. 
For  marriages  were  made  in  heav'n. 
His  pardon  begg'd;  but,  to  be  plain. 
She'd  do't,  if  'twere  to  do  again  : 
Thank'd  God  'twas  neither  fhame  nor  fin. 
For  John  was  come  of  honcft  kin. 
Love  never  thinks  of  rich  and  poor ; 
She'd  beg  with  John  from  door  to  door. 
Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime  ; 
She'll  never  do't  another  time : 
She  ne'er  before,  in  all  her  life. 
Once  difobey'd  him,  maid  nor  wife.'* 
One  argument  fhe  fumm'd  up  all  in ; 
**  The  thing  was  done,  and  paft  recalling; 
And  therefore  hop'd  fhe  (hould  recover 
His  favour,  when  his  p..ffion's  over: 
She  valu'd  not  what  others  thought  her. 
And  was — his  moft  obedient  daughter.'* 

Fair  maidens  all,  attend  the  Mufe, 
Who  now  the  wand'ring  pair  purfues  ! 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort. 
Their  journey  long,  their  money  fhort. 
The  loving  couple  well  bemir'd. 
The  horfe  and  both  the  riders  tir'd; 
Their  vidluals  bad,  their  lodging  worjf; 
Phil  cry'd,  and  John  began  to  curfe  : 
Phil  wifli^d  that  fhe  had  ftrain'd  a  limb. 
When  firft  fhe  ventured  out  with  him  ; 
John  wifh'd  that  he  had  broke  a  leg. 
When  firft  for  her  he  quitted  Peg. 


But 
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But  what  adventures  more  befel  'em. 
The  Mufe  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  'em  : 
How  Johnny  whee41edy  threaten'd,  fawn'd. 
Till  Phillis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd; 
How  oft  ftie  broke  her  marriage-vows. 
In  kindnefs,  to  maintain  her  fpoufe. 
Till  fwains  unwholfome  fpoil'd  the  trade ; 
For  now  the  furgeons  muft  be  paid. 
To  whom  thofe  perquifites  are  gone. 
In  Chriilian  jullice  due  to  John. 
When  food  and  raiment,  now  grew  fcarcc. 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce ; 
And  with  exadl  poetick  juftice — 
For  John  is  landlord,  Phillis  hoftefs  : 
They  keep  at  Staines  the  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


ELEGY, 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR  , 

WHEN  THE  RIGHTS  OF  SEPULTURE  WERE  80  f,RE(^UENTLY  yiOLATEO. 

BY    W.     SHENSTONE,     E  S  (^ 

SAY,  gentle  Sleep  !  that  lov'ft  the  gloom  of  night  j 
Parent  of  dreams  !  thou  great  magician  !  fay. 
Whence  my  late  vifion  thus  endures  the  light. 
Thus  haunts  my  fancy  thro'  the  glare  of  day. 

The  filcnt  moon  had  fcal'd  the  vaulted  fkies. 

And  anxious  care  reiign'd  my  limbs  to  reft  ; 
A  fadden  luftre  ftrijck  my  wond'ring  eyes. 

And  Silvia  ftood  before  my  couch  confefs'd. 

Ah  !  not  the  nymph,  fo  blooming  and  fb  gay. 
That  led  the  dance  beneath  the  feftive  (hade ; 

Bat  fhe  that,  in  the  morning  of  her  day, 

Bntomb'd  beneath  the  grafs-green  fod  was  l^d. 

No 
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No  morfc  her  eyes  their  wonted  radiance  catt ; 

No  more  her  brcaft  infpir'd  the  lover's  flaiiic ; 
No  more  her  cheek  the  Pasftan  rofe  farpafs'd; 

Yet  feem'd  her  lip's  ethereal  fmilc  the  fame. 

Nor  fuch  her  hair,  as  deck'd  her  living  face ; 

Nor  fuch  her  voice,  as  charm'd  the  lill'ning  crowd  ^ 
Nor  fuch  her  drefs,  as  heightened  ev'ry^grace  ; 

Alas !  all  vanilh'd  for  the  mournful  Ihroud  ! 

Yet  feemM  her  lip's  ethereal  charm  the  fame  | 
That  dear  diftindion  ev'ry  doubt  rcmov'd  : 

Perifh  the  lover,  whofe  imperfed  flame 

Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  lov'd ! 

*  Damon,'  (he  faid,  '  mine  hour  allotted  flies  ; 

*  Oh  !  do  not  waile  it  with  a  fruitlefs  tear  ! 

*  Tho'  griev'd  to  fee  thy  Silvia's  pale  difguife; 

*  Sufpend  thy  forrow,  and  attentive  hear. 

*  So  may  thy  Mufe  with  virtuous  fame  be  blejfs'd  I 
'  So  be  thy  love  with  mutual  love  repaid  ! 

*  So  may  thy  bones  in  facred  filence  reft 

'  Faft  by  the  reliques  of  fome  happier  maid  I 

*  Thou  know'ft  how,  lingering  on  a  diftant  fhore, 
'  Difeafe  invidious  nipp'd  my  flow'ry  prime  ; 

'  And,  oh !  what  pangs  my  tender  bofom  tore, 
'  To  think  I  ne'er  muft  view  my  native  clime  \ 

'  No  friend  was  near  to  raife  my  drooping  head, 

*  No  dear  companion  wept  to  fee  me  die  : 
**  Lodge  me  within  my  native  foil,"  I  faid, 

"  There  my  fond  parents  honour'd  reliques  lie. 
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^^  Tko*  now  debarred  of  each  domeftick  teaiv 
*•  Unknown,  forgot,  I  meet  the  fatal  blow  ; 

**  There  many  a  friend  ihall  grace  my  woeful  bier, 
*' ,  And  many  a  figh  fiiall  rife,  and  tear  ihall  flow/* 

*  I  fpoke^  nor  Fate  Ibrebore  his  trembling  fpoil : 

*  Some  venal  moamer  lent  his  carelefs  aid  ; ' 

*  And  foon  they  bote  me  to  my  native  foil» 

<  Where  my  fond  parents  dear  remains  were  laid* 

*  'Twas  then  the  youths^  from  cJv'ry  plain  and  grove^ 

*  Adoni'd  widi  mournful  verfe  thy  Silvia's  bier ; 

*  'Twas  then  the  liymphs  their  votive  garlands  wove^ 

*  And  ftrew*d  the  frag;ranee  of  the  youthful  year. 

'But  why^  alas  1  the  teiidei*  fcene  difplay  ? 

*  Could  Damon's  foot  the  pious  path  decline  ? 

*  Ah,  no !  'twas  Damon  firft  attun'd  his  lay, 
'  And  {}iiit  no  foiinet  was  fo  dear  as  thine ! 

*  Thus  was  I  bofomM  in  the  peaceful  grave, 

*  My  placid  ghoft-  aa  longer  wept  it's  doom; 
'  When  favage  robbers  ev'ry  fanftion  brave, 

*  And  with  outrageous  guilt  defraud  the  tomb  \ 

«  Shall  my  poor  corfe,  from  hoftile  realms  couvey'd^ 

*  Lofe  the  cheap  portion  of  my  native  £uic|s  ? 
«  Or,  in  my  kindred's  dear  embraces  laid, 

*  Moom  the  vile  ravage  of  barbarian  hands  f 

*  Say,  would  thy  breafi  no  death-like  torture  feel, 

*  To  fee  my  limbs  the  felon's  gripe  obey  ? 

*  To  fee  them  gafti'd  beneath  the  daring  fteel  ? 

*  To  crowds  a  fpedre,  and  to  dogs  a  prey  ? 

'  If 
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•  If  Paean's  foos  thefe  horrid  rites  r^uiife, 

*  If  Health's  fair  fcience  be  by  thefe  refin'd;^ 

•  Let  guilty  coovids  for  their  ufe  expire, 

'  And  let  their  breathlefs  corfe  avail  mankinds 

'  Yet  hard  it  feems,  when  Guilt's  laft  fine  is  paid, 

*  To  fee  the  viftim's  corfe  deny'd  repofe ; 

•  Now,  more  fevcre,  the  poor  ofFencelefs  maid 
'  Dreads  the  dire  outrage  of  inhuman  foes. 

•  Where  is  the  faith  of  ancient  Pagans  fled? 

'  Where  the  fond  care  the  wand'ring  manes  claim  ? 

•  Nature,  inftindive,  cries,  **  Proteft  the  dead; 

<*  And  (acred  be  their  afhes  and  their  fame  1" 

•  Arife,  dear  youth  !  e'en  now  the  danger  calls  ; 

*  E'en  now  the  villain  fnulFs  his  woilted  prey : 
<  See  !  fee !  I  lead  thee  to  yon  facred  walls-^ 

'  Oh,  fly  to  chafe  thefe  human  wolves  away  I* 


WRITTEN    AT    MIDNIGHT 

IN    A    THUNDER    STORM. 

BY    MISS    CARTER. 

LE  T  coward  Guilt,  with  pallid  Fear, 
To  ihelt'ring  caverns  fly. 
And  jullly  dtiead  the  Vengeful  Fate 
That  thunders  through  the  iky; 

Proteacd  by  that  Hand,  whofe  law 

The  threatening  ftorms  obey. 
Intrepid  Virtue  fmiles  fecure. 
As  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
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In  the  thick  cloud's  tremendous  gloom. 

The  lightning's  lurid  glare; 
It  views  the  fame  all-gracious  Power 

That  breathes  the  vernal  air. 

Thro'  Nature's  ever-varying  fcene^ 

By  different  ways  purfu'd. 
The  one  eternal  end  of  Heaven 

Is  univerfal  good. 

With  like  beneficent  effect 

O'er-fiaming  aether  glows. 
As  when  it  tunes  the  linnet's  voice. 

Or  blttihes  in  the  rofe. 


By  Reafon  taught  to  fcorn  thofe  fears 

That  vulgar  minds  moleft ; 
Let  no  fantaftick  terrors  break 

My  dear  Narcifla's  reih 

Thy  life  may  all  the  tend'reft  care 

Of  Providence  defend ; 
And  delegated  angds  round 

Their  guardian  wings  extend ! 

When,  thro'  creation's  vaft  expanfe. 

The  laft  dread  thunders  roll. 
Untune  the  concord  of  the  inheres. 

And  fhake  the  rifing  foul ; 

Unmov'd,  may'fi  thou  tKe  final  fiorm 

Of  jarring  worlds  furvey^ 
That  ttfhers  in  the  glad  ferene 

Of  everlailing  day  I 

H  SOLOMON, 
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SOLOMON, 
ON    THE    VANITY    OF    THE    WOKLET. 

ifJ    THREE    B60KS. 

BY    MATTHEW    PRIOR. 

*0  Eiof  ^*p  ovo^'  £;(^Et,    TTovof  y  Ipya;  4rlXii»  XORIF* 

Siquis  Dens  mibi  largiatur,  ut«x  hac  atate  repuera£cam>  ct  in  ctinjs.vagiamy 
valdc  recufem.  cic.  Di  s^nkct. 

The  bewailing  of  man^s  mifiines  hath  been  elegantly  an^  coploufly  fet  forth  by 
many,  in  the  writings  as  well  of  philofophers  as  divines,  and  it  is  both  a 
pleafant  and  a  profitable  contemplatioh.     '  " 

LORD  BACOM^S  ADVAMCXMXNT  07   tZA&NIKG. 

BOOK  r. 

1  ■  • 

KNOWLEDGE. 

THE        ARGUMENT. 

Solomony  feeking  happinefii  from  knowledge,  convenes  the  Icarntf^'rflcfl  of  hisr 
kingdom}  requires  them  to  explain  to  him  the  various  opcpatlofis  and  et^e^s 
of  Nature}  difcourfes  of  vegetables!  ^nunals,  and  man  $  propojfes  (oxne 
quetlions  concerning  the  origin  and  fituation  of  the  habi tattle  earth  5  pro- 
ceeds to  examine  the  fyfterti  of  the  vilHJlc'ficayth  j  doubtS  if  tfiere  may  not 
be  a  plurality  of  worlds  ;  inquires  into  the  nature  of  (^irits  and  angels  ;  and 
wiihes  to  be  more  fully  jjiformed  as  to  the  iittributes  of  the  Supriiltfe  Being. 
Ke  is  imperfedly  anlwered  by  the  Rabbins  and  Dodlorsj  bkmes  his  own 
curiofityj  and  concludes  that,  as  to  human  fcience,  all  *is  vANITY.^ 

^^E  fons  of  men,  with  juHfegard  attend;      -     • 
J^     Obferve  the  Preacher,  and  believe  the  foiend: 
Whofe  ferious  Muffeinrpires  himtb  e^^plain, 
Tliat  all  we  act,  and  all  we  thitlk,  iis  Vain  I 
That,  in  this  pilgrimage  o'f  feventy  years. 
O'er  rocks  of  perils,  and  thro'  vales  6f -tears,      '   "^ 
Deflin'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  fteps  we  tend, 
*■  Tir'u  wltTi  fTie*'toiI,  yet  fearful  oTit's  end: 

That 


1 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  59 

That  from  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  fharcs 
Of  follies,  paifionsy  labours,  tumults,  cares  ; 
And  at  approach  of  death  iliall  only  know 
The  truths  which  from  thefe  penfivc  numbers  flpw, 
ThaCt  we^urfae  falfe  joy,  and  fuffer  real  woe. 

Happinefs !  objedt  of  that  waking  dream 
Which  we  call  life,  miftaking ;  fugitive  theme 
Of  my  purfuing  verfe ;  ideal  ihade  ; 
Notional  good ;  by  fancy  only  made. 
And  by  tradition  nurs'd  ;  fallacious  fire, 
Whofe  dancing  beams  miilead  our  fond  defire ; 
Canfe  of  our  care,  and  error  of  our  mind ; 
Oh  !  hadft  thou  ever  been  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  Adam,  and  his  mortal  race,  the  boon 
Entire  had  been  referv'd  for  Solomon  ; 
On  me  the  partial  lot  had  been  beftow'd. 
And  in  my  cup  the  golden  draught  had  ilow'd. 

But,  O  !  .ere  yet  orig'nal  man  was  made. 
Ere  the  foundations  of  this  earth  were  laid, 
Jt  was,  opponent  to  our  fearch,  ordain 'd 
That  joy,  dill  fought,  fhould  never  be  attain'd  :     - 
This  fad  experience  tites  me  to  reveal; 
And  what  I  di£late  is  from  what* I  feel. 

Born,  as  I  was,  great  David's  fav'rite  fon. 
Dear  to  my  people  on  the  Hebrew  throne ; 
Sublime  my  court,  with  Ophir's  treafures  blefs'd. 
My  name  extended  to  the  fartheft  eaft; 
My  body  cloth'd  with  ev'ry  outward  grace. 
Strength  in  my  limbs,  and  beauty  in  my  face; 
My  (hining  thought  with  fruitful  notions  crown'd. 
Quick  my  invention,  and  my  judgment  found— 

*  Arife,'  I  commun'd  with  myfelf,  *  arife  ! 

*  Think,  to  be  happy ;  to  be  great,  be  wife : 

*  Content  of  fpirit  muft  from  fcience  flow, 

*  For  'tis  a  gpdlike  attribute— to  know.' 

H  2  I  faid. 
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I  faid^  and  fent  my  ediA  thro'  the  land: 
Around  my  throne  the  lettered  Rabbins  (land ; 
Hiflorick  leaves  revolve,  long  volumes  fpread. 
The  old  difirourfing  as  the  younger  read  ; 
Attent  I  heard,  propos'd  my  doubts,  and  faid 

*  The  vegetable  world,  each  plant  and  tree, 

*  It*t  feed.  It's  name,  it's  nature,  it's  degree, 

*  I  amallow'd,  as  Fame  reports,  to  know; 

*  From  the'fair  cedar  on  the  craggy  brow 
'  Of  Lebanon  nodding  fupremely  tall, 

'  To  creeping  mofs^  and  hyflbp  on  the  wall : 

*  Yet,  juft  and  confcious  to  myfelf,  I  find 

'  A  thoufand  doubts  oppofe  the  fearching  mind. 

*  I  know  not  why  the  beech  delights  the  glade, 
<  With  boughs  extended  and  a  rounder  fliadc ; 

'  Whilft  tow'ring  firs  in  conick  forms  arife, 
'  And  with  a  pointed  fpear  divide  the  ikies : 

*  Nor  why,  again,  the  changing  oak  fhould  (hed 

*  The  yearly  honour  of  his  (lately  head; 

'  Whilft  the  didinguilh'd  yew  is  ever  feen, 

*  Unchanged  his  branch,  and  permaraent  his  green. 

*  Wanting  the  fun  why  does  the  caltha  fade  ? 

*  Why  does  the  cyprefs  flourifh  in  the  (hade  ? 

*  The  fig  and  date,  why  love  they  to  remain  • 

*  In  middle  ftation,  and  an  even  plain; 

*  While  in  the  lower  marfh  the  gourd  is  found, 

*  And  while  the  hill  with  olive-fhade  is  crown'd  ? 

*  Why  does  one  climate  and  one  foil  endue 

*  The  blufhiug  poppy  with  a  crimfon  hue, 

'  Yet  leave  the  lily  pale,  and  tinge  the  violet  blue? 

*  Why  does  the  fond  carnation  love  to  fhoot 

*  A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root ; 

*  While  the  fantadick  tulip  flrives  to  break 

*  In  two-fold  beauty  and  a  parted  flreak  ? 

*  The  twining  jafmine,  and  the  blulhing  rofe, 

*  With  lavifh  grace  their  morning  fcents  difclofe  ; 
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'  The  fmelling  tub'rofe  and  jonquil  declare, 

•  The.  ftronger  impulfe  of  an  evening  air. 

•  Whence  has  the  tree  (refolvc  me)  or  the  flow'r, 

•  A  various  inftinft  or  a  diff'rent  pow'r? 

'  Why  (hould  one  earth,  one  clime,  one  ftreara,  one  breath, 
'  Raife  this  to  ih-ength,  and  ficken  that  to  death  ? 
'  Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant  which  well 

*  Wc  name  the  feniitive,  fhould  move  and  feel  ? 

*  Whence  know  her  leaves  to  anfwer  her  command, 

*  And  with  quick  horror  fly  the  neighboring  hand  ? 

*  Along  the  funny  bank  or  wat'ry  mead, 

'  Ten  thoufand  flalks  their  various  bloHToms  fpread ; 

*  Peaceful  and  lowly,  in  their  native  foil, 

*  They  neither  know  to  fpin,  nor  care  to  toil : 

*  Yet  with  confefs'd  magnificence  deride 

*  Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride. 

'  The  cowflip  fmiles  in  brighter  yellow  drefs'd, 

*  Than  that  which  veils  the  nubile  virgin's  breaft ; 
'  A  fairer  red  Hands  blufliing  in  the  rofe, 

*  Than  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  veftment  flows. 
'  Take  but  the  humbleft  lily  of  the  field  ; 

*  And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reafon  yield, 

*  It  muft,  by  fure  comparifon,  be  fliown, 

*  That,  on  the  regal  feat,  great  David's  fon, 
'  Array'd  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  pow'r, 

'  Shines  with  lefs  glory  than  that  Ample  flow'r. 

*  Of  fiflies  next,  my  friends,  I  would  inquire: 
'  How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  refpire ; 

'  From  the  fmall  fry  that  gHde  on  Jordan's  dream 

'  Unmark'd,  a  multitude  without  a  name  ; 

'  To  that  Leviathan,  who  o'er  the  feas 

'  Immenfe  rolls  onward  his  impetuous  wayf?, 

^  And  mocks  the  wind,  and  in  the  tempell  plays  ? 

f  How  they  in  warlike  bands  march  greatly  forth, 

'  From  freezing  waters  and  the  colder  north, 

'  To 
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To  fouthern  climes  direding  their  career. 
Their  ftation  changing  with  th'  inverted  year  ? 
How  all  with  careful  knowledge  are  endu'd. 
To  chufe  their  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food; 
To  guard  their fpawn,  and  educate  their  brood? 

*  Of  birds,  how  each,  according  to  her  kind. 
Proper  materials  for  her  neft  can  find. 
And  build  a  frame  which  deepefl  thought  in  man 
Would  or  amend,  or  imitate,  iu  vain  ? 
How  in  fmall  flights  they  know  to  try  their  young. 
And  teach  the  callow  child  her  parent's  fong  ? 
Why  ihefe  frequent  the  plain,  and  thofe  the  wood  ? 
Why  ev'ry  land  has  her  fpecifick  brood  ? 
Where  the  tall  crane  or  winding  fwallow  goes. 
Fearful  of  gathering  winds,  and  falling  fuows  :  .' 
If  into  rocks  or  hollow  trees  they  creep. 
In  temporary  death  confin'd  to  fleep  ; 
Or,  confcious  of  the  coming  evil,  fly 
To  milder  regions,  and  a  fouthern  fky  ?                           ' 

*  Of  beads  and  creeping  infers  fhall  we  trace 
The  wondrous  nature  and  the  various  race  ; 
Or  wild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe. 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  wc  know  ? 

*  Tell  me,  ye  ftudious !  who  pretend  to  fee 
Far  into  Nature's  bofom,  whence  the  bee 
Was  firll  informed  her  vent'rous  flight  to  fteer 
Thro'  tradlefs  paths,  and  an  abyfs  of  air  ? 
Whence  Ihe  avoids  the  (limy  marfti,  and  knows  - '% 
The  fertile  hills,  where  fweeter  herbage  grows,  > 
And  honey-making  flow'rs  their  op'ning  buds  difclofe  ?        -J 
How,  from  the  thicken'd  mill  and  fetting  fun. 
Finds  fhe  the  labour  of  her  day  is  done  ? 
Who  taught  her  againft  winds  and  rains  to  ftrive. 
To  bring  her  burden  to  the  certain  hive  ; 
And  thro'  the  liquid  fields  agaja  to  pafs. 
Duteous,  and  hark'ning  to  the  founding  brafs  ? 

*  And, 
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'  And,  O  thou  fluggard  !  tell  me  why  the  ant, 
Midft  fummer's  plenty  thinks  of  winter's  wantj 
By  conftant  journies  careful  to  prepare 
Her  ftores ;  and,  bringing  home  the  corny  ear, 

By  what  inftrudtion  does  fhe  bite  the  grain. 

Left,  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again. 

It  might  elude  the  forcfight  of  her  care  ? 

Diftinft,  in  either  infeft's  deeds,  appear 

The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and  fear. 

•  Fix  thy  corporeal  and  internal  eye 
On  the  young  gnat,  or  new-engender'd  fly ; 
Or  the  vile  worm,  that  yefterday  began 
To  Crawl;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abjeft  man  ! 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  they  move,  they  tafte,  they  feei 
They  ihow  their  paffions,  by  their  ads,  like  thee : 
Darting  their  ftings,  they  previoufly  declare 
Defign'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  war. 
Laying  their  eggs,  they  evidently  prove 
The  genial  pow'r  and  full  effeft  of  love. 
Each,  then,  has  organs  to  digeft  his  food; 
One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  the  brood ; 
Has  limbs  and  finews,  blood,  and  heart,  and  brain. 
Life  and  her  proper  funftions  to  fuftain, 
Tha'  the  wliole  fabrick  fmaller  than  a  grain ! 
What  more  can  our  penurious  reafon  grant 

To  the  large  whale  or  caftled  elephant? 
To  thofe  enormous  terrors  of  the  Nile, 
The  crefted  fnake,  and  long-tail'd  crocodile; 
Than  that  alKdifFcr  but  in  fliape  and  name. 
Each  deftin'd  to  a  lefs  or  larger  frame  ? 

•  For  potent  Nature  loves  a  various  aft. 
Prone  to  enlarge,  or  ftudious  to  contradl ; 

Now  forms  her  work  too  fmall,  now  too  inamenfe. 
And  fcoms  the  meafures  of  our  feeble  fcnfe. 
The  obje6l>  fpread  too  far,  or  rais'd  too  fciigh. 
Denies  it's  real  image  to  the  eye  ; 

•  Too 
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Too  little^  it  eludes  the  dazzled  fight. 

Becomes  mix'd  blacknefs  or  unparted  light: 

Water  and  air  the  varied  form  confound  ; 

The  ilraight  looks  crooked,  and  the  fquare  grows  roun( 

*  Thus,  while  with  fruitlefs  hope  and  weary  pain. 
We  feek  great  Nature's  power,  but  feek  in  vain. 
Safe  fits  the  goddefs  in  her  dark  retreat; 
Around  her  myriads  of  ideas  wait. 

And  eiidlefs  fhapes,  which  the  myfterious  queen 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain. 
As  from  our  loft  purfuit  flie  wills  to  hide 
Her  clofe  decrees,  and  chaften  human  pride. 

*  Untam'd  and  fierce  the  tiger  ftill  remains,  ' 
He  tires  his  life  in  biting  on  his  chains ; 

For  the  kind  gifts  of  water  and  of  food 

Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good. 

He  feeks  his  keeper's  flefh,  and  thirds  his  blood : 

While  the  ftrong  camel,  and  the  gen'rous  horfe, 

Reflrain'd  and  aw*d  by  man's  inferior  force. 

Do  to  the  rider's  will  their  rage  fubmit. 

And  anfwer  to  the  fpur,  and  own  the  bit ; 

Stretch  their  glad  mouths  to  meet  the  feeder's  hand, 

Pleas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  his  command. 

*  Again — the  lonely  fox  roams  far  abroad. 
On  fecret  rapine  bent  and  midnight  fraud; 
Now  haunts  the  cliff,  now  traverfes  the  lawn. 
And  fiies  the  hated  neighbourhood  of  man : 
While  the  kind  fpaniel,  and  the  faithful  hound, 
(Likeil  that  fox  in  fhape  and  fpedes  found) 
Refafes  thro'  thefe  cliffs  and  lawns  to  roam, 
Purfues  the  noted  path,  and  covets  home; 
Does  with  kind  joy  domelHck  faces  meet. 
Takes  what  the  glutted  child  denies  to  eat. 
And  dying,  licks  his  long-lov'd  mailer's  feet. 

*  By  what  immediate  caufc  they  are  indin'd. 
In  many  acts,  'tis  hard>  I  own,  to  find« 
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I  Tee  in  others,  or  I  think  I  fee, 
A^hat  ftrid,  their  principles  and  ours  agree. 
Evil,  like  us,  they  (hun,  and  covet  good. 
Abhor  the  poifon,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate ;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe : 

*  With  feeming  thought  their  aftion  they  intend, 

*  And  ufe  the  means  proportioned  to  the  end. 

*  Then  vainly  the  philofopher  avers 

*  That  Reafon  guides  our  deed,  and  Inflind  theirs. 

*  How  can  we  julUy  different  caufes  frame, 

*  When  the  efFefts  entirely  are  the  fame  ? 

*  Inftindt  and  Reafon  how  can  we  divide  ? 

*  Tis  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 

'  With  the  fame  folly,  fure,  man  vaunts  hia  fway, 

*  If  the  brute  beaftrefufes  to  obey. 

*  For,  tell  me,  when  the  empty  boafter's  word 
'  Proclaims  himfelf  the  univerfal  lord, 

*  Does  he  not  tremble  left  the  lion's  paw 

*  Should  join  his  plea  againft  the  fancy 'd  law  ? 

*  Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair, 
'  If  in  the  fchools  or  porches  Ihould  appear 

*  The  fierce  hyaena  or  the  foaming  bear  ? 

*  The  combatant  too  late  the  field  declines, 

*  When  now  the  fword  is  girded  to  his  loins. 
'  When  the  fvvift  veffel  flies  before  the  wind, 

*  Too  late  the  failor  views  the  land  behind  : 

*  And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring 
'  Inquiry,  rais'd  and  tow'ring  on  the  wing  ; 

*  Forward  flie  flrives,  averfe  to  be  witheld 

*  From  nobler  objedls  and  a  larger  field. 

•  Confider  with  me  this  aetherial  fpace, 

*  Yielding  to  earth  and  fea  the  middle  place: 

*  Anxious,  I  alk  ye  how  the  penfile  ball 

*  Should  never  drive  to  rife,  nor  never  fear  to  fall? 

I  •  When 
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*  When  I  reflcft  how  the  revolving  fun 
'  Does  round  our  globe  his  crooked  journics  run, 
'  I  doubt  of  many  lands,  if  they  contain 
'  Or  herd  of  beaft  or  colony  of  man  : 

*  If  any  nation  pafs  their  deftinM  days 
'  Beneath  the  neighboring  fun's  diredter  rays  ; 
'  If  any  fufFer  on  the  polar  coaft, 

*  The  rage  of  Ardos  and  eternal  froft. 
*  May  not  the  pleafure  of  Omnipotence, 

'  To  each  of  thefe  fome  fecret  good  difpenfe  ? 

*  Thofe  who  amidft  the  torrid  regions  live, 

*  May  they  not  gales  unknown  to  us  receive? 

*  See  daily  ihow'rs  rejoice  the  thirfty  earth, 
'  And  blefs  the  fiow'ry  buds  fucceeding  birth  ? 
'  May  they  not  pity  us,  condemn'd  to  bear 
'  The  various  heav'n  of  an  obliquer  fphere ; 

*  While,  by  fix'd  laws,  and  with  a  juft  return, 

*  They  feel  twelve  hours  that  (hade  for  twelve  that  barn  ; 
'  And  praife  the  neighb'ring  fun,  whofe  canftant  fiame 

*  Enlightens  them  with  feafons  ftill  the  fame  ? 
'  And  may  not  thofe,  whofe  diftant  lot  is  caft 

*  North  beyond  Tartary's  extended  wafte, 
'  Where  thro'  the  plains  of  one  continual  day, 
'  Six  fhining  months  purfue  their  even  way, 

*  And  fix  fucceeding  urge  their  duiky  flight, 

*  Obfcur'd  with  vapours,  and  o'erwhelm'd  in  night  ; 

*  May  not,  I  aflc,  the  natives  of  thefe  climes, 

*  (As  annals  may  inform  fucceeding  times) 

*  To  our  quotidian  change  of  hcav'n  prefer 
'  Their  own  viciflltude  and  equal  fliare 

*  Of  day  and  night  difparted  thro'  the  year  ? 

*  May  they  not  fcom  our  fan's  repeated  race, 

'  To  narrow  bounds  prefcrib'd  and  little  fpace; 

*  Haft'ning  from  morn,  and  headlong  driv'n  from  noon, 
'  Half  of  our  daily  toil  yet  fcarcely  done  i 

•  May 
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May  they  not  juftly  to  our  climes  upbraid 

*  Shortnefs  of  night  and  penary  of  ihade ; 

*  That,  ere  our  wearied  limbs  are  juftly  blefsM 
'  With  wholefome  fleep  and  neceflary  reft, 

'  Another  fun  demands  return  of  care, 

*  The  remnant  toil  of  ycfterday  to  bear  ? 

'  Whilft,  when  the  folar  beams  falute  their  fight, 

*  Bold  and  fecure  in  half  a  year  of  light, 
'  Uninterrupted  voyages  they  take 

*  To  the  remoteft  wood  and  fartheft  lake, 

*  Manage  the  fifliing,  and  purfae  die  courfe 

*  With  more  extended  nerves  and  more  continn'd  force ; 
'  And  when  declining  day  forfakes  their  fky, 

*  When  gathering  clouds  fpeak  gloomy  winter  nigh, 

*  With  plenty  for  the  coming  feafon  blefs'd, 

'  Six  folid  months  (an  age  !)  they  live,  released 

*  From  all  the  labour,  procefs,  clamour,  woe, 

*  Which  our  fad  fcenes  of  daily  aftion  know  : 

*  They  light  the  fhining  lamp,  prepare  the  feaft, 

'  And  with  fViU  mirth  receive  the  welcome  gueft  ; 

*  Or  tell  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 

'  Which  now  they  fuffer)  to  the  lift'ning  fair ; 

*  And,  rais'd  in  plcafure,  or  repos'd  in  eafe, 
'   (Grateful  alternates  of  fubftantial  peace  !) 

'  They  blefs  the  long  nofturnal  influence,  ihed 

*  On  the  crown'd  goblet  and  the  genial  bed. 

«  In  foreign  iflcs  which  our  difcov'rers  find, 

*  Far  from  this  length  of  continent  disjoin'd, 

*  The  rugged  bear's  or  fpotted  lynx's  brood, 

*  Frighten  the  vallies  and  infeft  the  wood ; 

*  The  hungry  crocodile  and  hiffing  fnake, 

*  Lurk  in  the  troubled  ftream  and  fenny  brake ; 

*  And  man  untaught,  and  rav'nous  as  the  beaft, 

'  Does  valley,  wood,  and  brake,  and  ftream,  infeft : 

'  Deriv'd  thefe  men  and  animals  their  birth 

f  From  trunk  of  oak  or  pregnant  wonA'of  earth? 

I  z  «  Whence 
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*  Whence  then  the  old  belief,  that  all  began 

*  In  Eden's  (liade  and  one  created  man  ? 
'  Or  grant  this  progeny  was  vvafteJ  o'er 

'  By  coalUng  boats  from  next  adjacent  ihore  ; 

*  Would  thofc,  from  whom  we  will  fuppofe  they  fpring, 

*  Slaughter  to  harmlefs  lands  and  poifon  bring? 

*  Would  they  on  board,  or  bears  or  lynxes  take, 

*  Feed  the  (lie-adder  and  the  brooding  fnakc  ? 

*  Or  could  they  think  the  new-difcover'd  ifle 

*  Pleas'd  to  receive  a  pregnant  crocodile  ? 

*  And  lince  the  favage  lineage  we  muft  trace 
'  From  Noah  fav'd,  and  his  dillinguidi'd  race  ; 

*  How  fhould  their  fathers  happen  to  forget 

*  The  arts  which  Noah  taught,  the  rules  he  fet, 

*  To  fow  the  glebe,  to  plant  the  gen'rous  vine, 
'And  load  with  grateful  flames  the  holy  flirine? 

*  While  the  great  fire's  unhappy  fons  are  found, 

*  Unprefs'd  their  vintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground; 

*  Straggling  o'er  dale  and  hill  in  queft  of  food, 

*  And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God. 

'  How  fliall  we  next  o'er  earth  and  feas  purfue 

*  The  vary'd  forms  of  ev'ry  thing  we  view  ; 

*  That  all  is  chang'd,  tho'  all  is  flill  the  fame, 

*  Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frame  ? 

*  Of  thofe  materials  which  have  been  confefs'd 

*  The  pridine  fprings  and  parents  of  the  reft, 

*  Each  becomes  other.     Water  ftopp'd  gives  birth 

*  To  grafs  and  plants,  and  thickens  into  eatth  ; 
'  Diffiis'd,  it  rifes  in  a  higher  fphere, 

f  Dilates  it's  drops,  and  foftens  into  air: 

*  Thpfe  finer  parts  of  air  again  afpire, 

*  Move  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire. 

*  That  fire  once  more,  by  thicker  air  o'ercome, 

*  And  downward  forc'd,  in  earth's  capacious  womb 

*  Alters  it's  particles ;  is  fire  no  more, 

*  But  lies  refplendent  duft  and  ihining  ore; 

'  Or 
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Or,  running  thro*  the  mighty  mother's  veins. 
Changes  it's  fhape,  puts  ofF  it's  old  remains ; 

*  With  wat'ry  parts  it's  leflen'd  force  divides, 
'  Flows  into  waves,  and  rifes  into  tides. 

*  Difparted  ftreams  fhall  from  their  channels  fly, 

*  And,  deep  furcharg'd,  by  fandy  mountains  lie 
'  Obfcurely  fepulcher'd.     By  eating  rain 

*  And  furious  wind,  down  to  the  diftant  plain, 

*  The  hill  that  hides  his  head  above  the  fkies, 

'  Shall  fall :  the  plain,  by  flow  degrees,  ihall  rife 
'  Higher  than  erft  had  Hood  the  fummit  hill ; 

*  For  Time  muft  Nature's  great  beheil  fulfil. 

*  Thus,  by  a  length  of  years  and  change  of  fate, 

*  All  things  are  light  or  heavy,  fmall  or  great; 

*  Thus  Jordan's  waves  (hall  future  clouds  appear, 

*  And  Egypts  pyramids  refine  to  air ; 

*  Thus  later  age  ihall  afk  for  Pifon's  flood, 

*  And  travellers  inquire  where  Babel  flood. 

*  Now  where  we  fee  thefe  changes  often  fall, 

*  Sedate  we  pafs  them  by  as  natural ; 

*  Where  to  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appear, 

*  The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear: 

*  Let  adlive  thought  thefe  clofe  meanders  trace, 

*  Let  human  wit  their  dubious  bound'ries  place. 

*  Are  all  things  miracle,  or  nothing  fuch  ? 
'  And  prove  we  not  too  little  or  too  much  ? 

'  For  that  a  branch  cut  off,  a  wither'd  rod, 
'  Should  at  a  word  pronounc'd  revive  and  bud ; 
'  Is  this  more  ftrange  than  that  the  mountain's  brow, 
'  Stripp'd  by  December's  froft  and  white  with  fnow, 
'  Should  pufh  in  fpring  ten  thoufand  thoufand  buds, 
'  And  boaft  returning  leaves  and  blooming  woods? 
'  That  each  fucceflive  night  from  op'ning  heav'n 
'  The  food  of  angels  ihould  to  man  be  giv'n  ; 
'  Is  this  more  ftrange  than  that  with  common  bread 
^  Our  fainting  bodies  cv'ry  day  are  fed? 

•  Than 
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'  Than  that  each  grain  and  ictd,  confum'd  in  earthy 

*  Raifes  it's  flore,  and  multiplies  it's  birth  ? 

*  And  from  the  handful  which  the  tiller  ibws, 

*  Thfe  labour'd  fields  rejoice,  and  future  harveft  flows  ? 

'  Then  from  whate'er  we  can  to  fenfe  prodace^ 
'  Common  and  plain,  or  wondrous  and  abflrufe ; 

*  From  Nature's  conftant  or  excentrick  laws 

'  The  thoughtful  foul  this  gen'ral  influence  draws* 
'  That  an  EfFeft  muft  pre-fuppofe  a  Caufe : 

*  And  while  fhe  does  her  upward  flight  fuflain^ 

*  Touching  each  link  of  the  continu'd  chain> 

*  At  length  fhe  is  oblig'd  and  forc'd  to  fee 

*  A  Firft,  a  Source,  a  Life,  a  Deity ; 

'  What  has  for  ever  been,  and  muft  for  ever  be. 

*  This  Great  Exiftence,  thus  by  Reafon  found, 

*  Blefs'd  by  all  pow'r,  with  all  perfection  crown'd, 

*  How  can  we  bind  or  limit  his  decree 

*  By  what  our  ear  has  heard  or  eye  may  fee  ? 

*  Say,  then,  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  lofl, 

*  Beyond  the  iflands  and  the  mid-land  coaft  ? 

<  Or  has  that  God,  who  gave  our  world  it's  birth, 

*  Sever'd  thofe  waters  by  fome  other  earth  ? 

*  Countries  by  future  plough-lhares  to  be  torn, 
'  And  cities  rais'd  by  nations  yet  unborn  ? 

'  Ere  the  progreffive  courfe  of  reftlefs  age 

*  Performs  three  thoufand  times  it's  annual  ftage, 

*  May  not  our  pow'r  and  learning  be  fupprefs'd, 
'  And  arts  and  empire  learn  to  travel  weft? 

*  Where,  by  the  flrength  of  this  idea  charm'd, 
f  Lighten'd  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  warm'd, 

*  Afcends  my  foul  ?  what  fees  (he  white  and  great 

*  Amidft  fubjeded  feas  ?  An  ifle,  the  feat 

*  Of  pow'r  and  plenty  ;  her  imperial  throne 

*  For  juftice  and  for  mercy  fought  and  known  : 

*  Virtues  fublime,  great  attributes  of  Heav'n, 

.    •  From  thence  to  this  diftinguifti'd  nation  giv'n. 
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Yet  farther  well  the  weftern  ifle  extends 
Her  happy  fame ;  her  armed  fleets  fhe  fends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye. 
And  lands  which  we  imagine  wave  and  (ky : 
From  pole  to  pole  fhe  hears  her  adb  refound^ 
And  rales  an  empire  by  no  ocean  bound ; 
Knows  her  ihips  anchor'd,  and  her  fails  unfurl'd» 
In  other  Indies  and  a  iecond  world. 

*  Long  (hall  Britannia  (that  muft  be  her  name) 
Be  firfl  in.  conqaeft,  and  prefide  in  fame ; 
Long  fliall  her  fkvonr'd  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  Envy,  and  the  force  of  Age:  , 
Reyer'd  and  happy,  ihe  (hall  long  remain. 

Of  human  things,  leaft  changeable,  leaft  vain  ; 

Yet  all  muft  with  the  gen'ral  doom  comply. 

And  this  great  glorious  pow'r,  tho'  laft,  muft  die  ! 

*  Now  let  us  leave  this  earth,  and  lift  our  eye 
To  the  large  convex  of  yon'  azure  fky : 
Behold  it  like  an.  ample  curtain  fpread. 

Now  ftreak'd  and  glowing  with  the  morning  red ; 

Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yellow  bright. 

And  chafing  fable  for  the  peaceful  night. 

Alk  Reafon,  now,  whence  light  and  fhade  were  giv*n> 

And  whence  this  great  variety  of  heav'n  ?  * 

Reafon  our  guide,  what  can  fhe  more  reply. 

Than  that  the  fun  illuminates  the  fky  ? 

Than  that  night  rifes  from  his  abfent  ray. 

And  his  returning  luftre  kindles  day  ? 

'  But  we  expcft  the  morning  red  in  vain  ; 

'Tis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obfcur'd  by  rain  : 

The  noon-tide  yellow  we  in  vain  require ; 

'Tis  black  in  fbrm,  or  red  in  lightning  fire. 

Pitchy  and  dark  the  night  fometimes  appears. 

Friend  to  our  woe,  and  parent  of  our  fears ; 

Our  joy  and  wonder  fometimes  fhe  excites. 

With  ftars  unnumbered  and  eternal  lights. 

'  Send 
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''  Send  forth,  ye  wife,  fend  forth  your  lab 'ring  thought  j 
Let  it  return,  with  empty  notions  fraught. 
Of  airy  columns  ev*ry  moment  broke. 
Of  circling  whirlpools,  and  of  fpheres  of.  fmoke  : 
Yet  this  folution  but  once  more  affords 
New  change  of  terms,  and  fcafFolding  of  words  ;  ' 
In  other  garb  my  queftion  I  receive. 
And  take  the  doubt  the  very  fame  I  gave. 

*  Lo  1  as  a  giant  ftrong,  the  lufty  fun 
Multiply'd  rounds  in  one  great  round  docs  run  ; 
Two-fold  his  courfe,  yet  conftant  his  career. 
Changing  the  day,  and  finiihing  the  year. 
Again,  when  his  defcending  orb  retires. 

And  earth  perceives  the  abfcnce  of  his  fires. 

The  moon  affords  us  her  alternate  ray. 

And  with  kind  beams  difbibutes  fainter  day. 

Yet  keeps  the  flages.  of  her  monthly  race ; 

Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  face  : 

Each  planet,  fliining  in  his  proper  fphere. 

Does  with  juft  fpeed  his  radiant  voyage  fteer; 

Each  fees  his  lamp  with  different  luflre  crown'd  ; 

Each  knows  his  courfe  with  diff 'rent  periods  bound  ; 

And  in  his  paflage  thro*  the  liquid  fpace. 

Nor  hailens  nor  retards  his  neighbour's  race. 

Now,  fhine  thefe  planets  with  fubftantial  rays  ? 

Docs  innate  luflre  gild  their  meafur'd  days  ? 

Or  do  they  (as  your  fchemes,  I  think,  have  fhowii) 

Dart  furtive  beams  and  glory  not  their  own  ; 

All  fervauts  to  that  fource  of  light,  the  fun  ? 

*  Again  !  I  fee  ten  thoufand  thoufand  fbrs. 
Nor  cafl  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  fquares, 
(Poor  rules,  with  which  our  bounded  mind  is  flll'd 
When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build  !) 
But  fhining  with  fuch  vafl,  fuch  various  light. 

As  fpeaks  the  Hand  that  forxb'd  them  infinite. 


I 
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^ow  mean  the  order  and  perfeddon  fought 
-In  the  beft  j>rodad  of  the  human  thought. 

Compared  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 

In  what  the  Spirit  of  the  world  ordains  ! 
'  Now  if  the  fun  to  earth  tranfmits  his  ray, 
^  Yet  does  not  fcorch  us  with  too  fierce  a  day^ 
'*  How  {mall  a  portion  of  his  pow'r  is  giv'n  ♦ 
^  To  orbs  more  diftant,  and  remoter  heav'n  ? 
'  And  of  thofe  ftars  which  our  imperfed  eye 

*  Has  doom'd  and  fix'd  to  one  eternal  fky, 

*  Each  by^  native  ftock  of  honour  great, 

'  May  dart  ftrong  influence,  and  diffufe  kind  heat^ 

*  Itfelf  a  fun,  and  with  tranfmiffive  light 
^  Enliven  worlds  deny'd  to  human  fight ; 

*  Around  the  circles  of  their  ambient  ikies  'y 
-*  New  moons  may  grow  or  wane^  may  fct  or  rife,  .  :  J 
^  And  other  ftars  may  to  thofe  funs  be  earths, 

*  Give  their  own  elei^ents  their  proper  births, 

*  Divide  their  climes,  or  elevate  their  pole, 

*  See  their  lands  flourifh,  and  their  oceans  roll : 

*  Yet  thefe  great  orbs,  thus  radically  bright, 

*  Primitive  founts  and  origins  of  light, 

*  May  each  to  other  (as  their  diff'rent  fphere 

*  Makes  or  their  diftance  or  their  height  appear) 
'  Be  feen  a  nobler  or  inferior  ftar ; 

*  And  in  that  fpace  which  we  call  air  and  (ky, 

*  Myriads  of  earths,  and  moons,  and  funs,  nuy  lie 

*  Unmeafur*d  and  unknown  by  human  eye. 
'  In  vain  we  meafure  this  amazing  fphere, 

'  And  find  and  fix  it's  centre  here  or  there, 

'  Whilft  it's  circumference,  fcoming  to  be  brought 

*  E'en  into  fancy'd  fpace,  illudes  our  vanquifh'd  thought. 
*  Where,  then,  are  all  the  radiant  mongers  driv'n, 

*  With  which  your  guefles  fiU'd  the  frighten'd  heav'n  ? 
'  Where  will  their  fidious  images  remain  ? 

'  In  paper  £bhemes,  and  the  Chaldean's  brain  I 

K  *This 
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*  This  problem  yet,  this  ofFspring  of  a  guefs^ 
Let  us  for  once  a  child  of  Truth  confefs ; 
Tliat  thefe  fair  ftars,  thefe  objc^  of  delight^ 
AnJ  terror  to  our  fearching  dazzled  fight. 
Are  worlds  immenfe,  unnumber'd,  infinite  ! 
But  do  thefe  worlds  difplay  their  b^ams,  or  guide 
Their  orbs  to  fervc  thy  ufe,  to  pleafe  thy  pride  ? 
Thyfclf  but%[ufl,  thy  ftature  but  a  fpan, 
A  moment  thy  duration »  foolifh  mkn  ! 
As  well  may  the  roinuteft  emmet  (ay 
That  Caucafus  "was  rais'd  to  pave  his  way  ; 
The  fnail,  that -Lebanon's  extended  wood 
Was  deftin'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food  : 
The  vileft  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coaft. 
That  rounds  the  ample  feas,  as  well  may  boafl 
The  craggy  rock  projefts  above  the  fky. 
That  he  in  fafety  at  it's  foot  may  lie  ; 
And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  fwell. 
Only  to  quench  his  thirft,  or  move  and  blanch  his  fliell. 

*  A  higher  flight  the  vent'rous  goddeis  tries^ 
Leaving  material  worlds  and  local  fkies  5 
Inquires  what  are  the  beings,  where  the  fpace^ 
That  form'd  and  held  the  angels  ancient  race : 
For  rebel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fought, 
(I  offer  only  what  tradition  taught) 
Embattl'd  cherub  againll  cherub  rofe. 
Did  fhield  to  fhield,  and  pow'r  to  pow'r  oppofe  ; 
Heaven  rung  with  triumphs,  hell  was  iill'd  with  woes. 
What  were  thefe  forms,  of  which  your  volumes  tell. 
How  fome  fought  great,  and  others  recreant  fell  ? 
Thefe  bound  to  bear  an  everlalting  load. 
Durance  of  chain,  and  baniihment  of  God  ; 
By  fatal  turns  their  wretched  flrength  to  tire. 
To  fwim  in  fulph'rous  lakes,  or  land  on  folid  fire  : 
While  thofe,  exalted  to  primseval  light, 
Exccfs  of  bleifing,  and  fupreme  delight, 

.       •  Or 
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'  Only  perceive  fomc  little  paufc  of  joys, 

'  In  thofe  great  moments  when  their  God  employs 

*  Their  miniftry,  to  pour  his  threatened  hate 
'  On  the  proad  king,  or  the  rebellious  flate ; 
'  Or  to  reverfe  Jehovah's  high  command, 

*  And  fpeak  the  thunder  falling  from  his  hand, 
'  When  to  his  duty  the  proud  king  returns, 

*  And  the  rebellious  ftate  in  a(hes  mourns  ? 

*  How  can  good  angels  be  in  heav'n  confin'd, 

*  Or  view  that  Prefence  which  no  fpace  can  bind  ? 
'  Is  God  above,  beneath,  or  yon',  or  here  ? 

*  He  who  made^all,  is  he  not  ev'ry  where  ? 
'  Oh !  how  can  wicked  angels  find  a  night 
'  So  dark  to  hide  'em  from  that  piercing  light 

*  Which  form'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  pow'r  of  fight  ? 
*  What  mean  I  now  of  angel,  when  I  hear 

'  Firm  body,  ijpirit  pure,  or  fluid  air  ? 
'  Spirits,  to  a£tion  fpiritual  confin'd, 

*  Friends  to  our  thought,  and  kindred  to  our  mind, 

*  Should  only  aft  and  prompt  us  from  within, 

*  Nor  by  external  eye  be  ever  feen. 

*  Was  it  not  therefore  to  our  fathers  known, 

*  That  tliefe  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 

*  Elfe  how  could  Abram  wafh  their  weary 'd  feet, 

*  Or  Sarah  pleafe  their  tafle  with  fav'ry  meat  ? 

'  Whence  fhould  they  fear  ?  or  why  did  Lot  engage 

*  To  fave  their  bodies  from  abufive  rage  ? 

*  And  how  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  fight, 

*  Feel  or  rejifl  the  wreftling  angel's  might? 

'  How  could  a  form  it's  (h^ngth  with  matter  try  ? 

*  Or  how  a  fpirit  touch  a  mortal's  thigh  ? 

'  Now  are  they  air  condens'd,  or  gather'd  rays ; 
'  How  guide  they  then  our  pray'r,  or  keep  our  ways  ? 

*  By  ilronger  blafls  flill  fubjeft  to  be  tofs'd, 

*  By  tempeib  fcatter'd,  and  in  whirlwinds  lofl  ? 

K  a  *  Have 
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*  Have  they  again,  (as  facred  fong  proclaims) 

*  Subftances  real,  and  cxifHng  frames  ? 

*  How  comes  it,  fince  with  them  we  jointly  fhare 

*  The  great  efFeft  of  one  Creator's  care, 

*  That  whilft  our  bodies  (icken  and  decay, 

*  Theirs  are  for  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay? 

*  Why,  whilft  we  ftrugglte,  in  this  vale  beneath, 
'  With  want  and  forrow,  with  difeafe  and  deadr„ 
'  Do  they,  more  blefs'd,  perpetual  life  employ,, 

'  On  ibngs  of  pleasure,  and  in  fcenes  of  joy? 
'  Now^  when  my  mind  has  all"  this  world-  furvcyM^ 

*  And  found  that  nothing  by  itfelf  was  made  ; 

*  When  thought  has  r^s'd  itfelf  by  juft  degrees, 

'  From  vallies  crown'd  with  flow'rs,  and  hills  with  trees  ; 
'  From  fmoking^min'rals,  and  from  rifmg  ftreams^ 
*^  From  fett'ning  Nilus,  or  vidorious  Thames ; 

*  From  all  the  living,  that  four-footed  move 

'  Along  the  fhore,  the  meadow,  or  the  grove  ; 

*  From  all  that  can  with  fins  or  feathers  fiy 

*  Thro'  the  aerial  or  the  wat'ry  iky ; 

'  From  the  poor  reptile  with  a  reas'ning  foul^ 

*  That  miferable  mafter  of  the  whole; 

*  From  this  great  objedl  of  the  body's  eye„ 

*  This  fair  half-round,  this  ample  azure  fky, 

*  Terribly  large,  and  wonderfully  bright, 

*  With  ftars  unn umber 'd,  and  unmeafur'd  light ; 
'  From  eil^ces  unfeen,  celeftial  names, 

*  Enlight'ning  fpirits,  and  miniflerial  flames, 

'  Angels,  dominions,  potentates,  and  thrones, 

*  All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  owns  j 

*  Lift  we  our  reafon  to  that  Sovereign  Caufe 

*  Who  blefs'd  the  whole  with  life,  and  bounded  it  with  lawsf 
«  Who  forth  from  nothing  calPd  this  comely  frame, 

'  His  will  and  adt,  his  word  and  work  the  fame  : 
'  To  whom  a  Uioufand  years  are  but  a  day ; 

*  Who  bade  the  Kght  her  genial  beam»  difplay, 

*  And  fet  the  moQiu  aA4  taught  die  run  his  way; 

«  Wlwb 
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Who,  waking  Time,  his  creature,  from  the  fource 

PiimaeFal,  order'd  his  prcdeftin'd  courfc  ; 

Himfelf,  as  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 

Holding,  obedient  to  his  high  command* 

The  deep  abyfs,  the  long  continued  ftore  ; 

Where  mtonths,  and  days,  and  hours,  and  minutes,  poor 

Their  floating  parts,  and  thenceforth  are  no  more. 

TMs  Alpha  and  Omega,  Firft  and  Laft, 

Who^  like  the  potter,  in  a  mould  has  caft 

The  world's  great  frame,  commanding  it  to  be 

Such  as  the  eyes  of  Senfc  and  Reafon  fee ; 

Yet,  if  he  wills,  may  change  or  fpoil  the  whole  ; 

May  take  yon  beauteous,  myftick,  flarry  roll. 

And  bum  it  like  an  ufelefs  parchment  fcroU ; 

May  from  it's  bafis  in  one  moment  poor 

This  melted  earth- 
Like  liquid  metal,  and  like  burning  ore ; 

Who,  fble  in  pow'r,  at  the  beginning  faid. 

Let  fea,  and  air,  and  earth,  and  heav*n,  be  made,*' 

And  it  was  fo. — And  when  he  fhall  or4ain 

In  other  fort,  has  but  to  fpeak  again. 

And  they  fhall  be  no  more  :  of  this  great  theme. 

This  glorious,  hallow'd,  everlafting  Name, 

This  God,  I  would  difcourfe— ^^* 

The  learned  elders  fat  appall'd,  amaz'd. 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  gaz'd  j 
Nor  fjpeech  they  meditate,  nor  anfwer  frame :    . 
Too  plain,  alas  !  their  filence  fpake  their  fhame  } 
Till  one,  in  whom  an  outward  mien  appeared. 
And  turn  fuperior  to  the  vulgar  herd. 

Began that  human  learning's  fartheft  reach 

Was  but  to  note  the  doctrines  I  could  teach  ; 
That  mine  to  (peak,  and  theirs  was  to  obey. 
For  I  in  knowledge  more  than  pow'r  did  fway ;  , 
And  the  ailoniih'd  world  in  me  beheld 
Mofe?  fcli|>s'd^  and  Jeffe's  fon  exc^l)'dt 

Humble 
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Humble  a  fecond  bow'd^  and  took  the  word^ 
Forefaw  my  name  fey  future  age  ador'd : 
•  O  live,*  faid  he,  *  thou  wifcft  of  the  wife ! 
^  As  none  has  equall'd^  none  fhall  ever  rife 
'  Excelling  thee ' 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honefl  deeds. 
Pernicious  Flatt'ry !  thy  malignant  feeds 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand. 
Sadly  difFus*d  o'er  Virtue's  gleby  land. 
With  rifing  pride  amidft  the  corn  appear. 
And  choak  the  hopes  and  harveft  of  the  year. 

And  now  the  whole  perplex'd  ignoble  crowd. 
Mute  to  my  queilions,  in  my  praifes  loud, 
Echo'd  the  word :  whence  things  arofe,  or  how 
They  thus  exift,  the  apteft  nothing  know ; 
What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be. 
All  vail  of  doubt  apart,  the  dullefl  fee. 

My  Prophets  and  my  Sophifts  finiih'd  here 
Their  civil  efforts  of  the  verbal  war : 

i 

Not  fo  my  Rabbins  and  Logicians  yield ; 
Retiring,  (till  they  combat :  from  the  field 
Of  open  arms  nnwilling  they  depart. 
And  fculk  behind  the  fubterfuge  of  art. 
To  fpeak  one  thing,  mix'd  diale£b  they  join« 
Divide  the  fimple,  and  the  plain  define ; 
Fix  fancy'd  laws,  and  form  imagin'd  rules. 
Terms  of  their  art,  and  jargon  of  their  fchools  ; 
Ill-grounded  maxims,  by  falfe  glofs  cnlarg'd. 
And  captious  Science  againft  Reafon  charg'd. 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought  j 
The  adverfe  feft  deny'd  what  this  had  taught ; 
And  he  at  length  the  ampleft  triumph  gain'd. 
Who  contradidted  what  the  laft  maintain'd. 

O  wretched  impotence  of  human  mind ! 
We,  erring,  ftill  excufe  for  error  find, 
And  darkling  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind« 
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Vain  man !  fince  fi/ft  the  blufhing  fire  cflay*d 
His  folly  with  conne£led  leaves  to  (hade. 
How  does  the  crime  of  thy  refembling  race, 
Vith  like  attempt,  that  prilline  error  trace  ? 
Too  plain  thy  nakednefs'of  foul  efpyM, 
Why  doft  thou  ftrive  the  confcious  fliamc  to  hide. 
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fiymalks  of  eloquence  and  veils  of  pride? 
With  outward  fmiles  their  flatt'ry  I  received, 

OWd  my  iick  mind  by  their  difcourfe  relieved  ; 

^«t  bent,  and  inward  to  myfelf,  again 

^rplex'd,  thefe  matters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 

Myfcarch  ftill  tir'd,  my  labour  ftill  renew'd, 

At  length  I  Ignorance  and  Knowledge  v^ew'd 

Impartial ;  both  in  equal  balance  laid, 

Ught  Hew  the  knowing  fcale,  the  doubtful  heavy  weigh'd* 

Forc'd  by  refleftive  Reafon,  I  confefs 
That  human  fcience  is  uncertain  guefs. 
Alas !  we  grafp  at  clouds,  and  beat  the  ^r. 
Vexing  that  fpirit  we  intend  to  clear. 
Can  thought  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb? 
Or  who  (hall  tell  me  what  is  fpace  or  time  ? 
In  vain  we  lift  up  our  prefumptuous  eyes  ^ 

To  what  our  Maker  to  their  ken  denies :  C 

The  fearcher  follows  faft,  the  objeft  fafter  flies,  J 

The  little  which  imperfedly  we  find. 
Seduces  only  the  bewilder'd  mind 
To  fruitlefs  fearch  of  fomething  yet  behind. 
Various  difcu^ons  tear  our  heated  brain : 
Opinions  often  turn;  ftill  doubts  remain; 
And  who  indulges  thought  increafes  pain. 

How  narrow  limits  were  to  Wifdom  giv'n ! 
Earth  (he  furveys ;  fhe  thence  would  meafure  heav'n : 
Thro*  mifts  obfcure,  now  wings  her  tedious  way. 
Now  wanders,  dazzPd  with  too  bright  a  day; 
And  from  the  fummit  of  a  pathlefs  coafl. 
Sees  infinite,  and  in  that  fi^ht  is  loH. 

Remember 
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Remember  that  the  curs'd  delire  to  know. 
Offspring  of  Adam,  was  thy  fource  of  woe ; 
Why  wilt  thou,  then,  renew  the  vain  purfuit. 
And  rafhiy  catch  at  the  forbidden  fruit? 
With  empty  labour  and  eluded  flrife. 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life  ; 
For  ever  from  that  fetal  tree  debarred. 
Which  flaming  fwords  and  angry  cherubs  guard. 
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2>L£ASURE. 

THE     ARGUMENT. 

Solomon  again  feeking  happlnefs,  inquires  if  wealth  and  greatnefs  can  produce 
it:  begins  with  the  magnificence  of  gardens  and  buildings j  the  luxury  of 
mufick  and  feafting ;  and  proceeds  to  the  hopes  and  defires  of  love.  In  two 
epifodes  are  ihewn  the  follies  and  troubles  of  that  pafiion.  Solomon,  ftiU 
difappointedy  falls  under  the  temptations  of  libertinifm  and  idolatry;  reco- 
vers his  thought i  reafons  aright;  and  concludes  that,  as  to  the  purfuitof 
pleafure  and fenfual  delight,  all  is  vanity  and  vxxatxon  or  ariKiT* 

'  npR  Y  then,  O  man !  the  moments  to  deceive 

•^     '  That  from  the  womb  attend  thee  to  the  grave  : 
'  For  wcary'd  Nature  find  fome  apter  fcheme ; 

*  Health  be  thy  hope,  and  Pleafure  be  thy  theme. 
'  From  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways 

*  Where  Study  brings  thee ;  from  the  endlefs  maze 

*  Which  Doubt  peifnades  to  run,  fore warn'd, recede 

*  To  the  gay  field  and  flow'ry  path,  that  lead 

*  To  jocund  mirth,  foft  joy,  and  carelefs  eafe  : 

*  Forfake  what  may  inflruft  for  what  may  pleafc  ; 
^  Effay  amofing  ah  and  proud  expence, 

«  And  make  thy  reafon  fubjed  to  thy  fenfe  !* 

I  communM  thuy.     The  pow'r  of  wealth  I  try*d, 
And^l  the  various  luxe  of  coilly  pride ; 
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Artifts  and  plans  relierM  my  folemn  liottrs  i 
I  founded  palaces,  and  planted  bow'rs* 
Sirds,  (idles,  beafts,  of  each  exotkk  kind^ 
X  to  the  limits  of  my  court  con£n'd. 
*ro  trees  transferred  I  gave  a  fecond  birth, 
And  bid  a  foreign  ihade  grace  Jndah's  etrth. 
Fifh-  ponds  were  made^where  former  forefts  g<tw» 
And  hills  were  levetl'd  to  extend  the  view. 
Hivers,  diverted  from  their  native  conrfe* 
And  boand  with  chains  of  artificial  force. 
From  large  cafcades  in  pleaiing  taraalt  rolPd, 
Or  rofe  thro*  figar'd  ftone  w  breathing  gold, 
l^rom  jGntheft  Africa's  tormented  womb 

The  marble  brought^  ereds  the  (pndons  dome» 

Or  forms  the  pillars  IoRg-<xtended  rows. 

On  which  the  planted  grove  and  penfile  garden  grows* 
The  workmen  here  obey  the  mailer's  call« 

To  gild  the  turret  and  to  paint  the  wall ; 

To  mark  the  pavement  there  with  varioos  Aone» 

And  on  the  jafper  fteps  to  rear  the  throne : 

The  fpreading  cedar,  that  an  age  had  ftood, 

Snpreme  of  trees,  and  mxftrefs  of  the  wood. 

Cut  down  and  carv'd,  my  ihining  roof  adorns^ 

And  Lebanon  his  minM  hononr  monms. 
A  thonfand  artifts  ihew  their  conning  pow'r. 

To  raife  the  wonders  o£  the  iv'ry  tow'r: 

A  thonfand  maidens  ply  the  pnq)le  loom. 

To  weave  Ithe  bed  and  deck  the  regal  room ; 

Till  Tyre  confeffes  her  cxhanfted  ftore. 

That  on  her  coaft  the  mnrex  *  is  no  more  i 

Till  from  the  Parian  ifle  and  Lybia's  coaft 

The  mountains  griove  their  hopes  of  marble  loft  | 
.    And  Indul's  woods  retorn  their  jnft  complaint. 

Their  brood  decay'd,  and  want  of  elephant. 

^  The  marcs  it  a  IhtU-fiih,  of  the  liquor  whereof  a  purple  colour  It  made. 

I.  M^ 
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My  full  defign  with  vaft  cxpencc  achieved, 
I  came,  beheld,  admirM,  reflefted,  gricv'd : 
I  chid  the  folly  of  my  though tleis  hafte  ; 
For,  the  work  perfeded,  the  joy  was  paft.  • 

To  my  new  courts  fad  Thought  did  iHll  repair. 
And  round  my  gilded  roofs  hung  hov'ring  Care. 
In  vain  on  iilken  beds  I  fought  repofe. 
And  refUefs  oft  from  purple  couches  rofe  ; 
Vexatious  Thought  ftill  found  my  flying  mind. 
Nor  bound  by  limits,  nor  to  place  confinM ; 
Haunted  my  nights,  and  terrify 'd  my  days, 
Stalk'd  thro'  my  gardens,  and  purfuM  my  ways. 
Nor  (hut  from  artful  bow'r,  nor  loft  in  winding  maze. 

Yet  take  thy  bent,  my  foul !  another  fenfe 
Indulge  ;  add  mufick  to  magnificence  : 
Eflay  if  harmony  may  grief  controul. 
Or  pow'r  of  found  prevail  upon  the  foul. 
Often  our  feers  and  poets  have  confefs'd. 
That  mufick's  force  can  tame  the  furious  bcail ; 
Can  make  the  wolf  or  foaming  boar  reftrain 
His  rage,  the  Hon  drop  his  crefted  main. 
Attentive  to  the  fong  ;  the  lynx  forget 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minibel's  feet. 
Are  we,  alas !  lefs  favage  yet  than  thefc  ? 
Elfe  muiick,  fure,  may  human  cares  appeafe  ! 
I  fpake  my  purpofe  ;  and  the  chearful  choir 
Farted  their  fhares  of  harmony  :  the  lyre 
Soften 'd  the  timbrel's  noife ;  the  trumpet's  found 
Provok'd  the  Dorian  flute,  (both  iweeter  found 
When  mix'd ;)  the  fife  the  viol's  notes  refin'd ; 
And  ev'ry  llrength  with  ev*ry  grace  was  join'd. 
Each  morn  they  wak'd  me  with  a  fprightly  lay ; 
Of  op'ning  heav'n  they  fung,  and  gladfome  day : 
Each  evening  their  repeated  ikill  exprefs'd 
Scenes  of  repofe,  and  images  of  reil. 
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Yet  fiill  in  vain  :  for  mufick  gathered  thought ; 

But  how  unequal  the  cffc^s  it  brought  ? 

The  foft  ideas  of  the  chearful  note,  .    ^ 

Lightly  received,  were  eafily  forgot ; 

The  folemn  violence  of  the  graver  found 

Knew  to  ftrike  deep,  and  leave  a  lading  wound. 
And  now  refleding,  I  with  grief  defcry 

The  fickly  luft  of  the  fantaftick  eye  ; 

How  the  weak  organ  is  with  feeing  cloy'd. 

Flying  ere  night  what  it  at  noon  enjoy'd. 

And  now  (unhappy  fearch  of  thought !)  I  found 

The  fickle  car  foon  glutted  with  the  found  ; 

Condemned  eternal  changes  to  purfue, 

Tir*d  with  the  laft,  and  eager  of  the  new. 
I  bade  the  virgins  and  the  youth  advance. 

To  temper  mufick  with  the  fprightly  dance. 

In  vain  !  too  low  the  mimick  motions  feem  ; 

What  takes  our  heart  mufl  merit  our  eileem. 

Nature,  I  thought,  performed  too  mean  a  part. 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And  vex'd,  I  found  that  the  mufician's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command. 

I  drank  ;  I  lik'd  it  not :  'twas  rage  ;  'twas  noife ; 
An  airy  fcene  of  tranfitory  joys. 
In  vain  I  trufled  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  baniih  forrow  and  enlarge  the  foul. 
To  the  late  revel  and  protrafted  feaft 
Wild  dreams  fucceeded,  and  diforder'd  reft  ; 
And  as  at  dawn  of  morn  fair  Reafon's  light 
Broke  thro'  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  the  night; 
What  had  been  faid,  I  afk'd  my  foul— what  done  ? 
How  flow'd  our  mirth,  and  whence  the  fource  begun  ? 
Perhaps  the  jeft  that  charm'd  the  fprightly  crowd. 
And  made  the  jovial  table  laugh  Co  loud. 
To  fome  falfe  notion  ow'd  it's  poor  pretence  ; 
To  au  ambiguous  word's  perverted  fenfe  j 
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To  a  wild  foAnet,  or  a  wanton  air ; 
Oflfence  and  torture  to  the  fober  car. 
Perhaps,  alas  !  the  pleafing  ftream  was  broogbt 
From  this  man's  error,  from  another's  faalt ; 
From  topicks  which  good-natare  would  forget. 
And  prudence  mention  with  the  laft  regret. 

Add  yet  unnumber'd  ills,  that  lie  unfeen 
In  the  pernicious  draught ;  the  word  obfcene. 
Or  harfh,  which  once  elanc'd  muft  ever  fly 
Irrevocable ;  the  too  prompt  reply. 
Seed  of  fevere  diftruft  and  fierce  debate. 
What  we  fhould  (hun,  and  what  we  ought  to  hate. 

Add,  too,  the  blood  impov'rifh'd,  and  the  courTe 
Of  health  fupprefs'd,  by  wine's  continu'd  force. 

Unhappy  man  !  *  whom  forrow  thus,  and  rage» 
To  difF'rent  ills  alternately  engage  : 
Who  drinks,  alas  !  but  to  forget ;  nor  fees 
That  melancholy  floth,  fevere  difeafe, 
Mem'ry  confbs'd,  and  interrupted  thotight, 
(Death's  harbingers)  lie  latent  in  the  draught ; 
And  in  the  flow'rs  that  wreath  the  fparkling  bowl. 
Fell  adders  hifs,  and  pois'nous  ferpeuts  roll. 

Remains  there  aught  untry'd  that  may  remove 
Sicknefs  of  mind,  and  heal  the  bofom  ? — Love  I 
Love  yet  remains  I  indulge  his  genial  fire  ; 
Cherifh  fair  Hope,  folicit  young  Defire, 
And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  foul  explore 
This  laft  great  remedy's  myfterious  pow'r. 

Why,  therefore,  hefitates  my  doubtful  breaft  f 
Why  ceafes  it  one  moment  to  be  blefs'd  ? 

•  Fly  fwift,  my  friends!  my  fcrvants,  fly !  empky 

•  Your  inihint  pains  to  bring  your  mailer  joy. 

•  Let  all  my  wives  and  concubines  be  drefs'd ; 
'  Let  them  to  night  attend  the  royal  feaft ; 

•  All  Ifrael's  beauty,  all  the  foreign  fair,  . 

•  Tho  iji.lb  of  princes,  or  the  ipoils  of  war : 
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*  Before  their  monarch  they  (hall  fingly  pafs, 

*  And  the  moft  worthy  iliall  obtain  the  grace.' 
J  faid — the  feail  was  ferv'd  ;  the  bowl  was  crown'd ; 

To  the  king's  pleafure  went  the  mirthful  round. 

The  women  came  :  as  caflom  wills,  they  pafs'd. 

On  one  (O  that  diflinguifli'd  one  !)  I  call 

The  fav'rite  glance — O  !  yet  my  mind  retains 

That  fond  beginning  of  my  infant  pains! 

Mature  the  virgin  was,  of  Egypt's  race, 

Grace  (hap'd  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her  face : 

Eafy  her  motion  feem'd,  ferene  her  air  ; 

Full,  tho*  unzon'd,  her  bofom  rofe;  her  hair 

Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid, 

Adov/n  her  fhoulders  loofely  lay  difplay'd. 

And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  thoufand  Cupids  play'd. 

Fix'd  on  her  charms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  love, 
'  Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  improve 
'  Your  monarch's  blifs !'  I  faid :  *  frefli  rofes  bring 

*  To  ftrew  my  bed,  till  the  impov'rifh'd  Spring 

*  Confefs  her  want ;  around  my  am'rous  head 

*  Be  dropping  myrrh  and  liquid  amber  (bed, 

*  Till  Arab  has  no  more ;  from  the  foft  lyre, 

'  Sweet  flute,  and  ten-ftring'd  inftrument,  require 

«  Sounds  of  delight— and  thou,  fair  nymph,  draw  nigh ! 

*  Thou,  in  whofe  graceful  form  and  potent  eye 

'  Thy  matter's  joy,  long  fought,  at  length  is  found  ; 
'  And  as  thy  brow,  let  my  deiircs  be  crown'd. 
'  O  fav'ritc  virgin,  that  haft  warm'd  the  bread: 
^  Whofe  fov'rcign  diaates  fubjugate  the  Eaft !' 
I  faid  ;  and  fudden  from  the  golden  throne. 
With  a  fubmiffive  ftep,  I  hafted  down. 
The  glowing  garland  from  my  hair  I  took, 
liove  in  my  heart,  obedience  in  my  look  ; 
Prcpar'd  to  place  it  on  her  comely  head— « 
^  O  f^^y'ritc  virgin !'  yet  again  I  faid, 

•  Receive 
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*  Receive  tlic  honours  deftin'd  to  thy  brow ; 

•  And  O,  above  ihy  fellows,  happy  thou ! 

*  Their  duty  muft  thy  fov'reign  word  obey — 

•  Rife  up,  my  love;  my  fair-one,  come  away  I* 
What  pang,  alas !  what  extafy  of  fmart 

Tore  up  my  fenfes  and  transfix'd  my  heart. 

When  fhe,  with  modeft  fcorn,  the  wreath  rcturn'd, 

Reclin'd  her  beauteous  neck,  and  inward  moum*dl 

Forc'd  by  my  pride,  I  my  concern  fupprefs'd. 
Pretended  drowzinefs,  and  wi(h  of  reft ; 
And  fullen,  I  forfook  th'  imperfect  feaft  : 
Ordering  the  eunuchs,  to  whofe  proper  care 
Our  eaftcrn  grandeur  gives  th'  imprifon'd  fair. 
To  lead  her  forth  to  a  diftinguifli'd  bow'r. 
And  bid  her  drefs  the  bed  and  wait  the  hour. 

Reftk'fs  I  followed  this  obdurate  maid, 
(Swift  are  the  fteps  that  Love  and  Anger  tread !) 
Approach'd  her  perfon,  courted  her  embrace, 
Renew'd  my  flame,  repeated  my  difgrace : 
By  turns  put  on  the  fuppliant  and  the  lord ; 
Threaten'd  this  moment,  and  the  next  implor'd  j 
Offer 'd  again  the  unaccepted  wreath. 
And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  inftant  death. 

Averfe  to  all  her  amVous  king  defir'd. 
Far  as  flie  might  (he  decently  retir'd  ; 
And  darting  fcorn  and  forrow  from  her  eyes— 

•  What  means,'  faid  (he,  *  King  Solomon  the  wife? 

•  This  wretched  body  trembles  at  your  pow'r; 

*  Thus  far  could  Fortune,  but  Ihe  can  no  more. 

*  Free  to  herfelf  my  potent  mind  remains, 

•  Nor  fears  the  vidlor's  rage,  nor  feels  his  chains. 

•  'Tis  faid  that  thou  canft  plaufibly  difpute, 

*  (Supreme  of  feers !)  of  angel,  man,  and  brute  ; 
«  Canft  plead,  with  fubtle  wit  and  fair  difcourfe, 

•  Of  paflion's  folly  and  of  reafon's  fofce. 
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That  to  the  tribes  attentive,  thou  canft  know 
Whence. their  misfortunes  or  their  bleifings  flow: 
That  thou  in  fcience  as  in  pow'r  art  great. 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  edi6ls  wait. 
Where  is  .that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  thought. 
With  jufl  advice  and  timely  counfel  fraught  ? 

Where  now,  O  Judge  of  Ifrael,  does  it  rove  ? 

What  in  one  moment  doft  thou  offer  ?  Love 

Love  ?  why,  'tis  joy  or  forrow,  peace  or  ftrife ; 
*Tis  all  the  colour  of  remaining  life  ; 
And  human  mis'ry  muft  begin  or  end. 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant  or  a  friend. 
Would  David's  fon,  religious,  juft,  and  grave. 
To  the  firft  bride-bed  of  the  world  receive 
A  foreigner,  a  heathen,  and  a  flave  ? 
Or,  grant  thy'paflion  has  thefe  names  deftroy'd. 
That  Love,  like  Death,  makes  all  diilindion  void ; 
Yet  in  his  empire  o'er  thy  abje£t  breaft. 
His  flames  and  torments  only  are  exprefs'd ; 
His  rage  can  in  my  fmiles  alone  relent. 
And  all  his  joys  folicit  my  confent. 
*  Soft  love,  fpontaneous  tree,  it's  parted  root 
Muft  from  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  fhoot ; 
Whilft  each  delighted,  and  delighting,  gives 
The  pleafing  extafy  which  each  receives : 
Cheriih'd  with  hope,  and  fed  with  joy,  it  grows ; 
It*s  chearful  buds  their  op'ning  bloom  difclofe. 
And  round  the  happy  foil  diiFufive  odour  flows. 
If  angry  Fate  that  mutual  care  denies. 
The  ^ding  plant  bewails  it's  due  fupplies ; 
Wild  with  defpair,  or  lick  with  grief,  it  dies. 
'  By  force  beafts  a£t,  and  are  by  force  reftrain'd ; 
The  human  mind  by  gentle  means  is  gain*d. 
Thy  ufelefs  ftrength,  miftaken  king,  employ : 
Sated  with  ^age,  and  ignorant  of  joy. 
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'  Thou  (halt  not  gain  wkat  I  deny  to  yields 

«  Nor  reap  the  karveft,  tho'  thoa  fpoil'ft  the  field. 

'  Know,  Solomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  Iway ; 

*  Contract  thy  brow,  and  Ifrael  (hall  obey ; 

'  But  wiifa)  Love  thou  mnfl  with  fmiles  appeafe^ 
'  Approach  his  awful  throne  by  j oft  degrees, 
'  And  if  thou  woukift  be  happy,  learn  to  pleafe. 

*  Not  that  thofe  arts  can  here  fuccefsful  prove, 
'  For  I  am  deftin'd  to  another's  love. 

'  Beyond  tlie  cruel  bounds  of  thy  command, 

*  To  my  dear  equal,  in  my  native  land, 

*  My  plighted  vow  I  gave  ;  I  his  receiv'd  : 

*  Each  fwoi*e  with  truth,  with  pleafnre  each  believ'd  ;  t 

*  The  mutual  contra£k  was  to  heaven  convey'd  ; 

*  In  equal  fcales  the  bnfy  angels  weigh'd 

*  It's  folemn  force,  and  dapp'd  their  wings,  and  fyiewi 

*  The  lafting  roll,  recording  what  we  faid. 

*  Now  in  my  heart  behead  thy  poniard  ftain'd ; 
'  Take  tne  fad  life  which  I  have  long  difdain'd  ; 

*  End,  in  a  dying  virgin's  wretched  fate, 

*  .Thy  ill-ftarr'd  paffion,  and  my  ftedfaft  hate  : 

*  For  long  as  blood  informs  thefe  drding  veins, 

*  Or  fleeting  breath  it's  lateft  pow'r  retains, 

*  Hear  me  to  Egypt's  vengeful  gods  declare,  . 

*  Hate  is  my  part ;  be  thine,  O  king,  deipaS* 

*  Now  ftrike!'  (he  faid,  and  open'd  bare  her  breaft. 

*  Stand  it  in  Jndah's  Chronicles  confefs'd, 

*  That  David's  fon,  by  impious  paffion  moT*d, 

*  Smote  a  (he-flave,  and  murder'd  what  helov'd  I* 
Alham'd,  conftis'd,  I  ftarted  from  the  bed. 

And  to  my  foul,  yet  uncollefted,  faid, 

*  Into  thyfelf,  fond  Solomon,  rfetum ; 

*  Reflect  again,  and  thou  again  fhalt  mourn.' 
When  I  thro'  number 'd  years  have  pleafureibttght. 
And  in  vain  hope  the  wanton  phantom  caught. 
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To  mock  my  fenfe  and  mortify  my  pride, 
'Tis  in  another's  pow'r,  and  is  deny'd. 
Am  I  a  king,  great  Heav'n  !  does  life  or  death 
Hang  on  the  wrath  or  mercy  of  my  breath. 
While  kneeling  I  my  fervant's  fmiles  implore. 
And  one  mad  damfel  dares  difpnte  my  pow'r  ? 

To  raviili  her  !— that  thought  was  foon  depreisM, 
Which  muft  debafe  the  monarch  to  the  bead. 
To  fend  her  back !— O  whither,  and  to  whom  ? 
To  lands  where  Solomon  muft  never  come  ? 
To  that  infalting  rival's  happy  arms. 
For  whom,  difdaining  me,  fhe  keeps  her  charms  ? 

Fantaftick  tyrant  of  the  am'rous  heart. 
How  hard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel  is  thy  dart ! 
Thofe  'fcape  thy  anger  who  refufe  thy  fway,  .  j . . 

And  thofe  are  pnniih'd  moft  who  moft  obey. 
See  Jadah's  king  revtrt  thy  greater  pow*r ; 
What  canft  thon  covet,  or  how  triumph  more  ? 
Why  then,  O  Love,  with  an  obdurate  ear. 
Does  this  proud  nymph  rejeA  a  monarch's  pray'r? 
Why  to  fome  (imple  ihepherd  does  (he  run. 

From  the  fond  arms  of  David's  fav'rite  fon? 

Why  flies  (he  from  the  glories  of  a  court. 

Where  wealth  and  pleafuie  may  thy  reign  fuj^rt ; 

To  fome  poor  cottage  on  the  mountain's  brow. 

Now  bleak  with  winds,  and  cover'd  now  with  fnofv. 

Where  pinching  want  muft  curb  her  warm  de(lres« 

And  hou(hold  cares  fupprefs  thy  genial  fires  ? 
Too  aptly  the  affli^d  heathens  prove 

The  force,  while  they  ered  the  (hrines  of  Love* 

His  myftick  form  the  artizans  of  Greece 

In  wounded  (bne  or  molten  gold  exprefs ; 

And  Cyprus  to  his  godhead  pays  her  vow. 

Paft  in  his  hand  the  idol  holds  his  bow| 

A  quiver  by  his  fide  fufbuns  his  (bre 

Of  pointed  darts,  fad  emblems  of  his  pow'r! 

M  A  pair 
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A  pair  of  wings  he  has,  which  he  etten<}s 
New  to  be  gone ;  which  now  again  he  bends. 
Prone  to  retam,  as  beft  may  fcrve  his  wanton  ends. 
Entirely  thus  I  find  the  fiend  pourtray'd. 
Since  firfl,  alas !  I  faw  the  beauteous  maid. 
I  felt  him  (hike,  and  how  I  fee  him  fly : 
Curs'd  daemon !  O  for  ever  broken  He 
Thofe  fatal  fhafts  by  which  I  itiward  bleed  ! 

0  can  my  fifties  yet  overtake  thy  fpecd ! 

Tir'd  may'fl  thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging  wing. 
Except  thou  turn'fl  thy  conrfe;  refolv'd  to  brmg 
The  damiM  back,  and  fave  the  love-fick  king. 

My  foul  thus  flruggling  in  the  fatal  net. 
Unable  to  enjoy  or  to  forget, 

1  reaibn'd  much,  alas !  but  more  I  lov'd. 
Sent  and  rQcalPd,  ordainM  and  difapprovM ; 
Till,  hopelefs,  plung'd  in  an  abyfs  of  grief, 
I  from  neceflity  received  relief; 

Time  gently  aided  to  aflbage  my  p^n. 

And  Wifdom  took  once  more  the  flacken*d  rein. 

But  O  how  fh'ort  my  interval  of  woe! 
Our  griefs  how  fwift,  our  remedies  how  flow ! 
Another  nymph,  (for  fo  did  Heav*n  ordain. 
To  change  the  manner  but  renew  the  pain;) 
Another  nymph,  amongft  the  many  fair 
That  made  my  fofter  hours  their  folemn  care. 
Before  the  reft  affefted  ftill  to  ftand^ 
And  watch'd  my  eye,  preventing  my  command. 
Abra — Ihe  fo  was  call'd — did  fooneft  haftc 
To  grace  my  prefence — Abra  went  the  lafl : 
Abra  was  ready  ere  I  call'd  her  name  ; 
And  tho'  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came* 

Her  equals  firft  obfcrv'd  her  growing  zeal,. 
And  laughing  glofs'd,  that  Abra  ierv'd  fo  welU 
To  me  her  aftions  did  unheeded  die. 
Or  were  remark'd  bat  with  a  common  eye ; 
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Till  more  apprized  of  what  the  mxnour  faid» 
More  I  obferv'd  peculiar  in  the  maid. 

The  fan  declin'd  had  ihot  his  weilem  ray« 
When,  tir'd  with  baiineis  of  the  folemn  day, 
I  parpos'd  to  uilbend  the  ev'ning  hoors^ 
And  banquet  private  in  thfi  women's  bow'rs. 
I  caird  before  I  fat  to  w^fh  my  hands. 
For  fo  the  precept  of  the  W  commands  ; 
Love  had  ordain'd  that  it  was  Abra's  turn 
To  mix  the  fweets  and  minifter  the  urn. 

With  awful  homage  and  fubmiffive  dread 
The  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  oils :  fbc  trembled  as  (he  poux'd ; 
With  an  unguarded  look  (he  now  devonr'd 
My  nearer  face;  and  now  recall'd  her  eye. 
And  heav'd,  and  ftrove  to  hide  a  fudden  iigh. 
'  And  whence,'  iaid  I,  '  cafid  thou  have  dread  or  pain  ? 
'  What  can  thy  imag'ry  of  forrow  jpean? 

*  Secluded  from  the  world  and  ;adl  it's  care, 

*  Haft  thou  to  gneve  or  joy,  to  hope  or  fear  ? 

*  For  fure,'  I  added,  *  fure  thy  little  heart 

*  Ne'er  felt  Love's  anger,  or  receiv'd  his  dart?' 
Abaih'd  (he  blu(h'd,  and  with  diforder  fpoke; 

Her  riiing  fhame  adoru'd  the  words  it  broke. 
'  If  the  great  mafter  will  defcend  to  hear 
'  The  humble  feries  of  his  handmaid's  care, 
'  0 1  while  (he  tells  it  let  him  not  put  on 
'  The  look  that  awes  the  nations  from  the  throne : 
'  0 !  let  not  death  fevere  in  glory  lie 
'  In  the  king's  frown  and  teixor  of  his  eye* 
'  Mine  to  obey,  thy  part  is  to  ordain ; 
. '  And  tho'  to  mention  be  to  fufer  pain, 
'  If  the  king  fmiles  whilft  I  my  woe  recite^ 

*  If  weeping  I  &nd  favour  in  his  fight, 

*  Flow  faft  my  tears^  full  rifing  his  delight. 

M2  .<  Owit* 
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'  O  witnefs  earth  beneath,  and  heav'n  above, 
'  For  can  I  hide  it!  I  am  fick  of  love: 
'  If  madnefs  may  the  name  of  paflion  bear, 
'  Or  love  be  calPd  what  is  indeed  defpair. 

•  Thou  fov'reign  Pow'r,  whofe  fecrct  will  controols 
^  The  inward  bent  and  motion  of  oar  fouls  ! 

*  Why  haft  thou  placed  fuch  infinite  degrees 
'  Between  the  caufe  and  cure  of  my  diieafe  ? 

*  The  mighty  object  of  that  raging  fire 

*  In  which  unpity'd  Abra  muft  expire, 

*  Had  he  been  born  ibme  fimple  fhepherd's  heir, 

*  The  lowing  herd  or  fleecy  flieep  his  care, 

'  At  morn  with  him  I  o'er  the  hills  had  run, 

*  Scornful  of  winter's  froft  and  fummer's  fun, 

'  Still  afking  where  he  made  his  flock  to  reft  at  noon. 

'  For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expeded  gueft, 

'  I  had  with  hafty  joy  prepared  the  feaft, 

'  And  from  the  cottage,  o'er  the  diftant  plain, 

'  Sent  forth  my  longing  eye  to  meet  the  fwain, 

*  Wav'ring,  impatient,  tofs'd  by  Hope  and  Fear^ 

*  Till  he  and  Joy  together  (hould  appear, 

'  And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  mafter  near. 

'  On  my  declining  neck  and  open  breaft 

'  I  fhould  have  lull'd  the  lovely  youth  to  reft, 

*  And  from  beneath  his  head  at  dawning  day, 

*  With  fofteft  care,  have  ftol'n  my  arm  away, 

*  To  rife  and  from  the  fold  releafe  the  (heep, 

*  Fond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  fleep. 

'  Or  if  kind  Heav'n,  propitious  to  my  flame, 

*  (For  fure  from  Heav'n  the  faithful  ardour  came !) 

*  Had  blefs^d  my  life,  and  deck'd  my  natal  hour, 
'  With  height  of  title  and  extent  of  pow'r, 

*  Without  a  crime  my  paffion  had  afpir'd, 

'  Found  the  lov'd  prince,  and  told  what  I  defir'd. 

•  Then  I  had  come,  preventing  Sheba's  queen, 

*  To  fee  the  comelieft  of  the  fons  of  men ; 
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To  hear  the  charming  poet's  amVoiis  fong, 
^nd  gather  honey,  falling  from  his  tongue  ; 
To  take  the  fragrant  kiffes  of  his  mouth, 
[    Sweeter  than  breezes  of  her  native  fouth  ; 

*  Likening  his  grace,  his  perfon,  and  his  mien, 

*  To  all  that  great  or  beauteous  T  had  fecn. 

*  Serene  and  bright  his  eyes,  as  folar  beams, 

*  Refieding  tempered  light  from  chryftal  dreams  ; 

*  Ruddy  as  gold  his  cheek  ;  his  bofom  fair 

*  As  filver ;  the  curl'd  ringlets  of  his  hair 

'  Black  as  the  raven's  wing  ;  his  lip  more  red 

*  Than  eaftcm  coral,  or  the  fcarlet  thread  ; 
'  Even  his  teeth,  and  white  like  a  young  flock,    " 

*  Coeval,  newly  fliom,  from  the  clear  brook 
'  Recent,  and  blanching  on  the  funny  rock, 
'  Iv'ry,  with  fapphires  inter(pers'd,  explains 
'  How  white  his  'hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins  5 

*  Columns  of  polifh'd  marble,  firmly  fet 

*  On  golden  bafes,  are  Jiis  legs  and  feet ; 
«  His  ftature  all  majeftick,  all  divine, 

*  Straight  as  the  palm-tree,  ftrong  as  is  the  pine  ; 
'   Saffron  and  myrrh  are  on  his  garments  fhed, 
'   And  everlafling  fweets  bloom  round  his  head.— 
f  What  utter  I !  where  am  I !  wretched  maid  ! 
'   Die,  Abra,  die  !  too  plainly  haft  thou  faid, 

*  Thy  foul's  defire  to  meet  his  high  embrace, 

*  And  bleffing  ftamp'd  upon  thy  future  race  ; 
'   To  bid  attentive  nations  blefs  thy  womb, 
^  With  unborn  monarchs  charg'd,  and  Solomons  to  come  V 

Here  o'er  her  fpeech  her  flowing  eyes  prevail. 
'  Q  foolifh  maid  !  and,  O  unhappy  tale  ! 
^  My  fuflF'ring  heart  for  ever  fhali  defy 
'  New  wounds,  and  danger  from  a  future  eye* 

*  O !  yet  my  tortur'd  fenfes  deep  retain 
'  The  wretched  mem'ry  of  my  former  pain, 
'  The  dire  affront,  and  my  Egyptian  chain, 

*  A* 
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«  As'time,'  I  faid,  *  may  happily  efface 
'  That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  difgrace^ 
^  Imperial  Reafon  fhall  refume  her  ieat, 
'  And  Solomon,  once  faH'n^  again  be  great* 
'  Betray'd  by  paflioDy  as  fabdu'd  in  war, 

*  Wc  wifely  (hould  exert  a  double  care  ; 

•  Nor  ever  ought  a  fecond  time  to  err.' 
This  Abra  then 

I  (aw  her :  'twas  humanity  j  it  gave 
Some  refpite  to  the  fomows  of  my  flavc. 
Her  fond  excefs  proclaimed  her  paffion  true. 
And  gen'roas  pity  to  that  truth  was  due. 
Well  I  entreated  her  who  well  deferv'd  ; 
I  call'd  her  often,  for  flie  always  ferv'd  : 
Ufe  made  her  perfon  eafy  to  my  fight. 
And  eafe  infcnfibly  produc'd  delight. 

Whene'er  I  revell'd  in  the  women's  bow*r^, 
(For  firft  I  fought  her  but  at  loofer  hours) 
The  apples  fhe  had  gather'd  fmelt  moft  fwect. 
The  cake  (he  kneaded  was  the  fav'ry  meat ; 
But  fruits  their  odour  loft,  and  meats  their  taile> 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  deck'd  the  feaft : 
Difhonour'd  did  the  fparkling  goblet  iland, 
Unlcfs  receiv'd  from  gentle  Abra's  hand  j 
And  when  the  virgins  form'd  the  evening  choir, 
Kaifing  their  voices  to  the  mafter-lyre. 
Too  flat  I  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  fhrill  ; 
One  ihcw'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  fkill : 
Nor  could  my  foul  approve  the  mufick's  tone. 
Till  all  was  hufh'd,  and  Abra  fung  alone. 
Fairer  fhe  feem'd  diflinguifh'd  from  the  icft. 
And  better  mierv  difclos'd,  as  better  drefs'd  : 
A  bright  tiara  round  her  forehead  ty'd. 
To  jufler  bounds  confip'd  it's  rifmg  pride  i 
The  blufhing  ruby  on  her  ihowy  brcaft, 
Rcndcr'd  it's  panting  whitenefs  more  confefs'd  jt 
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^cclets  of  pearl  gtve  roundnefs  to  her  ann, 
^t>d  cv'jy  gem  augmented  ev*iy  charm : 
^er  fenfes  pleas'i,  her  beauty  dill  imjwov'd. 
And  flie  more  lovely  grew  ai  more  belov'd. 

And  now  I  ooaki  behold,  avo^,  and  blame. 
The  feveral  follies  of  my  former  flame ; 
Willing  my  heart  for  recompenfe  to  prove 
The  certain  joys  that  lie  in  proip'rous  love. 

*  For  what/  (aid  I,  *  from  Abra  can  I  fear, 

'  Too  humble  to  infuit,  too  foft  to  be  fevere  f 

*  The  damfePs'fole  ambition  is  to  pleafe  ; 

*  With  freedom  I  may  like,  and  quit  with  eafe : 
'  She  (bothes,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind. 

*  Why  may  not  peace  and  love  for  once  be  join'd  ?* 
Great  Heav'n  !  how  frail  thy  creature  man  is  made ! 

How  by  himfelf  infenfibly  betray'd4 

In  our  own  fbength  unhappily  fecure. 

Too  little  cautious  of  the  adveHe  pow*r, 

And  by  the  biaft  of  felf. opinion  mOvM, 

We  wilh  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belov'd. 

On  Pleafure*s  flowing  brink  we  idly  llray, 

Mafters  as  yet  of  our  return ing  way : 

Seeing  no  danger,  we  difarm  our  mind. 

And  give  our  condu£l  to  the  waves  and  wind; 

Then  in  the  flow'ry  mead  or  verdant  ftiade,  • 

To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid. 

We  weave  the  chaplet  and  we  crown  the  bowl. 

And  fmiling  ice  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

Till  the  flrong  gufts  of  raging  paflion  rife. 

Till  the  dire  tempcft  mingles  earth  and  ikies. 

And  fwift  into  the  boundlefs  ocean  borne. 

Our  foolifh  confidence  too  late  we  mourn  ; 

Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat. 

And  from  our  troubled  view  the  leflen'd  lands  retreat. 

O  mighty  Love  !  -from  thy  unbounded  pow'r 
How  (hall  the  human  bofom  rell  fecure  i 

How 
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How  (hall  our  thought  avoid  the  various  ihare. 
Or  wiidom  to  our  caudon'd  fool  declare 
The  different  ftapes  thoa  pleafeft  to  employ^ 
When  bent  to  hiirt»  and  certain  to  dcftroy  ? 

The  haughty  nymph,  in  open  beaaty  drefi»*d. 
To-day  encounters  our  unguarded  breafi  f 
She  looks  with  nujeHy,  and  moves  with  ftate : 
Unbent  her  foul,  and  in  misfbrtone  great. 
She  fcorns  the  world*  and  daics  the  rage  of  Fate. 

Here  whilft  we  take  ftem  manhood  for  our  guide* 
And  guard  our  conduft  with  becoming  pride* 
Charm'd  with  the  courage  in  her  afdon  ihown* 
We  praife  her  mind*  the  image  of  our  own. 
She  that  can  pleaie  is  certain  to  perfuade  ; 
To-day  bclov'd,  to-morrow  is  obey'd. 
We  think  we  fee  thro*  Reafon's  opticks  right* 
Nor  find  how  Beauty's  rays  elude  our  fight : 
Struck  with  her  eye  whilil  we  applaud  her  mind  ; 
And  when  we  fpeak  her  great,  we  wiih  her  kind* 

To-morrow,  cruel  Pow'r  I  thou  arm'ft  the  fair 
With  flowing  forrow  and  difheveird  haijr : 
Sad  her  complaint,  and  humble  is  her  tale  ; 
Ker  fighs  explaining  where  her  accents  fail. 
Here  gen*rous  foftnefs  warms  the  honeil  breaft ; 
We  raife  the  (ad,  and  faccour  the  diflrefs'd ; 
And  whilil  our  wi(h  prepares  the  kind  relief* 
Whilfl  pity  mitigates  her  rifing  grief. 
We  fickcii  foon  from  her  contagious  care. 
Grieve  for  her  forrows,  groan  for  her  defpair* 
And  againft  love,  too  late,  thofe  bofoms  arm. 
Which  tears  can  foftcn,  and  which  fighs  can  warm* 

Againft  this  nearefl,  cruellefl  of  foes. 
What  fhall  wit  meditate,  or  force  oppoft  ? 
Whence,  feeble  Nature,  fhall  we  fumaon  aid* 
If  by  our  pity  and  our  pride  betray'd  i 
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l^xternal  remedy  (hall  we  hope  to  find ^ 

When  the  clofe  fiend  has  gain'd  our  treacherous  miad.; 

ilnfaltlng  there  does  Reafon's  power  deride. 

And.  i}lifid  hbifelf,  condndU  the  dazzled  guide  ? 

My  conqu'ror  now^  my  lovely  Abra^  held 
My  freedom  in  her  chains ;  my  heart  was  fill'd 
With  her,  with  her  alone  ;  in  her  alone 
it  fought  it's  peace  and  joy:  while  ihe  was«gone 
it  figh'd,  and  griev'd,  ijinpatient  of  her  ftay  t  % 

^etum'd,  file  chas'd  thofe'iighs.  that  g]:ief»  away.;  y 

Her  abfence  made  the  night ;  her  prefence  brought  the  day.  J 

The  ball^  the  pl^»  'th^  inafk.  by  turns  fucceed  : 
For  her  I  make  the  fong ;  the  dance  with  her  I  lead. 
I  court  hQr>  various,  in  each  ihape  and  drofs 
That  luxury  may  form  or  thought  exprefs. 

To-day  43eneath  the  palm-tree>  on  the  plains, 
In  Deborah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reigns : 
The  wreath,  denoting  cpnqneft,  guides  her  brow, 
^nd  low,  li^e  jBarak,  at  her  feet  I  bow. 
The  mimick  Chorus  (iues  her  profp'rous  hand^ 
As  fhe  )iad  flain  t|ie  foe  aiid  fav'd  the  land. 

To-morrp^  fhe  approves  a  fosfter  air, 
«Forfakes  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  war  j 
The  form  of  peaceful  Abigail  afTumes, 
And  fromthe  village  with  the  .prefent  comes : 
The  youthful  band  depofe  their  glittering  arms^ 
Receive  her 'bounties  ^nd  rfcite  her  charms, 
iVhilft  I  aflume  my  father^s  Hep  and  mien. 
To  meet,  with  due  regard,  my  future  queen. 

If  haply  Abra's  will  be  now  inclin'd 
To  range  the  woods  or  chace  the  flying  hind, 
£oon  as  the  fun  awakes^  the  fprightly  court 
Leave  their  repofe,  and  haflen  to  the  fport. 
Jn  leflen'd  royalty,  and  humble  flate, 
^hy  king,  Jerufalem !  defcends  to  wait 
**■"'•■  ^ '     N  *  JSl 
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Till  Abra  comes.     She  comes !  a  milk-white  (iecd^ 
Mixture  of  Perfia's  and  Arabia's  breed, 
Suflains  then^ph :  her  garments  flying  loofe, 
(As  the  Sydonian  maids  or  Thracian  ufe) 
And  half  her  knee  and  half  her  bread  appear» 
By  art,  like  negligence,  difclos'd,  and  bare. 
Her  left-hand  guides  the  hunting  courfer's  fligh^ 
A  filver  bow  (he  carries  in  her  right. 
And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  fide, 
Rvftles  the  ebon  arrow's  feather'd  pride  ; 
Saphires  and  diamonds  on  her  front  difplay 
An  artificial  moon's  increafing  ray. 
Diana,  huntrcfs,  mi^ftrefs  of  the  groves, 
The-fav'rite  Abra  fpeaks,  and  looks,  and  moves. 
Her,  as  the  prefent  goddefs,  I  obey  ; 
Beneath  her  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay : 
The  mingled  Chorus  fmg  Diana's  fame  ; 
Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 
Hfer  myftick  praife;  the  vocal  triumphs  bound 
Againft  the  hills  ;  the  hills  reflect  the  found. 

If,  tir'd  this  ev'ning  with  the  hunted  woods^ 
To  the  large  fifh -pools  or  the  glaffy  floods 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points,  a  thoufand  hands. 
To-night  emplqy'd,  obey  the  king's  commands. 
Upon  the  wat'ry  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  join'd,  and  forms  a  moving  ifle  ; 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  mid  ft  is  fet. 
And  filver  cygnets  feem  to  feel  it's  weight. 
Abra,  bright  queen  !  afcends  her  gaudy  throne. 
In  femblance  of  the  Grecian  Venuf.  known  ; 
Tritons  and  fea-green  Nai'ads  round  her  move. 
And  fing  in  moving  ftrains  the  force  of  love  ; 
Whilft,  as  th*  approaching  pageant  does  appear. 
And  echoing  crowds  fpeak  mighty  Venus  near^, 
J,  her  adorer,  too,  devoutly  ftand 
Faft  on  the  utmoft  margin  of  the  land. 
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With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  receive 
The  fancy'd  goddefs  riiing  from  the  wavd. 
O  fabjfed  Reafon  !  O  imperious  Love! 
"Whither  yet  farther  would  my  folly  rove? 
Is  it  enough  that  Abra  fhould  be  great 
In  the  wall'd  palace  or  the  rural  feat ; 
That  malking  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name^ 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plenitude  of  fhame? 
No,  no  :  Jerufalem  combined  mull  fee 
My  open  fault  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  month  is  deftin'd  for  the  feaft ; 
Abra  invites  ;  the  nation  is  the  gueft  ! 
To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  fuftain'd. 
The  woods  are  travers'd,  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd : 
Arabia's  wilds  and  Egypt's  are  explor'd ; 
The  edible  creation  decks  the  board. 
Hardly  the  phoenix  'fcapes— 
The  men  their  lyres,  the  maids  their  voices  raife. 
To  iing  my  happinefs  and  Abra's  praife. 
And  (lavilh  bards  our  mutal  loves  rehearfc 
In  lying  llrains  and  ignominious  Vcrfe ; 
While  from  the  bauquc!:  leading  forth  the  bride. 
Whom  prudent  Love  from  publick  eyes  fhould  hide, 
I  (how  her  to  the  world,  confefs'd  and  known 
Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 
And  now  her  friends  and  flatt'ror:  fill  the  court; 
From  Dan  and  from  Beerfheba  they  refort; 
They  barter  places  and  difpofe  of  grants. 
Whole  provinces  unequal  to  their  wants ; 
They  teach  her  to  recede  or  to  debate  ; 
With  toys  of  love  to  mix  affairs  of  ftate  ; 
By  praftis'd  tales  her  empire  to  fecure. 
And  in  my  pleafure  make  my  ruin  fure. 
They  gave,  and  Ihe  transferr'd  the  curs'd  advice. 
That  monarchs  fhould  their  inward  fou*l  difguife, 
Diifemble  and  command,  be  falfe  and  wife  i 

N2  By 
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By  ignominious  arts,  for  fcrvile  ends, 

Shonld  compliment  their  foes,  and  ihim  their  friends.' 

And  now  I  leave  the  true  and  juft  fupports 

Of  legal  princes  and  of  honeft  courts ; 

Fardllai's  and  the  fierce  Benaiah't  Kieirsy 

Whofe  firies,  great  pamers  in  My  father's  cares. 

Saluted  their'  ybuhg  king,  at  Hebron  crown'd. 

Great  by  their  toil,  and  glorious  by  their  wound : 

And  now,  tmhappy  counfel !  I  prefer 

Thofe  whom  my  follies  only  made  me  fear ; 

Old  Corah's  brood  and  taunting  Shimei's  race, 

Mifcreants  I  who  ow'd  their  livei  to  David's  grace, 

Tho'  they  had  fpum'd  his  rule,  and  curs'd  hiih  to  his  face. 

Still  Abra's  pow'r,  my  fcandal  ^11  increas'd  y 
Juftice  fubmitted  to  what  Abra  pleas'd : 
Her  will  alone  could  fettle  or  revoke. 
And  law  was  fix'd  by  what  ihe  lateft  (poke. 

Ifrael  negle&ed,  Abra  was  my  care; 
I  only  adled,  thought,  and'  liv'd  for  her. 
I  durU  not  reafon  with  my  wounded  heart : 
Abra  pofTcfs'd ;  (he  was  it's  better  part. 
6  !  had  I  now  r'eview'd  the  famous  caufc 
Which  gave  my  righteous  youth  fo  jiift  applaaf<efy 
III  v^ih  on  the  diffembled  mother's  tongue 
Had  cunning  art  and  fly  perfuaflon  hiing. 
And  real  care  in  Vain,  and  native  love. 
In  the  trxxc  parent's  panting  breaft  had  ftrovc. 
While  both  deceived  had  feen  the  deftin'd  child" 
Or  flain  or  fav'd,  as  Abra  frown'd  or  ftoil'd. 

Unknowing  to  command,  proud  to  obey, 
A  lifelefs  king,  a  royal  ihkdc  I  liay. 
Unheard,  the  injur'd  orphans  now  complain  y 
The  widows'  &s  addrefs  the  throne  in  vain.^ 
Caufes  unjudg'd  difgjrace  the  loaded  file, 
.  Arid  fleeping  laws  the  king's  negle£t  revile. 
No  niore  the  elders  throng'd  around  my  throne,* 
To  hear  my  Hiwims  a«d  reform  th^ir  oWn ; 
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J^o  more  the  young  nobility  were  taught 
How  Mofes  governed  and  how  David  fought. 
JLoofe  and  undifciplin'd  the  foldier  lay. 
Or  loft  in  drink  and  game  the  folid  day ; 
Porches  and  fchools,  deiign'd  for  publick  good^ 
XJncovcr'd,  and  with  fcafFolds  cutAber'd  fbod^ 
Or  nodded,  thteat'riing  ruin — ^ 
Half  pillars  wanted  their  expefted  height, 
And  roofs  imperfedk  prejudic'd  the  light. 
^he  artifts  grieve ;  thtf  lab'ring  people  droop  : 
My  father's  legacy,  my  country's  hope, 
God's  temples,  lie  unfinilh'd— 

The  wife  and  grave  deplof'd  their  monarch's  fat^^ 
And  future  mifchiefs  of  a  linking  ftate. 
^  Is  this,'  the  feiious  faid,  '  is  this  the  man 

*  Whofe  a^ivc  foul  thro'  ev'i^  fcience  ran  ? 

*  Who  by  juft  rule  and  elevated  Ikill, 

*  Prefcrib'd  the  dubious  bounds  of  good  and  ill  ? 

*  Whole  golden  layings,  and  immortal  wit, 

*  On  large  phylaAeries  e^xpreffive  writ, 

*  Were  to  the  forehead  of  the  Rabbins  ty'd, 

*  Our  youth's  inftrudlion,  and  our  age's  pride  ? 

*  Could  not  the  wife  his  wild  defires  reftrain  ? 

^  Then  was  our  hearing,  and  his  preaching  vain ! 
'  What  from  his  life  and  letters  were  we  taught, 
'  But  that  his  knowledge  aggravates  his  fault  ?' 
In  lighter  mood,  the  hum'fbus  and  the  gay, 
(As  crown'd  with  rofes  at  their  feafls  they  lay) 
Sent  the  full  goblet  charg'd  with  Abra's  name. 
And  clarms  fuperior  to  their  matter's  fatne. 
laughing,  fom'e  praife  the  king,  who  let  'em  fee 
How  aptly  luxe  and  empire  might  agree  : 
Some  glofs'd  how  Love  and  Wifdom  were  at  ftrifc. 
And  brought  my  Prorcrbs  to  confront  my  life. 
'  However,  friend,  here's  to  the  king  !'  one  cries. 
'  To  him  who  was  the  king  !'  the  friend  replies. 

'  Thf 
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*  The  king,  for  Judah's  and  for  Wifdom's  curfc 

*  To  Abra  yields :  could  I  or  thou  do  worfe  ? 

*  Our  loofer  lives  let  Chance  or  Folly  fleer, 

*  If  thus  the  prudent  and  determined  err. 

*  Let  Dinah  bind  with  flow'rs  her  flowing  hair, 

'  And  touch  the  lute,  and  found  the  wanton  air  ; 
'  Let  us  the  blifs  without  the  (ling  receive, 

*  Free  as  we  will,  or  to  enjoy  or  leave. 

*  Pleafures  on  Levity's  fmooth  furface  flow  5 

*  Thought  brings  the  weight  that  finks  the  foul  to  Woe# 

*  Now  be  this  maxim  to  the  king  convey'd, 

*  And  added  to  the  thoufand  he  has  made.' 

*  Sadly,  O  Reafon  I  is  thy  pow'r  e.vprefs'd, 

*  Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breafl ! 

*  And  harfh  the  rules  which  v.e  from  thee  receive,  J 

*  If  for  our  wifdom  we  our  pleafure  give,  ? 
^  And  more  to  think  be  only  more  to  grieve  ;                        J 

*  If  Judah's  king,  at  thy  tribunal  try*d, 

*  Forfixkes  his  joy  to  vindicate  his  pride, 

*  And,  changing  forrows,  I  am  only  found 

*  Loosed  from  the  chains  of  Love,  in  thine  more  ftriflly  boundt 

*  But,  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain 

*  How  hard  thy  laws,  how  abfolute  thy  reign  ? 
«  While  thou,  alas !  art  but  an  empty  name, 

*  To  no  two  men,  who  e'er  difcours'd,  the  fame; 
•The  idle  produ£l  of  a  troubled  thought, 

«  In  borrowed  fnapes  and  airy  colours  wrought  ; 

*  A  fancy'd  line,  and  a  rcileded  fhade  ; 

*  A  chain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made, 

*  By  artifice  impos'd,  by  fear  obey'd. 

*  Yet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrary,  thing, 

*  "Whence-cvcr  I  thy  cruel  eflTeiice  bring, 

*  I  own  thy  influence,  for  1  feel  thy  (ling. 

*  Pelidant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  foul, 

*  Fsrm'd  to  command,  and  dellin'd  to  controuU 
'  Yes,  thy  infulting  dilates  fliall  be  heard; 

«  Virtue  for  once  ftiall  be  her  own  reward. 

•  Yes, 
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Yes,  rebel  Ifrael,  this  unhappy  maid 

*  Shall  be  difmifs'd;  the  crowd  fhall  be  obey'd  ; 

*  The  king  his  paffion  and  his  rule  fhall  leave, 
'^  No  longer  Abra's,  but  the  people's  (lave  : 
T  My  coward  fpul  fhall  bear  it's  wayward  fate  j 
^  I  will,  alas  I  be  wretched  to  be  great, 
^  And  figh  in  royalty,  and  grieve  in  flate.* 

I  faid,  refolv*d  to  plunge  into  my  grief 
At  once,  fo  far  as  to  expert  relief 
From  my  defpair  alone— ^ 
I  chofe  to  write  the  thing  I  durfl  not  fpejik 
To  her  I  lov'd,  to  her  I  mufl  forfake. 
The  harfh  epiflle  laboured  much  to  prove 
How  inconfiflent  majefly  and  love. 
I  always  ihould  (it  faid)  efteem  her  well. 
But  never  fee  her  more :  it  bid  her  feel 
No  future  pain  for  me  ;  but  inftant  wed 
A  lover  more  proportion'd  to  her  bed. 
And  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 
To  the  juft  duties  of  an  humble  wife* 

She  read,  and  forth  to  me  fhe  wildly  ran  ; 
To  me,  the  eafe  of  all  her  former  pain. 
.  She  kncePd,  entreated,  ftruggled,  threatened,  cry'd. 
And  with  alternate  paffion  liv'd  and  dy'd  ; 
Till  now,  deny'd  the  liberty  to  mourn. 
And  by  rude  Fury  from  my  prefence  torn^ 
This  only  objedl  of  my  real  care 
Cut  off  from  hope,  abandoned  to  defpair. 
In  fome  few'  polling  fatal  hours  is  hurPd 
From  wealth,  from  pow'r,  from  love,  and  from  the  world. 
'   '  Here  tell  me,  if  thou  dar'ft,  my  confcious  foul, 

*  What  difPrent  forrows  did  within  thee  roll? 

*  What  pangs,  what  fires,  what  racks,  didft  thou  fuHain  ? 

*  What  fad  viciffitudes  of  fmarting  pain  ? 

*  How  oft  ftom  pomp  and  flate  did  I  remove, 
f  To  feed  defpair^  and  cheriih  hopelefs  love  ? 

*  How 
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•  How  oft,  all  day,  recall'd  I  Abra's  charms, 

•  Her  beauties  prefs'd,  and  panting  in  my  arms  f 

•  How  oft,  with  fighs,  view'd  cv'ry  female  face, 

•  Where  mimick  Fancy  might  her  likenefs  trace  ? 
«  How  oft  defir'd  to  fly  frona  JfraePs  throne, 

•  And  live  iu  (hades  with  her  and  Love  alone  ? 

«  How  oft,  all  night,  purfu'd  her  in  my  dreams, 

•  O'er  flow'ry  vallies  and  thro'  cryftal  ftreams ; 

•  And,  waking,  view'd  with  grief  the  rifing  fun, 
f  And  fondly  mourn'd  the  dear  deluiion  gone  ?' 

When  thus  the  gathcr'd  ftorms  of  wretdied  love. 
In  my  fwoll'n  bofom  with  long  war  had  ftrove. 
At  length  they  broke  their  bounds;  at  length  their  force 
Bore  down  whatever  met  it's  ftronger  courfe  : 
jLaid  all  the  civil  bonds  of  manhood  wafle. 
And  fcatter'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  pafs'd. 
So  from  the  hills,  whofe  hollow  caves  contain  J 

The  congregated  fnow  and  fwelling  rain,  ? 

Till  the  full  ftores  their  ancient  bounds  difdain,  f 

Precipitate  the  furious  torrent  flows : 
In  vain  would  fpeed  avoid  or  ftrength  oppofe ; 
Towns,  forefts,  herds,  and  men,  promifcuous  drown'd;       1 
With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  ground ;  r 

The  echo'd  woes  from  diftant  rocks  refound.  t 

And  now  what  impious  ways  my  wiflies  took. 
How  they  the  monarch  and  the  man  forfook  ; 
And  how  I  followed  an  abandon'd  will. 
Thro'  crookcVl  paths  and  fad  retreats  of  ill ; 
How  Judah's  daughters  jnow,  now  foreign  flaves. 
By  turns  my  proftitutcd  bed  receives ; 
Thro'  tribes  of  women  how  I  loofely  rang'd 
Impatient ;  lik'd  to-night,  to-morrow  chang'd  ; 
And,  by  the  infUndl  of  capricious  luft, 
Enjoy'd,  difdain'd,  was  grateful  or  unjull. 
•  O,  be  thefe  fcenes  from  human  eyes  conccal'd, 
'  In  clouds  of  deceit  t  iilcixce  juftly  veird  ! 

'  O,  be 
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O^  be  the  wanton  images  donvey'd 

To  black  oblivion  and  eternal  ihade  I 

Or  let  their  fad  epitome  alone> 

And  outward  lines^  to  future  age  be  known  | 

*  Enough  to  propagate  the  lure  belief, 

*  That  vice  iengenUers  ihame^  and  folly  broods  o*er  grief/ 
Bury'd  in  iloth^  atid  loft  in  eafe^  I  lay; 

The  night  I  revelPd,  and  I  ilept  the  day. 
New  heaps  of  fuel  damp'd  my  kindling  fircs^ 
And  daily  change  extiuguifli'd  young  defircs. 
By  it*s  own  force  deftroy'd,  fruition  ceas'd  i 
And  always  weary'd,  I  was  never  pleasM. 
No  longer,  now*  does  my  liegledled  mind 
It's  wonted  ilores  and  old  ideas  find : 
Fix'd  Judgment  there  no  longer  does  abidei 
To  take  the  true,  or  fet  thei  falfe  afide. 
No  longer  does  fwifc  Mem'ry  trace  the  cells> 
Where  fpringing  Wit  or  young  Invention  dwells  i 

Frequent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails  | 

Patience  of  toil  and  love  of  virtue  fails. 

By  fad  degrees  impaired,  my  vigour  dies> 

Till  I  command  no  longer,  e'en  in  vice^ 

The  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  fway  t 

They  aflfe,  I  grant ;  they  threaten,  I  obey* 

In  regal  garments  now  I  gravely  flride, 

Aw'd  by  the  Perfian  damfels'  haughty  pride  | 

Now  with  the  loofer  Syrian  dance  and  iing# 

In  robes  tuck'd  up,  opprobrious  to  the  king. 
Charm'd  by  their  eyes,  their  manners  I  acquire. 

And  (hape  my  foolilhnefs  to  their  defire  ; 

Seduc'd  and  aw'd  by  the  Philiftine  dame. 

At  D agon's  (hrine  I  kindle  impious  flame* 

With  the  Chaldean's  charms  her  rites  prcvafl^ 

And  curling  frankincenfe  afcends  to  Baal. 

To  each  new  harlot  I  new  altars  drefs. 

And  ferve  her  god  whofe  perfon  I  cart& 

O  Wtcre, 
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Where,  my  deluded  Senfe,  was  Reafon  flown  f 
Where  the  high  majefty  of  David's  throne  ? 
Where  all  the  maxims  of  eternal  truth. 
With  which  the  living  God  inform'd  my  youth ; 
When  with  the  lewd  Egyptian  I  adore 
Vain  idols,  deities  that  ne'er  before 
In  Ifrael's  land  had  fix'd  their  dire  abodes, 
Beaflly  divinities,  and  droves  of  gods : 
Oiiris,  Apis,  pow'rs  that  chew  the  cud  ; 
And  dog  Anubis,  flatt'rcr  for  his  food  ? 
When  in  the  woody  hills'  forbidden  (hade    . 
I  carv'd  the  marble,  and  invok'd  it's  aid  ? 
When  in  the  fens  to  fnakes  and  flies,  with  zeal 
Unworthy  human  thought,  I  proflrate  fell ; 
To  fhrubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid. 
And  fet  the  bearded  leek  to  which  I  pray'd  ? 
When  to  all  beings  facred  rites  were  giv'n. 
Forgot  the  Arbiter  of  earth  and  heav'n  ? 

Thro'  thefe  fad  fhades,  this  chaos  in  my  foul. 
Some  feeds  of  light  at  length  began  to  roil : 
The  riiing  motion  of  an  infant  ray 
Shot  glimm'ring  thro'  the  cloud,  and  promis'd  day. 
And  now,  one  moment  able  to  refiedt, 
I  found  the  king  abandon'd  to  negled. 
Seen  without  awe,  and  ferv'd  without  refped. 
I  found  my  fubjeds  amicably  join 
To  leflTen  their  defeds  by  citing  mine. 
The  prieft  with  pity  pray'd  for  David^s  race. 
And  left  his  text  to  dwell  on  my  difgrace. 
The  father,  whilft  he  warn'd  his  erring  fon> 
The  fad  examples  which  he  ought  to  (liun 
Defcrib'd,  and  only  nam'd  not  Solomon. 
Each  bard,  each  fire»  did  to  his  pupil  fing, 
•  A  wife  child  better  than  a  foolifti  king  1' 

Into  myfelf  my  reaibn's  eye  I  turn'd. 
And  as  I  much  reflected,  much  I  mourn'd. 
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A  mighty  king  I  am^  an  earthly  god ; 

T^Jations  obey  my  word,  and  wait  my  nod : 

I  raife  or  fink,  imprifon  or  iet  free  ; 

-/\nd  life  or  death  depends  on  my  decree. 

Pond  the  idea,  and  the  thought  is  vain  ; 

O'er  Judah's  king  ten  thoafaiid  tyrants  reign  : 

Xegions  of  lull,  and  various  pow'rs  of  ill, 

-Infult  the  matter's  tributary  will ; 

^nd  he  from  whom  the  nations  (hould  receive 
Joftice  and  freedom,  lies  himfelf  a  flave  ; 
Tortur'd  by  cruel  change  of  wild  defires, 
Xafh'd  by  mad  rage,  and  fcorch'd  by  brutal  fires. 

*  O  Reafon !  once  again  to  thee  I  call ; 
Accept  my  forrow,  and  retrieve  my  fall. 

Wifdom,  thou  fay'ft,  from  Heav'n  receiv*d  her  birth. 

Her  beams  tranfmitted  to  the  fubjeft  earth : 
^    Yet  this  great  emprefs  of  the  human  foul 
'    Does  only  with  imagined  pow'r  controul ; 
■   If  reliefs  paffion,  by  rebellious  fway, 

*  Compels  the  weak  ufurper  to  obey. 

'  O  troubled,  weak^  and  coward,  as  thou  art ! 

•  Without  thy  poor  advice  the  laboring  heart 

*  To  worfe  extremes  with  fwifter  fleps  would  run ; 

•  Not  fav'd  by  virtue,  yet  by  vice  undone ! 

•  Oft  have  I  faid,  **  the  praife  of  doing  well 
"  Is  to  the  ear  as  ointment  to  the  fmell. 

•'  Now  if  (bme  flies  perchance,  however  fmall, 

**  Into  the  alabafter  urn  (hould  fall ; 

"  The  odours  of  the  fweets  inclosed  would  die, 

'*  And  ftench  corrupt  (fad  change  !)  their  place  fupply : 

'*  So  the  leaft  faults,  if  mix'd  with  faireft  deed, 

"  Of  future  ill  become  the  fatal  feed ; 

"  Into  the  balm  of  purell  virtue  call, 

"  Annoy  all  life  with  one  contagious  blaft." 

*  Loft  Solomon  !  purfuc  this  thought  no  more  ; 
*  Of  thy  paft  errors  recoiled  the  ftore  ; 

O  2  *  And 
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*  And  filent  weep— that  while  the  deathlefs  Mufe 
<  Shall  iing  the  juft^  (hall  o*er  their  head  diiFuib 

^  Perfames  with  laviih  hand,  (he  fhall  proclaim 

*  Thy  crimes  alone ;  and  to  thy  evil  fame 

^  Impartial,  fcatter  damps  and  poifons  on  thy  name/ 

Awaking  therefore,  as  who  long  had  dream'd. 

Much  of  my  wojnen  and  their  gods  afham'd* 

From  this  abyfs  of  exemplary  vice 

KefolvM,  as  time  might  aid  my  thought,  to  rifoj 

Again  I  bid  the  mournful  goddefs  write 

The  fond  purfuit  of  fugitive  delight ; 

Bid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wing  ; 

And,  rais'd  from  earth,  and  fav'4  from  ps^on,  fing 

Of  human  hope  by  crofs  event  deftroy'd. 

Of  ufelefs  wealth,  and  greatnefs  unenjoy'd ; 

Of  lufl  and  love,  with  their  fantailick  train, 

f  heir  wifhes,  fmiles,  and  looks — deceitful  all  and  y^. 


BOOK    m, 

POWER. 
'I>HS     ARGUMENT. 

Solomon  confiders  man  through  the  fcvcral  ftages  and  conditions  of  life,  an<i 
concludes,  in  general,  that  we  are  all  miferable.  '  He  refleds  more  particu- 
larly, upon  the  trouble  and  uncertainty  of  greati^efs  and  power ;  gives  fome 
inftances  thereof  from  Adam  down  to  himfelf  j  and  ftill  concludes  that 
ALL  ^8  VANITY.  Hc  rcafons  again  upon  life,  death,  and  a  future  being  j 
finds  human  wifdani  too  imperfeft  to  refolve  his  doubts  ;  has  recourfc  to 
religion  j  is  informed  by  an  angd  what  fliall  happpn  to  himfelf,  his  family, 
and  his  kingdom,  tillthe  redemption  of  Ifrael :  and,  upon  the  whole,  rc- 
folvcs  to  fubmit  his  inquiries  and  anxieties  to  the  will  of  his  Creator. 

^  00 ME,  then,  my  foul !  I  call  thee  by  that  name; 

'  Thou  bufy  thing,  from  whence  I  know  I  am : 
'  For  knowing  that  I  am,  I  know  thou  art ; 
f  SJacc  jh^t  m^ft  needs  exift,  which  can  impart ! 

f  But: 
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'  iiit  how  thou  cam'il  to  be,  or  whence  thy  fpriag? 
'  For  various  of  thee  priefts  and  poets  fing. 

*  Hear'ft  thou,  fubmilTive,  but  a  lowly  birth, 
'  Some  feparate  particles  of  finer  earth  ; 

'  A  plain  efFeft  which  Nature  mull  beget, 
'  As  motion  orders,  and  as  atoms  meet ; 
'  Companion  of  the  body's  good  or  ill, 
'  From  force  of  inftinft  more  than  choice  of  will ; 
ConfcioDS  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain. 
As  the  wild  courfes  of  the  blood  ordain  : 
Who  as  degrees  of  heat  and  cold  prevail. 
In  you^h  dofl  flouriih,  and  with  age  ihalt  fail  $ 
^   Till  mingled  .with  thy  partner's  latell  breath, 
^    Tho^  fly'ft  difFolv'd  in  air  and  loll  in  death  ? 

*  Or  if  thy  great  exillence  would  aipire 
^  To  caufes  more  fublime,  of  heav'nly  fire  f 

^  Wer't  thou  a  fjpark  ftruck  off,  a  fep'rate  ray, 
"*  Ordain'd  to  njingle  wifh  terJ-ellrial  clay ; 
'  With  it  condem'd  for  certain  years  to  dwell, 
^  To  grieve  it's  frailties,  and  it's  pains  to  feel ; 

*  To  teach  it  good  and  ill,  difgrace  or  fame, 
'  Pale  it  with  rage,  or  redden  it  with  ihame ; 

*  To  guide  it's  anions  with  informing  care, 

*  In  peace  to  judge,  to  conquer  in  the  war ; 

*  Render  it  agile,  witty,  valiant,  fage, 

^  As  fits  the  various  courfe  of  human  age ; 
'  Till  as  the  earthly  part  decays  and  falls, 

*  The  captive  breaks  her  prifon's  mould'ring  walls^ 

*  Hovers  a  while  upon  the  fad  remains, 

^  Which  now  the  pile  or  fepulchre  contains, 
f  And  thence  with  liberty  unbounded  flies, 
f  Impatient  to  regain  her  native  ikies  ? 

*  Whate'er  thou  art,  where'er  ordain'd  to  go, 

*  (Points  which  we  rather  may  difpute  than  know) 
'  Come  on,  thqu  little  inmate  of  this  breafl ; 

^  Which,  for  thy  fake,  from  paflions  I  diyefl: 

?  For 
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'  For  ihcfc,  thou  fay'il,  raife  all  the  llormy  ftrife 

'  Which  hinder  thy  repofe,  and  trouble  life  ! 

*  Be  the  fair  level  of  thy  aftions  laid, 

*  As  temp'rance  wills,  and  prudence  may  perfuade  j 
'  Be  thy  afTe^ions  undiftnrb'd  and  clear, 

*  Guided  to  what  may  great  or  good  appear, 

*  And  try  if  life  be  worth  the  liver's  care. 
'  Amaf:>*d  in  man  there  juftly  is  beheld 

*  What  thro'  the  whole  creation  has  excell'd  ; 

*  The  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beads  the  fenfe, 

*  The  angels  forccaft  and  intelligence  : 

'  Say,  from  thrfe  glorious  feeds  what  harveft  flows  ; 

'  Recount  our  bleffings,  and  compare  our  woes  ? 

f  In  it's  true  light  let  cleareft  Reafon  fee 

*  The  man  dragg'd  out  to  aft,  and  forc'd  to  be  ; 

*  Helplefs  and  naked,  on  a  woman's  knees 

*  To  be  expos'd  or  rear'd  as  (he  may  pleafe, 

*  Feel  her  negleft,  and  pine  from  her  dif^afe  : 

*  His  tender  eye  by  too  direft  a  ray 

-  '  Wounded,  and  flying  from  unpradlis'd  day  ; 

*  His  heart  aflaulted  by  invading  air, 

'  And  beating  fervent  to  the  vital  war  j 

*  To  his  young  fenfe  how  various  forms  appear, 

*  That  ftrike  his  wonder  and  excite  his  fear  : 

*  By  his  diftortions  he  reveals  his  pains  ; 

'  He  by  his  tears  and  by  his  fighs  complains  ; 

*  Till  time  and  ufe  affift  the  infant  wretch, 

^  By  broken  words  and  rudiments  of  fpeech, 

'  His  wants  in  plainer  chara£lers  to  fliow, 
'And  paint  more  perfefl  figures  of  his  woe  i 

'  Condemn'd  to  facrifice  his  childilh  years 

f  To  babbling  ign 'ranee  and  to  empty  fears  ; 

'  To  pafs  the  riper  period  of  his  age, 

^  A6ling  his  part  upon  a  crouded  ftage  ; 

^  To  lalling  toils  expos'd,  and  endlefs  cares, 

f  To  open  dangers,  and  to  fecret  fnarcs ;  '* 


To 


BEAUTIES    OP    POETRY.  in 

To  malice  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends. 

And  the  more  dang'roas  love  of  feeming  friends. 
'    His  deeds  examined  by  the  people's  will. 

Prone  to  forget  the  good,  and  blame  the  ill ; 
'    Or,  fadly  cenfnr'd  in  their  curs'd  debate, 
'    Who  in  the  fcorner's  or  the  judge's  feat 
^   Dare  to  condemn  the  virtue  which  they  hate. 
^    Or  would  he  rather  leave  this  frantick  fcene, 
'    And  trees  and  beafls  prefer  to  courts  and  men; 
^   In  the  remoteft  wood  and  lonely  grot 
^   Certain  to  meet  that  worll  of  evils.  Thought ; 
^    Different  ideas  to  his  mem'ry  brought — 
^   Some  intricate,  as  are  the  pathlefs  woods, 
^   Impetuous  fome,  as  the  defcending  floods  ; 
'  With  anxious  doubts,  with  raging  paffions  torn. 

No  fweet  companion  near  with  whom  to  mourn, 
^  He  hears  the  echoing  rock  return  his  fighs, 
^  And  from  himfelf  the  frighted  hermit  flies. 

*  Thus,  thro*  what  path  foe'er  of  life  we  rove, 
^  Rage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love  ; 
'  Vex'd  with  the  prefent  moment's  heavy  gloom, 
^  Why  feek  we  brightnefs  from  the  years  to  come  ? 
'  Diflnrb'd  tnd  broken,  like  a  fick  man's  fleep, 
'Our  troubled  thoughts  to  diflant  profpeds  leap, 

*  Deiirous  ftillwliat  flies  us  to  overtake ; 
«  For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  thofe  that  wake  : 

*  But,  looking  back,  we  fee  the  dreadful  train 

*  Of  woes  a-new,  which,  were  we  to  fuflain, 
'  We  fliould  refufe  to  tread  the  path  again  ; 

*  Still  adding  grief,  ftill  counting  from  the  firft, 
'  Judging  the  lateft  evil  ilill  the  worft, 

*  And  fadly  finding  eaoh  progreflive  hour 

*  Heighten  tjieir  number  and  augment  their  pow'r ; 

*  Till  by  one  countlefs  fum  of  woes  opprefs'd, 

*  Hoary  witlf  cares,  and  ignorant  of  reft, 

*  We 
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•  We  find  the  vital  fprings  relax'd  and  worn, 

•  Compell'd  our  common  impotence  to  mourn« 

•  Thus  thro'  the  round  of  age  to  childhood  we  retufn } 

•  Refleding  find,  that  naked  from  the  womb 

•  We  yefterday  came  forth  ;  that  in  the  tomb 

•  Naked  again  we  muft  to-morrow  lie, 

•  Born  to  lament,  to  labour,  and  to  die- 

*  Pafs  we  the  ills  which  each  man  feels  or  dreads^ 

•  The  weight  or  fall'n  or  hanging  o'er  our  heads ; 

•  The  bear,  the  lion,  terrors  of  the  plain, 

•  The  fhecpfold  fcatter'd,  and  the  fhephcrd  flain  5 

•  The  frequent  errors  of  the  pathlefs  wood, 

•  The  giddy  precipice,  and  the  dang'rous  flood } 

•  The  noifome  peft'lence,  that  in  open  war 

•  Terrible,  marches  thro'  the  mid -« day  air, 

•  And  fcatters  death  ;  the  arrow  that,  by  nighty 

•  Cuts  the  dank  mift,  and  fatal  wings  it's  flight; 

•  The  billowing  fnow,  and  violence  of  the  fnower, 

•  That  from  the  hills  difperfe  their  dreadful  ftore, 

•  And  o'er  the  vales  colledied  ruin  pour ; 

•  The  worm  that  gnaws  the  ripening  fruit,  fad  gueft; 

•  Canker  or  locuft,  hurtful  to  infeft 

•  The  blade  ;  while  hufks  elude  the  tiller's  care, 

•  And  eminence  of  want  diftinguifhes  the  year. 

*  Pafs  we  the  flow  difeafe,  and  fubtle  pain, 

'  Which  our  weak  frame  is  deftin'd  to  fuftain  ; 
'The  cruel  ftone,  with  congregated  war 

•  Tearing  his  bloody  way  ;  the  cold  catarrh, 

•  With  frequent  impulfe  and  continu'd  ftrife, 

•  Weak'ning  the  wafted  feats  of  irkfome  life ; 

•  The  gout's  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  rage, 
'  The  fad  experience  of  decay  ;  and  Age, 

«  Herfelf  the  foreft  ill ;  while  Death  and  Eafe,' 
'  Oft  and  in  vain  invok'd,  or  to  appeafe 

•  Or  end  the  grief,  with  hafty  wings  recede 

•  From  the  vex'd  patient  and  the  fickly  bed. 

*  Nouj 
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^  Nought  ihall  it  profit  that  the  charming  hlr^ 
^  Angelickj  fofteH  work  of  Heav'n,  draws  near 

*  To  the  cold  (baking,  paralytick  handj 

*  Senfelefsof  Beaaty*s- touch,  or  Love's  command; 

*  Nor  longer  apt  or  able  to  fulfil 

*  The  diaates  of  it's  feeble  mafter's  wilL 

'  Nought  ihall  the  pfaltry  and  the  harp  avail, 
"•  The  pleafing  fong,  or  well-repeated  tale, 
^  When  the  quick  fpirits  their  warm  march  forbear, 

*  And  numbing  coldnefs  has  unbrac'd  the  ear. 

*  The  verdant  riling  of  the  flow'ry  hill, 

*  The  vale  enamell'd,  and  the  ckryftal  rill, 

*  The  ocean  rolling,  and  the  ihelly  ihorc, 

*  Beautiful  obje6b  !  ihall  delight  no  more; 

*  When  the  lax'd  fiaews  of  tfce  ^eaken'd  cye> 
'  In  wat'ry  damps  or  dim  fnfiFuiton  lie. 

^  I>ay  follows  night ;  the  clouds  return  agdn> 
'  After  the  falling  of  the  latter  rain  ; 

*  But  to  the  agtd  blind  ihall  ne'er  rtlum 

'  Grateful  vidifitnde :  he  ilill  muft  mourn 
'  The  fua,  and  moon,  and  ev'ry  ftarry  light, 

*  Eclips'd  to  him,  and  loft  in  everlailing  night* 

*  Behold  where  Age's  wretched  vi6tim  lies ! 

'  See  his  head  trembling,  and  his  half-clos'd  eyes ! . 

*  #il||Qeat  for  breath  his  panting  bofom  heaves ; 
■*  To  broken  ileep  his  remnant  fenfe  he  gives, 

*  And  only  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives* 
'  Loos'd  by  devouring  Time,  the  filver  cord 

'  DiiTever'd  lies  ;  unhonour'd  from  the  board, 
'  The  chryilal  urn,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by, 

*  And  apter  utenfils  their  place  fupply.  ^ 
'  Thefe  Aillgs  and  thou  muft  fhare  one  equal  lot ; 
'  Die,  and  be  lofl;  corrupt,  and  be  forgot : 
'  While  ilill  another,  and  another  race, 
'  Shall  now  fupply,  and  now  give  up  the  place. 

P  -  Fro: 
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'  From  eartk  all  came,  Co  earth  miiil  all  retono^ 

*  Frail  as  the  cord,  and  brittle  as  the  am. 

'  But  be  the  terror  of  thefe  ills  fupprcfs'ci, 
'  And  view  we  man  with  health  and  tigotrr  blefs'd. 
'  Ho;ne  he  returns  with  the  declining  futt, 

*  His  deftin'd  taik  of*  labOtfr  K^fdly  doAe ; 

*  Goes  forth  sigain  Witfc  th^  afcending  ray, 

*  Again  his  travail  for  his  bread  to  pay, 

*  And  find  the  ill-ftiffioient  to  the  day. 

*  Haply  at  night  he  does  witfc  horror  ihun 

*  A  widow'd  daughter,  ot  a  dyi«^  f^n  J 

*  His  neighbour's  offspring  lie  to-morrow  (ees> 

*  And  doubly  feels  his  want  m  thdr  increafe : 

<  The  next  day,  aifd  the  nesft,  he  mM  attend 

*  His  foe  triumj^stnt.  Or  his  li^nMed  friends 

*  In  €v'ry  aft  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
'  Publick  calamities  or  honfhold  iHs : 

*  The  due  reward  to  juft  defert  refuald; 

*  The  truft  betrayM,  tll^  nuptial  bed  abus^df^      « 

*  The  judge  corrupt,  the  long-depending  caafe^ 

«  And  doubtful  ifTue  of  mif-conftru'd  laws  f'-     .m 

*  The  crafty  turns  of  a  diftionell  ftate, 

*  And  violent  v^ill  6f  the  Wrong-doing  great ; 

*  The  venom'd  tongue  injurious  to  his  faiiie, 

*  Which  nor  cafl  Wifdom  Ihun,  nor  fair  advice  i^laint* 
'  Efteem  we  thfefe,  my  friends,  event  and  chance, 

*  Produc'd  a^  atofns  form  their  fluttering  dance  ? 

*  Or  higher  yet  their  effence  may  we  draw 

*  Fr(^'deftin*d  order  and  eternal  law  ? 

*  Again,  ray  Mufe,  the  cruel  doubt  repfcat  ? 

*  Spring  they,  I  fay,  from  accident  or  Fate  ? 

<  Yet  fuch  we  find  they  are,  as  can  conth)ul        *^* 

*  The  fervile  adions  of  our  wavering  foal ; 

*  Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  ch£ri  the  will ; 

<  Their  ills  all  built  on  life^  that  fiihdaiheAtal  ill. 
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«  O  fatal  fcipjGh4  in  which  t;he  l^b'ring  mind, 
^  Still  prefsM  with  weight  of  woe,  ftill  hope$  jto  fiod 
"  A  fliadow  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peace, 

*  From  years  of  pain  one  momeut  of  relcafc: 

*  Hoping,  at  leaft,  (he  ma^  herfelf  deceive  1 

*  Againfl  experience  willing  to  believe; 
'  Defirous  to  rejoice,  (;on4eaui'd  to  grieve. 

'  Happy  the  mortal  man,  )vho  nowj  at  laA, 

*  Has  thro*  this  doleful  valcof  mis'ry  pafs'd; 

*  Who  to  his  dcftin'd  ftage  has  carry 'd  on 

'  The  tedious  load,  aiid  laid  his  burden  down  ; 

*  Whom  the  cut  br^fi^  or  ij^unded  marble,  ihows 

*  Viftor  o'er  jLife.  ^Oid  all  her  train  of  woes : 

*  He  happier  yet,  who,  iprivileg'd  by  Fate, 
'  To  fhortcr  labo|l  and  fi,  lighter  weight, 

*  Recciy'd  but  ycftcrday  the  gift  of  breath, 

*  Ordered  to*morrow  to  return  to  death, 

*  But,  O  !  beyond  dcfcription,  happieft  he 

*  Who  ne'er  muft  roll^  UIjr's  tumultuovis  Tea ; 

*  Who,  with  blefs'd  freedom,  frooitthe  gen'ral  doom  ^ 
'  £xeii\pt,  muft  never  force  the  teeming  womb,  *  C 
'  Norifle  tJMlfon,  Jior  fmk  into  the  tomb.                   t            J 

*  Who  breathes  mufl  fufFer,  and  who  thinks  muft  mourn  ; 

*  And  he  alone  is  blefs'd  who  ne'er  was  bo*n.'  » 

*  Yet,  in  thy  turn,  thou  frowning  Preacher,  hear ; 

*  Are  not  thefe  general  maxims  too  feverei 

*  Say,  cai^not  Pow'r  fecure  it's  owner'^  blifs  ?  ^ 

*  And  is  no.t  Wealth  the  potent  fire  of  Peace  ?  J. 

*  Arc  viftors  blefs'd  with  fame,  or  kings  with.eafci'  J 

*  I  tell  thee,  life  isrbut  one  common  care, 

*  And  man  was  born  to  fufFer  and  to  fear.' 

*  But  is  no  rank,  i^p  flation,-no  degree, 

'  From  this  contagipus  taint  of  forrow  frtcV 
'  None,  mortal !  none  !  yet  in  a  bolder  Urain, 

*  Let  me  this  i^ela^qhply -truth  maintain, 

,P  2  •  '  *  But 
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*  But  hence,  ye  worldly,  and  prophane,  retire  j 
'  For  I  adapt  my  voice,  and  raifc  my  lyre 
'  To  notions  not  by  vulgar  ear  received— 

*  Ye  ftill  mufi  covet  life  and  be  deceived ;  ^ 
'  Your  very  fear  of  death  (hall  make  ye  try 
«  To  catch  the  fliade  of  immortality,                -        ^ 

*  Wifliing  on  earth  to  linger,  and  to  fave  ** 

*  Part  of  it's  prey  from  the  devouring  grave ;  ' 
'  To  thofe  who  may  furvive  you  to  bequeath 
'  Something  entire,  in  fpite  of  Time  and  Death  ; 

*  A  fimcy'd  kind  of  being  to  retrieve, 

^  And  in  a  book,  or  from  a  buij^ing.  Jive. 

'  Falfe  hope  !  vain  labour !  let  fome  age|  fly ; 

'  The  dome  (hall  moulder,  and  the  volume  die. 

«  Wretches,  ftill  Uught,  ftill  will  ye  thiiMc  it  ftrange, 

*  That  all  the  parts  of  this  great  fabrick  chai^ge,    /■ 
^  Quit  their  old  ftation  and  primiKval  frame, 

*  And  bfc  their  fhape,  their  eflcnce,  and  their  name  ? 

*  Reduce  the  fong ;  our  hop«,  oi^  joys  are  vain  ; 
*  '  Our  lot  is  forrow,  an4  our  portion  pain. 

*  What  paufe  from  woe,  what  hopes  of  comfort  bring 
'  Tht  name  of  wife  or  great,  of  judge  or  kTtfjff    '♦ 

'  What  is  a  king? — a  man  condemned  to  bear 

*  The  publick  burden  of  the  nation's  care  :  I 

*  Now  crown'd,  fome  angry  fadion  to  appeafe;  • 

*  Now  falls  a  vi^Um  to  the  people's  eafe. 

*  From  the  firft  blooming  of  his  ill-taught  youth, 

*  Nourifli'd  in  flatt'ry,  and  eftrang'd  from  truth  j 
'  •  At  home  furrounded  by  a  fervile  crowd, 

*  Prompt  to  abufe,  and  in  detraftion  loud; 

*  Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  fwords,  and  fpears ; 

*  His  very  ftate  acknowledging  his  fear«  } 

'  Marching  amidft  a  thoufand  guards,  he  fliows 

*  His  fecret  terror  of  a  thoufand  foes ; 

,  •  In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  brave, 
^  To  blind  events  and  fickfe  chance  a  flavc  ; 

-,  <  Seeking 
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*  Seeking  to  fettle  what  for  ever  flies, 

*  Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize. 

*  But  he  retiHjj^  with  conqueH  on  his  brow; 
'  Brings  tfraie  mumph,  and  abfolves  the  vow : 
'  The  captive  generals  to  his  car  are  ty'd; 
'  The  jjl^funRtizens'  tumultuous  tide. 
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*  Echttng  his  glory,  gratify  his  pride. 
FWHk  is  this  triumph!  madnefs,  fhouts,  and  noife; 
'  One  great  colleftion  of  the  people's  voice. 

*  The  wretches  he  brings^ack,  in  chains  relate  ^ 
'  *  What  may  to-morrow  be  the  viftor's  fate :                     ' 

*  The  fpoils  and  trophies,  borne  before  him,  fhew  ^ 

*  National  lofs,  and  cpidemick  woe ;  '  /^  .  t 

*  Various  diftrefs,  which  he  and  his  may  knoi^  3 
'  Does  he  not  mourn  the  valiant  thoufands  fl»^;^ 

*  The  heftes,  once  the  glory  of  t^plain^         - 
'  Left  in  the  conflift  of  the  fltal  day, 

*  Or  the  wolPs  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey  ? 

*  Docs  he  not  weep  the  laurel  which  he  wea|^ 

*  Wet  with  the  foldiers  blood  and  widbws  tears! 

*  See,  where  he  comes,  the  darling  of  the  war ! 

*  See  millions  crouding  round  the  gilded  car ! 
'  In  the  vafl  joys  of  this  extatick  hour, 

*  ^d  full  fruition  of  fuccefsful  pow'r,  -  ^ 

'  One  moment  and  one  thought  might  let  him  uran 
'  The  various  tarns  of  life,  and  fickle  ftate  of  man, 
'  Are  the  dire  images  of  fad  diftruft, 
'  And  popular  change,  obfcur'd  amid  the  duft        * 
'  That  rifes  from  thft  vidlor's  rapid  wheel? 

*  Can  the  loud  clarion  or  flirill  fife  repel 

*  The  inward  cries  of  Care  ?  can  Nature's  voice, 

*  Plaintive,  be  drown'd,  or  leffen'd  in  the  noife; 
'  Tho'  fhouts,  as  thunder  loud,  afflift  the  air, 

'  Stun  the  birds,  now  released,  and  Ihake.  the  iv'ry  chair? 

*  Yon  crowd,  (he  might  refled)  yon  joyful  crowd,  $ 
'  Pleas'd  with  my  honours,  in  my  prsdfes  loud, 

%  •  (Should 
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•  (Should  fleeting  ViA'ry  to  tlie  vanquilh'd  go, 
'  Sho4d  ihe  deprefs  my  arms,  and  raife  the  foe) 
'  Woim  for  that  foe  with  equal  ardour  wjk 

•  At  the  high  palace  or  the  crouded  gatc^    0^ 

•  With  relllefs  rage  would  pull  my  ftatucs  down, 

^  And  cafl  the  brafs  anew  to  his  renown.        t^      ^ 
'  O  impotent  defire  of  worldly  fway  !  **  ^ 

•  That  I,  who  make  the  triumph  of  to-day,  W 

•  May  of  to-morrow's  pomp  one  part  appear,  ~ 
f   •  Ghaflly  with  wounds,  and  lifelds  on  the  bier  ? 

•  Then,  (Tilenefs  of  mankind  !)  th«ltof  all  thcfe 

•  Whom  my  dihted  eye  with  labour  fees, 

.  /  Woi||d  one,  alas !  repeat  me  good  or  great, 

•  Wa(h  my  j^Be  bodf ,  or  bewul  my  fate  ? 

'  Or,  majjchV  I  chain'd  behind  the  hoftile  car,  . 

'  The  viflor's  p|^ime,  a|^  the  fport  of  ^var,  * 

•  Would  one,  would  one  his  |fcying  forrow  lend, 

•  Or  be  fo  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  wien^l  ? 

'  Avails  it  lj|»),  O  Reafon,  to  be  wife  ?  ^ 

•  To  fee  thil.cruel  ioBJIie  with  quicker  eyes  ? 

•  To  know  witlv^ore  diftindtion  to  complain, 

•  And  have  fuperior  fenfe  in  feeling  pain  ? 

*  Let  us  revolve,  that  rolli^dth  /Iridl^fteye 

•  Where  fafi^rom  Time  diftingu9h'd  a6lions  lie; 

•  And  judge  if  grpatnefs  be  exempt  from  pain, 

•  Or  pleafure  e^er  may  with  pow'r  remain. 

*  Adam,  great  type,  for  whom  the  world  was  made, 

•  The  f^efl  blefling  to  his  arms  cpnvey'd, 

-  '  A  charming  wife  !  and  air,  and  fea,  Ind  land, 

•  And  all  that  move  therein,  to  his  command 
/  Render'd  obedient :  fay,  my  peniive  Mufe, 

•  What  did  thcfe  golden  promifes  produce  ? 

'  Scarce  tafting  life,  he  was  of  ,Jpy  bereav'd  ; 

•  One  day,  I  thinly  in  Paradife  he  liv*d, 
'  Deftin'd  the  next  his  journey  to  purfue, 

-  *  Where  wounding  thorns  and  curfed  thiftles  grew. 
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'  £re  yet  he  earte  Kfs  hrtt.6y  a-dowB  his  brow,  ^ 

'   Inclin'd  to  earthy  kis  lah^itng  ^eat  muft  flow  ;        M 
'    Kis  limbs  fivft  Wie,  with  daily  Coils  opprdpkl;^  " 

'    Ere  long-wifh'd  night  brings  neceffary  reft :        V 
'    Still  viewing^ith  regret  his  darling  Eve, 

£[e  fdr  Bor  follies  and  his  own  m^ft  grieve. 
itfiw^bg  ft^l  afirefli  their  haplefs  choice, 
His  edkofLfrighted  with  the  imag'd  voice 
Of  Heav'n,'  wien  firft  it  thander'd ;  oft  hit  view 
-Afhtffty  afr  nh6n  the  infant  lightning  flew,  ^  |^ 

J^nd  the  fterU  cherftb  ftojpp'd  the  fatal  road,       ^ 
Arm'd  with  the  flsimes  of  art  ftvenging  God.  * 

His  younger  fon  6n  the  |)oU»ted  g*>vmd, 
Firft-fruit  of  deathti  lies  plamtive  of  JwovitiA  '■ 
Giv'n  b]ii  a^  brother's  hand ;  his  eldeft  birth        '.^ 
Flics,  mark'd  by  Heav'n,  |^#Bgifi>e  o'er  iarth : 
Yet  why  th«f0  fbnows  4>eap'd  npon  the  fire, 
Cecomes  nor  man  noi'  afigel  to  enquire. 

*  Each  age  linn'd  on,  and  guilt  advanc'd  ♦ith  time ; 
^    The  fon  ftill  added  to  the  father's  crime : 

*^    Till  God  arofe  ;  and,  great  in  anger,  faid, 

^*  Lo  !  it  repenteth  me  that  nian  was  made. 

**  Withdraw  thy  light,  thou  fun  1  be  dark,  ye  ikies! 

*'  And,  from  your  defip  abyfs,  ye  waters,  rife  !^ 

*  The  frighted  angels  heard  th*  Almighty  Lord, 

*  And  o'er  the  earth,  from  wrathful  viols,  pour'd 
^  Tempefts  anfl  iormn,  obedient  to  his  word. 

*  Mean  time  his  Providence  to  Noah  gave 

*  The  guard  of  all  thAt  he  defign'd  to  fave : 

*  Exempt  from  gin'ral  doom  the  patriarch  flood, 

*  Contemn'd  the  waves,  and  triumph'd  o'er  the  flood. 
<  Tilt  Wiftds  fall  filent,  and  tht  waves  decreafe  ; 

^  The  dove  brings  quiet,  and  th^  olive  peace : 
'  Yet  ftiU  il$0lie|ri  d^s  iii((r^  fortow  f^el, 
<  Which  faith  alont  forbids  him  to  reveal. 

*  If 
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*  If  on  the  backward  world  his  views  arc  caft, 
'  'TiMeath  difFus'd,  and  univerfal  wafte* 

*  Frefent,  (faiiprofpea !)  can  he  aaght  defcry 
'  But  (wiSt  affefts  his  melancholy  eye) 

*  The  beauties  of  the  ancient  fabrick  loft, 

'  In  chains  of  craggy  hiU^  or  lengths  of  dreary  coaft? 

*  While  to  high  heav'n  his  pious  breathings  turn'd« 

*  Weeping  he  hop'd,  and  facr^ficing  moum'd »  ^    * 
'  When  of  God's  image  only  eight  he  found 

'  Sfiatch'd  frqn  the  wat'ry  grave,  and  ikv'd  from  nations  droi 

*  And  of  ftree  fons,  the  future  hopes  of  earth, 

*  The  feed  whence  empires  mttft  receive  their  birth, 

*  One  he  forefees  excluded  heav'nly  grace, 

*  And  mark'd  with  Sirfes  fatal  to  his  race. 

*  Abraham,  potent  prince,  the  friend  of  God  1 
'  Of  human  ills  muft  bear  the  deflin'd  load; 

*  By  blood  and  battles  muft  his  pow'r  maintain, 

*  And  flay  the  monarchs  ere  he  rules  the  plain  ; 
'Muft  deal  juft  portions  of  a  fervile  life 

*  To  a  proud  handmaid  and  a  peevifh  wife  ; 

*  Muft  with  the  mother  leave  the  weeping  fon, 
'  In  want  to  wander  and  in  wilds  to  groan ; 

«  Muft  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope, 
«  To  trembling  Moriam's  melancholy  top, 
«  Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood, 

*  Deftroy  his  heir,  or  difobey  his  God. 

*  Mofes  beheld  that  God ;  but  how  beheld  ? 
'  The  Deity,  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd, 

'  And  clouded  in  a.deep  abyfs  of  light  ? 

'  While  prefent,  too  fevere  for  human  fight, 

'  Nor  ftaying  longer  than  one  fwift-wing'd  night : 

*  The  following  days,  and  months,  and  years,  decreed 

*  To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  toilfome  deed. 

'  His  youth  with  wants  and  hafflfiiips  muft  engage  ; 

*  Plots  and  rebellions  muft  difturb  hit  age  : 
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Some  Corah  ftill  arofe,  fome  rebel  flavc. 
Prompter  to  fink  the  liate>  than  he  to  fave ;  fk 

And  Ifrael  did  his  rage  fo  far  provoke,  • 

That  what  the  GodHdad  wrote  the  pr&phelD>rQke. 
Hb  voice  fcarca  heard>  his  di£tatfe^  fcarce  beUev*dj 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,  he  Uv'd  ; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  feVerefl  law. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  prothis'd  land  he  {iw* 
«  My  Sitiefs  life  was  one  long  line  of  tare } 
A  fcene  of  danger,  and  a  ftate  of  vl^ar; 
Alarm'd,  es^os'd;  his  childhd'od  muft  engs^ 
The  bear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  rttge; 
By  various  tdrns  his  threaten'd  youth  muft  fear 
Goliah's  lifted  fword,  and  Saul's  emitted  f|tear. 
Forlorn  he  muft,  and  perfecuted,  fly. 
Climb  the  fteep  mountain,  in  the  ca^i  lie; 
And  often  afk,  dtid  be  refbs'd  to  die.    , 
*  For  Hver  from  his  manly  toil  are  kiiown 
The  weight  of  pow'r,  and  anguifh  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue  can  fpeak  the  refUefs  monarch's  ^oedi 
When  God  and  Nathan  were  dedar'd  his  foes  ? 
When  cv'ry  objed  his  offence  revil'd ; 
The  hu(band  murder'd^  4nd  the  wife  defil'd,- 
The  parent's  fins  imprefs'd  upon  the  dying  child  ? 
What  heart  can  think  the  grief  which  he  fuftain'd. 
When  the  king's  crime  brought  vengeance  on  the  land ; 
And  the  ine3co)*able  prophet's  voice 

Gave  famine,  plague,  ot  war,  and  bid  him  fix  bis  choree.    ^ 
He  dy'd ;  and,  oh !  may  no  refle^on  Ihed 
It's  pois'nous  venom  on  the  royal  dead. 
Yet  the  unwilling  truth  muft  be  exprefs'd. 
Which  long  has  kbour^d  in  this  penfive  bread : 
Dying,  he  added  to  my  wdght  of  care ; 
He  made  me  to  his  crimes  tindoubted  heir ; 
Left  his  unfiniih'd  murder  to  his  ion. 
And  Joab's  blood  entail'd  on  Judah't  crown« 

Q^  '  Voung 
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'  Yoang  as  I  was,  I  hafted  to  fulEl 

*  The  cruel  di^tea  of  my  parent's  vill : 
'  Of  hii  fair  deeds  a  diftant  view  I  took, 

«  But  tum'd  the  tube  upon  his  faults  to  look ; 
'  Forgot  his  youthj  ipent  in  his  country's  c^uie, 
'  His  care  of  right,  his  rev'rence  to  the  laws, 

*  But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  folly  trake, 

*  Broken  and  old  in  Bathiheba's  embrace  ; 

*  Could  fol1o.w  him  where'er  he  firay'd  ftom  good« 

*  And  cite  his  fad  example,  whilft  I  trod 

'  Paths  open  to  deceit,  and  track'd  with  blood* 

*  Soon  docile  to  the  (ecret  a£ls  of  ill, 

*  >^th  fmiles  I  could  betray,  widi  temper  kiQ  ; 
'  Soon  in  a  brother  could  a  rival  vi^w, 

*  Watch  all  his  a£b,  and  all  his  ways  purfue  1 
'  In  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  Aed ; 

*  Ambition  and  Revenge  have  certain  fpeed. 

'  E'en  there,  my  foul,  e'en  there  he  fliould  h^ve  &1I# 

*  But  that  my  int'reit  did  my  rage  conceal. 

'  Doubling  my  crime,  I  promife  and  decetvCj 

*  Purpofe  to  flay,  whilft  fwearing  to  forgive. 

*  Treaties,  perfuafions,  ftghs,  and  tears,  are  rain>: 

*  With  a  mean  lye  curs'd  vengeawce  I  fufbdn, 

*  Join  fraud  to  force,  and  policy  to  pow'r, 
'  Till  of  the  deilin'd  fugitive  fecure, 

'  ^  In  iblemn  (late  to  parricide  I  rife, 
^  And,  as  God  lives,  this  day  my  brother  dies^- 

*  Be  witneis  to  my  tears,  cejeftial  Mufe  !    ^ 
^  In  vain  I  would  forget,  in  vain  excufe 
«  Fraternal  blood  by  my  diredion  fpilt ; 

*  In  vaiu  on  Joab's  head  transfer  the  guilt. 
«  The  ^t^di  was  aded  by  the  fubje^'s  hand,^ 

*  The  fword  was  pointed  by  the  Idng's  qopMnand^ 
**  Mine  was  the  .murder ;  it  waj  mine  alo4e : 

*  Years  of  contrition  muftrthe  crime  atone ; 
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*   Nor  can  my  guilty  (M  expeft  reHef 
^   Bnt  from  a  long  finctrity  of  grief.' 

With  an  impeifeft  feancU  and  treftbliag  &eir^  ^ 

{Her  love  of  truth  fttperior  to  her  art) 
Already  the  refle^ttng  Mafe  has  trac'd 
The  mournful  figures  of  my  a6tions  paft^ 
The  peniire  goddefs  has  already  taught 
How  vain  is  hope,  and  how  vexatious  thought!  > 
From  growang  childhood  to  declining  age. 
How  tedious  ev'ry  flep>  how  gloomy  ev'fy  fta^ct. 
This  courfe  of  vanity  jdnoft  compleat^  .  . 

Tir'd  in  the  field  of  life,  I  hope  retreat 
^  the  ftill  fludes  of  death ;  for  dread,  and  paiu^ 
Aiid  grief^  will  find  their  fhafts  elanc'd  in  vain  i 
And  their  points  broke^  retorted  from  the  head, 
jSafe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

*  Yet  tell  me,  frighted  Reafon,  what  is  death? 
'  Blood  only  ftopp'd^  and  interrupted  breath  ? 

'  The  tttmoft  limit  of  a  narrow  fpan, 

'  And  end  of  motioto,  which  iVith  life  began  f 

*  As  finoke  that  rties  from  the  kindling  fires 
'  Is  feen  dds  moment,  and  the  next  expires ; 
'  As  empty  clouds  by  lifing  winds  are  tofs'd, 

'  Their  fleeting  forms  fcarce  fooner  found  than  lot : 
'  So  vaniihes  our  ftate,  fo  pafs  our  days, 
'  So  life  but  opens  now>  and  now  decays  ; 
^  The  cradle  and  the  tomb^  alas  !  fo  nigh, 
'  To  live  is  fcarce  diitingniih*d  from  to  die.* 

*  Cure  of  the  mifer's  wifli,  and  coward's  feat^ 

*  Death  only  ftews  us  what  we  knew  was  ndar. 

*  With  courage,  therefore,  view  the  pointed  hour, 

*  Dread  not  Dtath'i  anger,  bnt  exped  his  pow'r  ; 
'  Nor  Nature's  law  with  fruitlefs  forrow  niourn, 

*  But  die,  O  mortal  man  !  for  thou  wail  bom.* 
Cautious  thro'  doubt,  by  want  of  courage  wiie^ 

To  jCuch  advice  the  reas'ner  ftiU  replies. 
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'  Vet  meafuring  all  the  long  continued  fpace^ 
'  EWry  facceffive  day's  repeated  race, 
f  Since  Time  firft  ftarted  from  his  priftine  goal» 
Till  he  had  reach'd  that  hour  wherein  my  foul^ 
Joined  to  my  body,  fwell'd  the  womb,  I  wa4 
(At  leaft  I  think  k)  nothing:  muft  I  pafs 
Again  to  nothing,  when  this  vital  breath, 
Ceafing,  configns  me  o'er  to  reft  and  death  ? 
Muft  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought !  return 
To  the  cold  marble,  or  contra^d  orn? 
And  never  (hall  thofe  particles  agree. 
That  were  in  life  this  individual  he? 
But  feverM,  muft  they  join  the  general  mafs. 
Thro'  other  forms  and  fhapet  ordain'd  to  pafs. 
Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he  was  ? 
Does  the  Great  Word,  that  gave  him  ienfe,  ordain 
That  life  ihall  never  wake  that  fenfe  again  f 
And  will  no  pow?r  his  finking  fpirits  iave 
From  the  dark  caves  of  deatti,  and  chambers  of  the  gra^ 
*  Each  ev'ning  I  behold  the  fetting  fun 
With  downward  fpeed  into  the  oc^n  run ; 
Yet  the  fame  light  (pafs  bu^  fome  Heeting  hours) 
Exerts  his  vigour,  and  renews  his  pow'rs ; 
Starts  the  bright  race  again  :  his  conftant  flame 
Rifes  and  fets,  returning  ftill  the  fame. 
I  mark  the  various  fury  of  the  winds ; 
Thefe  neither  feafons  guide,  nor  order  binds : 
They  now  dilate,  and  now  contra^  their  force ; 
Various  their  ipeed,  but  endlefs  is  their  courfe. 
From  his  firft  fountain  and  beginning  ouze, 
Down  to  the  (ea  each  brook  and  torrent  flows ; 
Tho'  fnndry  drops  or  leave  or  fwell  the  ftream. 
The  whole  ftill  runs,  with  equal  pace  the  fame ; 
Still  other  waves  fupply  the  riling  urns,  j 

And  the  eternal  flood  no  want  of  water  monrns. 
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^  Why  then  muA  man  obey  the  fad  decree, 
^   Which  fubjefts  neither  fun,  nor  wind,  nor  fea  ? 
*  A  flower,  that  does  with  op'ning  mom  arifc, 
^  And,  flourifliing  the  day,  at  evening  dies ; 
F  A  winged  eaftem  blaft,  juft  fkimming  o'er 
^  The  ocean's  brow,  and  finking  on  the  fhore  ; 
^  A  Bre,  whofe  flames  thro'  crackling  Hubble  fly  ; 
^  A  metpor  fliooting  from  the  fummer  fky ; 
^  A  bowl  a-down  the  bending  mountain  roll'd; 
^  A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fable  told  ; 
y  A  noon-tide  fhadow,  and  a  midnight  dream  ; 
5  Are  embleip3  which>  with  femblance  apt,  proclaim 
^  Our  earthly  courib  :  but,  O  my  foul !  fo  fail 

f  Muft  life  run  off*  and  death  for  ever  laft ! 
^  This  dark  opinion,  fure,  is  too  confin'd  ; 

f  Elfe  whence  this  hope  and  terror  of  the  mind  ? 

f  Docs  fomething  ftill,  and  fomewherc,  yet  remain* 

f  Reward  or  punifliment,  delight  or  pain  ? 

^  Say ;  (hall  our  relicks  fecond  birth  receive  ? 

*  Sleep  we  to  wake,  and  only  die  to  live  ? 

.'  When  the  /ad  wife  has  clos'd  her  hufliand's  cyes» 
f  And  pierc'd  die  echoing  vault  >yith  doleful  cries* 

*  Lies  the  pale  corfe  not  yet  entirely  dead, 
f  The  fpirit  only  from  the  body  fled ; 

*  The  groflTer  part  of  heat  and  motion  void, 

*  To  be  by  fire,  or  worm,  or  time,  deftroy'd  ; 
^  T{ie  foul,  immortal  fubftance^  to  remain 

*  Confcious  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain? 

*  And  if  her  ads  have  been  direfted  well, 

f  While  with  V«r  friendly  clay  ihe  deign'd  to  dwell, 
f  Shall  flic  with  fafcty  reach  her  priftine  feat, 
f  Fin4  her  r^ft  ei^dlefs,  and  her  blifs  compleat? 
f  And  while  the  buried  man  we  idly  mourn, 
f  Do  angels  joy  to  fee  his  better  half  return? 
f  But  if  flic  has  deform'd  this  earthly  life 
f  With  murd'rous  rapine  and  fediiious  ftrife, 

*  Amte*d* 
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*  AmazM,  repulsM,  and  by  thofe  angels  driven 
'  From  the  ethereal  feat  and  blifsfiil  hcav'n, 

'  In  everlailing  darkncfs  mud  (he  lie, 
'  Still  more  unhappy  that  (he  cannot  die  ? 

*  Amid  two  fcas,  on  one  fmall  point  of  land, 

*  Weary 'd,  uncertain,  and  amazM,  we  ftand ; 
'  On  either  fide  our  thoughts  incefiant  turn  ; 

*  Forward  we  dread ;  and  looking  back  we  moam  ; 

*  Lofing  the  prefent  in  this  dubious  hafte, 

*  And  loft  ourfelves  betwixt  the  future  and  the  palL^ 
Thefe  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breaft. 

My  reafon  ftaggering,  and  my  hopes  oppreis'd. 
Once  more/  I  faid^  ^  once  more  I  will  inquire 
What  is  this  little,  agile,  pervious  fire  ; 
This  flatt'ring  motion  which  we  call  the  Mind^ 
How  docs  file  ad?  and  where  is  (t^e  confin'd  ? 
Have  we  the  pow'r  to  guide  her  as  we  pleafe  ? 
Whence  then  thofe  evils  that  obfiru6k  our  eafe  f 
We  happinefs  purfue  ;  we  Ry  from  pain  ; 
Yet  the  purfuit,  and  yet  the  flight  is  vain  j 
And  while  poor  Nature  labours  to  be  blefs'd. 
By  day  with  pleafure,  and  by  night  with  reft, 
Some  ftronger  pow'r  eludes  our  fickly  will, 
Dafiiing  our  rifmg  hope  with  certain  ill ; 
And  makes  us  with  refle«Slive  trouble  fee. 
That  all  is  deftin'd,  which  we  fancy  free. 

•  That  Pow'r  fuperior,  then,  which  rules  our  mind. 
Is  his  decree  by  human  pray'r  inclin'd  ? 
Will  he  for  facrifice  our  forrowi  eafe  ? 
And  can  our  tears  reverfe  his  firm  decrees  ? 
Then  let  religion  aid  where  reafon  fails. 
Throw  loads  of  incenfe  in  to  turn  the  fcales  ; 
And  let  the  filent  fan6luary  ihow 
What  from  the  babbling  fchools  we  may  not  know. 
How  man  may  fliun,  or  bear,  his  dcftin'd  part  of  woe. 
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'  What  ihall  amende  or  what  abfolve  oar  fate  ? 
^    Anxious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  ilate, 

*  3etwiart  infinity  and  nothing ;  bounds^ 

*  Or  boandlefs  terms,  whofe  doubtful  fenfe  confounds  : 

*  Unequal  thought !  whilft  all  we  apprehend 

*  h,  that  our  hopes  mull  rife>  our  forrows  end, 

*  As  our  Creator  deigns  to  be  our  friend.' 
I  faid  :  waA  inilant  bade  the  prieds  prepare 

T*he  ritual  facrificp,  and  folemn  pray'r, 

-fieled  from  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 

•A  hundred  bulls  afccnd  the  facred  way : 
The  artful  youth,  proceed  to  form  the  choir, 

'X'hey  breathe  the  flute,  or  ftrike  the  vocal  wire» 
'JThe  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance, 
*Jrhey  beat  the  timbrel,  and  inflru£i  the  dance : 
X^ollows  the  chofen  tribe,  from  Levi  fprung, 
'C^haunting  by  juft  return  the  holy  fong. 
-^\long  the  choir  in  folemn  ftate  they  pafs'd> 
■The  anxious  king  came  laft. 
M'ht  fadtd  hymn  perlbrm'd,  my  promis'd  vow 
X^  paid ;  and,  bowing  at  the  altar  low, 
^    Father  of  heav'n  V  I  faid,  *  and  Judge  of  earth  1 

^    Whofe  word  call'd  out  this  univerfe  to  birth ; 

*  By  whofe  kind  pow'r,  and  influencing  care, 

*  The  various  creatures  move,  and  live,  and  are  j 

*  But  chafing  once  that  care,  withdrawn  that  pow'r^ 

*  They  move  (alas  !)  and  live,  and  are  no  more  : 

*  Omnifdent  Mafter>  omni-prefent  King, 

*  To  thee,  to  thee,  my  laft  diflrefs  I  bring* 

*  Thou  that  canft  ftill  the  raging  of  the  feas^ 

*  Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bid  the  tempefls  ceaft^ 

*  Redeem  my  fliipwreck'd  foul  from  raging  gufts 
^  Of  cruel  paflion  and  deceitful  lufls ; 

*  From  ftorms  of  rage,  and  dang'roos  rocks  of  pride^  *> 
^  Let  diy  ftrong  hand  this  little  veflel  guide  > 

*  (it  was  thy  hand  that  made  it !)  thro*  thef  tide  3 

•  Impetuous 
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•  Impetuous  of  this  life :  let  thy  command 

•  Direct  my  courfe,  and  bring  me  fafe  to  land. 

*  If,  while  this  wcfary'd  flefh  draws  fleeting  breath; 

•  Not  (atisfy'd  with  life,  afraid  of  death;  - 
'It  haply  be  thy  will  that  I  fhould  know 

•  Glimpfe  of  delight,  or  paufe  from  atl^fious  woe  ; 

•  From  now,  from  inftant  now,  great  Sire  ?  difpel 

•  The  clouds  thit  prefs  my  foiil ;  from  now  reveal 

•  A  gracious  beam  of  light ;  from  now  infpire 

•  My  tongue  to  ling;  my  hand  to  touch  the  Ijrrc  ; 

•  My  open'd  thought  to  joyous  pfofpedls  raife; 
«  And  for  thy  mercy  let  me  (ing  thy  pfaife  : 

«  Or,  if  thy  will  ordains  I  ftill  fliall  wait 

•  Some  new  hereafter,  and  a  future  ftate, 

•  Permit  me  ftfength  my  Weight  of  woe  to  hcarji 

•  And  raife  my  naind  fuperior  |o  my  care. 

•  Let  me,  howe'er  unable  to  explain 

•  The  fecret  labyrinths  of  thy  ways  to  man; 

•  With  humble  zeal  confefs  thy  awful  powV  y 

•  Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  (till  adore  i 

•  So  in  my  conqueft  be  thy  might  declared, 

•  And  for  thy  juftice  be  thy  name  reverM.* 
My  pray'r  fcarce  ended,  a  flupendous  gloom 

Darkens  the  air ;  loud  thunder  fliakes  the  dome: 

To  the  beginning  miracle  fucceed 

An  awful  (ilence  and  religious  dread. 

Sadden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day  ; 

The  facred  wood,  which  on  the  altar  lay^ 

Untouch'd,  unlighted  glows-^— 

Ambrofial  odour,  fuch  as  never  flows 

From  Arab's  gum  or  the  Sabsan  rofe. 

Docs  round  the  air  evolving  fcents  difFufe: 

The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heav'nly  dews* 

Celeftial  mufick  (fuch  Jeflides*  lyre. 

Such  Miriam's  timbrel,  would  in  vain  require) 

Sti 
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Strikes  to  nijr  thought  thro'  my  admiring  ear^ 
^Vith  exufy  too  fine^  and  pleafnre  hard  to  bear: 
JVndy  lo !  what  fees  my  ravifhM  eye !  what  feels 
Mf  wond'ring  ibul  I  an  opening  cloud  reveals 
^n  heav'nly  form  embody'd,  and  array'd 
l^ith  robes  of  lights    I  heard.   The  angel  faid : 
*  Ceaie,  Man,  of  woman  bom,  to  hope  relief, 
'  From  daily  trouble  and  continu'd  grief. 
«  Thy  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind  ; 

*  Supprefs  thy  paAons,  and  prepare  thy  mind. 

*  Free  and  familiar  with  misfortune  grow  ; 
'  Be  us*d  to  fbrrow,  and  inur'd  to  woe. 

*  By  weak'^ing  toil  and  hoary  age  overcome, 

*  See  thy  d^creafe,  and  haften  to  thy  tomb. 

*  Leave  to  thy  children  tumult,  flrife,  and  war^ 
'  Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  of  care : 

'  Send  the  fncceffive  ills  thro'  ages  down, 

*  And  let -each  weeping  father  tell  his  fon, 

'  That«  deeper  ^ruck,  and  more  diflindlly  griev'd, 

*  He  lauft  augment  the  Ibrrows  he  receiv'd. 

'  The  child,  to  whofe  fuccefs  thy  hope  is  bound, 
'  Ere  thou  art  fcarce  interr'd,  or  he  is  crown'd, 
'  To  luft  of  arbitrary  fway  inclin'd, 

*  (That  curfed  poifon  to  the  prince's  mind  ! ) 

*  Shall  from  thy  didtates  and  his  duty  rove, 

'  And  lofe  his  great  defence,  his  people's  love ; 
'  ni-counfell'd,  vanquifh'd,  fugitive,  difgrac'd, 

*  Shall  mourn  the  fame  of  Jacob's  ftrcngth  effac'd  ; 

*  Shall  figh  the  king  diminiih'd,  and  the  crown 

*  With  leflen'd  rays  defcending  to  his  fon  ; 

*  Shall  fee  the  wreaths  his  grandfire  knew  to  reap, 
'  By  a^ve  toil  and  military  fweat, 

'  Pining  incline  their  iickly  leaves,  and  fhed 
'  Their  falling  honours  from  his  giddy  head  5 
'  By  arms  or  pray'r  unable  to  afTuage 

*  Domeftick  horror ;  and  inteftine  rage 

R  •  Shal^ 
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'  Shall  from  the  viAor  and  the  vanqaiih'd  fiar, 
'  From  Ifraers  stnow,  and  from  Jadah's  fpear ; 
'  Shall  caft  his  wesry'd  limbs  on  Jordan's  flood, 
'  By  brothers  arms  diihirb'd,  and  fbon'd  widi  kindred  blooc^ 
'  Hence  labVing  years  fliall  weep  their  deffin'd  nee, 

*  Charg'd  with  ill  omens,  fully'd  wiih  difgrice. 

*  Time,  by  ncceflity  compell'd,  fliall  go 

'  Thro*  fccnes  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe : 
'  The  empire,  leflen*d  in  a  parted  fbeam, 

*  Shall  bfe  it's  courfe*— 

*  Indulge  thy  tears :  the  heathen  fhall  blaiphcinSe  ; 
'  Judah  (hall  fall,  opprefsM  by  grief  and  ihame, 

'  And  men  fhall  from  her  ruins  know  her  fame. 
*  New  Egypts  yet,  and  fecond  bonds  remain; 
'  A  harfher  Pharaoh,  and  a  heavier  chain. 
'  Again,  obedient  to  a  dire  command, 

*  Thy  captive  fons  Ihall  leave  the  PromisM  Land  ; 
'  Their  name  more  low,  their  fenritude  more  vile, 

'  Shall  on  Euphrates'  bank  renew  the  grief  6f  Nile» 
'  Thefe  pointed  fpires  that  wound  the  ambient  tkf^ 

*  (Inglorious  change  !)  (hall  in  deftrufHon  lie 

'  Low,  leveird  with  the  daft ;  their  heights  unknown, 
'  Or  meafur'd  by  their  ruin.     Yonder  dirone, 

*  For  lading  glory  built,  defign'd  the  feat 

»  Of  kings  for  ever  bicfs'd,  for  ever  great, 

*  Remov'd  by  the  invader's  barb'rous  hand^ 
'  Shall  grace  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 

*  The  tyrant  fliall  demand  yon  faaed  load 

*  Of  gold  and  ve(rcls  fet  apart  to  God; 

*  Then,  by  vile  hands  to  common  nfe  debas'd, 
'  Shall  fend  them  flowing  round  his  dronken  feail, 
'  With  facrilcgious  taunt,  and  impious  jeft. 

'  Twice  fourteen  ages  (hall  their  way  compleat ; 
'  Empires  by  Various  turns  (hall  rife  and  (et : 
'  While  thy  abandon'd  tribes  (hall  only  know 

*  A  different  matter,  and  a  change  of  woe  j  ,  .. 

*  With 
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^  With  downcaft  eye-lids,  aiid  with  looks  aghaft, 
^  Shall  dread  the  future,  or  bewail  the  paft. 
*  AfRi£led  Ifrael  &all  fit  weeping  down, 

*  Faft  by  the.ftreams  where  BabePs  waters  run; 

^  Their  harps  upon  the  neighboring  willows  hung, 

*  Nor  joyous  hymn  encouraging  their  tongue, 

^  Nor  chearful  dance  their  feet ;  with  toil  opprefs'd, 

*  Their  weary'd  limbs  afpiring  but  to  reft. 

*  In  the  refleftive  ftream  the  fighing  bride, 

*  Viewing  her  charms  impair'd,  abafh'd  (hall  hide 

*  Her  penfiye  he^d ;  and  in  her  languid  face 

*  The  bridegroom  (hall  forefee  his  lickly  race; 

*  While  ponderous  fetters  vex  their  clofe  embrace. 
^  With  irkfbme  anguifh  then  your  priefts  (hall  mourn 
^  Their  long-negleded  feafts  defpair'd  return, 

*  And  (ad  oblivion  of  their  fblemn  days : 

*  Thenceforth  their  voices  they  (hall  only  raife, 

*  Louder  to  weep.     By  day,  your  frighted  feers 

*  Shall  call  for  fountains  to  exprefs  their  tears, 

*  And  wi(h  their  eyes  were  floods :  by  night,  from  dreams 

*  Of  opening  gulphs,  blade  f^orms,  and  raging  flames, 
'  Starting  amaz'd>.(hall  to  the  people  fliew 

*  Emblems  of  heav'nly  wrath,  and  myitick  types  of  w«e« 
'  The  captives,  as  their  tyrant  fliall  require 

*  That  they  (hould  breathe  the  fong,  and  touch  the  lyre, 

*  Shall  fay,  *'  Can  Jacob's  fervile  race  rejoice/ 
*'  Untun'd  the  mufxck,  and  difns*d  the  voice  ? 

"  What  can  we  play  ?"  they  (hall  difcourfe  ;  **  how  (ing 

''  In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  barb'rous  king  ? 

''  We  and  oar  fathers,  from  our  childhood  bred 

"  To  watch  the  cruel  viftor's  eye,  to  dread 

^*  The  arbitrary  lai(h,  to  bend,  to  grieve, 

''  (Out-caft  of  portal  race !)  can  we  conceive 

**  Image  of  aught  delightful,  foft,  or  gay  ? 

*'  Alas !  wlien  we  have  toil'd  the  bngfome  ^ay, 

R  z  "  The 
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**  The  fulkfl  blifs  our  hearts  afpire  to  know, 
**  Is  but  fome  interval  fVom  adive  woe ; 
*'  In  broken  rtfl  and  ftartling  fleep  to  mourn, 
**  Till  morn  the  tyrant  and  the  fconrge  return. 
"  Bred  up  in  grief,  can  plealure  be  our  theme  ? 
*'  Our  endlefs  anguKh  does  not  Nature  claim  ? 
^*  Reafon  and  forrow  are  to  us  the  fame. 
*'  Alas !  with  wild  amazement  we  require 
«'  If  idle  Folly  was  not  Pleafure's  (ire  ? 
**  Madncfs,  we  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  birth 
**  To  grinning  Laughter  and  to  frantick  Mirth.** 
*  This  is  the  feries  of  perpetual  woe, 

*  Which  thou,  alas !  and  thine,  are  born  to  know. 

*  Illuftrious  wretch  !  repine  not,  nor  reply; 

*  View  not  what  Heav'n  ordains  with  Reafon's  eye^    * 
'  Too  bright  the  obje£t  is,  the  diftance  is  too  high. 

*  The  man  who  would  refolye  the  work  of  Fate, 

*  May  limit  number,  and  make  crooked  ftraighl ; 

*  Stop  thy  enquiry,  then,  and  curb  thy  fenfe, 
'  Nor  let  duft  argue  with  Omnipotence. 
'  'Tis  God  who  muil  difpofe  ;  and  man  fuftain, 
'  Born  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain  : 

*  Thy  fum  of  life  muft  his  decrees  fiilfil ; 

*  What  derogates  from  his  command,  is  ill, 
'  And  that  alone  is  good  which  centres  in  his  will. 

'  Yet  th4t  thy  lab'ring  fenfes  may  not  droop, 
'  IfO^  to  delight,  and  deflitute  of  hope ; 

*  Remark  what  I,  God's  meflenger,  aver, 

*  From  him  who  neither  can  deceive  nor  err. 

?  The  land,  at  length  rcdeem'd,  (hall  ceafc  to  mouros 
^  Shall  from  her  fad  c-aptivity  return* 

*  Sion  (hall  raife  her  long-dejefted  headj 

^  And  in  her  courts  the  law  again  be  read..  ' 
^  Again  the  glorious  Temple  ftiall  arifc,  ^ 
f  And  with  nevy  luftre  pierce  the  neighboring  flues.  * 

•  Th^ 
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The  promised  feat  of  empire  (hall  again 

*  Cover  the  mountain,  and  command  the  plain  ; 

'    And,  from  .thy  rate  diftingnifhM,  One  ihall  fpring. 
Greater  in  a£t  than  vi£tor,  more  than  king 

*  Jn  dignity  and  pow'r ;  fent  down  from  hea v'n 

*  To  fuccour  earth.     To  Him,  to  Him  'tis  giv'n, 

•  Paffion,  and  care,  and  anguifh,  to  deftroy. 

•  Thro*  Him,  foft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy, 

•  Perpetual  o'er  the  world  redcem'd  ihall  flow ! 

•  No  more  may  man  enquire,  nor  angel  know« 

*  Now,  Solomon !  rememb'ring  who  thou  art, 

*  A6t  thro'  thy  rtmnant  life  the  decent  part. 

*  Go  forth  ;  be  ftrong  ;  with  patience  and  with  ca» 

*  Perform  and  fuffer  1  to  thyfelf  fcvere, 

*  Gracious  to  others,  thy  defires  fopprefs'd, 

*  DifFus'd  thy  virtues ;  firft  of  mcin !  be  belt 
'  Thy  fum  of  duty  let  two  words  contain ; 

*  O  may  they  graven  in  thy  heart  remain !  -f 

*  Be  humble,  and  be  jufti'    The  angel  faid  ; 
With  upward  (peed  his  agile  wings  he  fpread; 
Whilft  on  the  holy  ground  I  proftrate  lay. 

By  various  doubts  impell'd,  or  to  obey. 
Or  to  objed  :  at  length  (my  mournful  look 
Heav'n-ward  eTc&)  determin'd,  thus  I  fpoke^ 
'  Supreme,  all-wife,  eternal  Potentate  ! 

*  Sole  Author,  fole  Difpofer  of  our  fate  ! 
<  Enthron'd  in  light  and  lilniortality ! 

*  Whom  no  man  fully  fees,  and  none  can  fee! 
^  Original  of  Beings !  Power  Divine  ! 

^  Since  that  I  live,  and  that  I  think,  is  ihinp  ; 

*  Benign  Creator !  let  thy  plallick  hand 

^  Difpofe  it's  own  efFe£l :  let  thy  command 

*  Reftore,  Great  Father,  thy  inftrufted  foa, 

*  Ai^d  v^  iny  aft  ^ay  Thy  great  Will  be  4o^e!* 

FDWIN 
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EDWIN    AND    EMMA. 

BY    MR.    MALL£T» 

FAR  in  the  wiinliDgs  of  a  vale, 
Fjift  hj  a  (hditeniig  wood^ 
1  be  fafe  retreat  of  Health  and  Peace, 
An  humble  cottage  flood : 

There  beauteous  Emma  flourifli'd  fiur 

Beneath  a  mother's  eye  ;   . 
Whofe  only  wiOi  on  earth  was  now 

To  (ee  her  bleis'd,  and  die. 

The  foftefl  blu/Ii  that  Natnre  fpreads. 

Gave  colour  to  her  cheek  : 
Such  orient  colour  fmiles  thro'  hear'n^ 

When  vernal  mornings  break. 

Nor  let  the  pride  of  great  ones  fcom 

This  charmer  of  the  plains : 
That  fun,  who  tnds  their  diamond  blaae» 

To  paint  our  lily  deigns. 

Long  had  (he  filPd  each  yHth  with  loyiiy 

Each  maiden  with  defpair  ; 
And  tho'  by  all  a  wonder  own'd. 

Yet  knew- not  fhe  was  fair  : 

Till  Edwin  came,  the  pride  of  fwaitts^ 

A  foul  devoid  of  art ; 
And  from  whofe  eye,  ferencly  mlM>    '■\    j 

Shone  forth  the  feeling  heait. 


A  mntul 
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A  motttal  flame  was  quickly  caaght ; 

Was  quickly  too  reveal'd ; 
For  neither  bo/bm  lodg'd  a  wifh 

That  virtae  keeps  coaceal'd. 


What  ha|»pj  hoort  of  home-felt  bUft 

Did  love  on  both  beftow  ! 
Sat  bliG  too  mighty  long  to  lalt. 

Where  Fortone  prores  a  foe. 

His  iifter,  who,  like  Envy  form'd. 

Like  her  in  mifchief  joyM, 
To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  ikilU 

Each  darker  art  emplo3r*d« 

The  Father  too,  a  fordid  man. 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew. 
Was  all  unfeeling  as  the  clod 

From  whence  his  riches  grew* 

Long  had  he  ieen  their  fecret  flame. 

And  ieen  it  long  anmovM  ; 
Then  with  a  father's  frown  at  laft 

Had  flemly  difapprov'di 

In  Edwin's  gentle  heart,  a  war 
,    Of  different  paffions  flrove : 
ifis  heart,  that  dnrfl  not  difobey. 
Yet  coirld  not  ceafe  to  love. 

l>enyM  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 

The  fpreading  hawthorn  trept; 
To  fnatck  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpot 

Whei|^Gmna  walk'd  and  wept. 

Oft, 
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Oft,  too,  on  Stancmore's  wint'ry  wafte^ 
ficneath  the  moon -light  Ihadc, 

In  fighs  to  pour  his  foften'd  foul. 
The  midnight  moarner  ftray'd. 

Hb  cheek,  where  health  with  beauty  glowM, 

A  deadly  pale  o'ercaft : 
So  fades  the  frefh  rofe  in  it's  prime. 

Before  the  northern  blall* 

The  parents  now,  wth  late  remorfe. 

Hung  o'er  his  dying  bed  ; 
And  wearied  Heaven  with  fruitlefs  vows. 

And  fruitlefs  fcrrow  ihed. 

*  *Tis  paft  !'  he  cry'd  ;  *  but  if  your  fools 

•  Sweet  merc)'  yet  can  move, 
'Let  thefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold 

«  What  they  muft  ever  love  1* 

She  came ;  his  cold  hand  fofily  touched. 
And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear : 

Fafl-falling  o'er  the  primrofe  pale. 
So  morning  dews  appear. 

But,  oh  !  his  {iiler's  jealoas  care, 

(A  cruel  filler  fhe  !) 
Forbade  what  Emma  came  to  fay  ; 

•  My  Edwin,  live  for  me  I* 

Now  homeward  as  (he  hopelefs  wept 

The  church-yard  path  along. 
The  blaft  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  fcream'd  • 

Her  lover's  funeral  fong,  •   .^ 


Amid 
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Amid  the  falling  gloom  of  night. 

Her  ftartKng  fancy  found 
In  ev'ry  bufli  his  hov'ring  (hade. 

His  groan  in  ev'ry  found. 

Alone,  appaird,  thus  had  ihe  pafs'd 
The  vifionary  vale— 
•    When  lo  !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear. 
Sad  founding  in  the  gale  1 

Jufl  then  fhe  reach'd,  with  trembling  flep. 
Her  aged  mother's  door : 

•  He's  gone  I'  fhe  cry'd  ;  and  I  Ihall  fee 

*  That  angel-face  jio  more ! 

*  I  feel,  I  feel,  this  breaking  heart 

*  Beat  high  againft  my  fide  ! — 

From  her  white  arm  down  funk  her  head, 
Sb£  ihivering  Agh'd,  and  died. 


NEWMARKET. 

A      SATI  RE. 
BY    THOMAS    WARTON,    M.  A. 

TTT I S  country's  hope,  when  now  the  blooming  heir 
JTl  Has  left  the  parent's,  or  the  guardian's  care  : 
Jond  to  poflefs,  yet  eager  to  deftroy  ; 
'  Of  each  vaTn  youth,  fay,  what's  the  darling  joy  ? 
Of  each  fond  frolick  what  the  fource  and  end  ? 
His  fole  and  firft  ambition  what  ? — to  fpend. 

Some  fquires,  to  Gallia's  cooks  moft  dainty  dupes, 
■  "Melt  manors  iu  ragouts,  or  drown  in  foups : 

S  This 
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This  coxcomb  doats  on  fidlers,  till  he  fee^ 
His  mortgaged  mountains  deflitute  of  trees  ; 
Convinc'd  too  late,  that  modem  ilrains  can  move, 
Witii  mightier  foice  than  thofe  of  Greece,  the  grove 
In  headlefs  ftatues  rich,  and  ufelcfs  urns, 
Marmoreo  from  the  claflick  tour  returns ; 
So  poor  the  wretch  of  current  coii),  you'd  laugh- 
He  cares  not — if  his  Caefars  •  be  but  fafc. 
Some  tread  the  flfppery  paths  of  love's  delights  $ 
Thefe  deal  the  cards,  or  fhake  the  box  at  White's. 
To  different  pleafures  different  taftes  incline. 
Nor  the  fame  fea  receives  the  rufhing  fwine. 
Tho'  drunk  alike  with  Circe's  poifonous  bowl. 
In  feparate  flic  s  the  mimick  monfters  roll. 

But  would  ye  learn,  ye  leifure-Ioving  fquires. 
How  beft  you  may  difgrace  your  prudent  fu'es ; 
How  fooneft  foar  to  fafh  ion  able  Ihame, 
Be  damn'd  at  once  to  ruin,  and  to  fame  ; 
By  hands  of  grooms  ambitious  to  be  crown'd, 
O  greatly  dare  to  tread  Olympick  ground  ! 
Where  fam'd  Newmarket  fprcads  her  tempting  plain. 
There  let  the  chofen  fteed  victorious  ftrain ;        ' 
Where  not  (as  erft  was  fung  in  manly  lays)* 
Men  fly  to  different  ends  thro'  different  ways  ; 
Thro'  the  fame  path,  to  the  fame  goal  ye  ruu. 
And  are,  at  once,  undoing  and  undone  ; 
forfeit,  forget,  friends,  honour,  and  eflate, 
Lofe  all  at  once — for  what  ? — to  win  the  plate  ; 
All  are  betray'd,  and  all  alike  betray, 
.  To  your  own  beafts,  Aftaeoh-Iike,  a  prey. 

What  dreams  of  conqueft  flufh'd  Hilario's  bread. 
When  the  good  knight  at  lail  retir'd  to  reft ! 
Behold  the  youth  with  new-felt  rapture  mark 
Each  pleafirig  profpeft  of  the  fpacious  Park ; 

•  Antique  medals. 
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That  Park,  where  beauties  undiiguis'd  engage 

Thofe  beauties  lefs  the  work  of  art  than  age ; 

In  fimple  ftate,  where  genuine  Nature  wears 

Her  venerable  drefs  of  ancient  years ; 

Where  all  the  charms  of  chance  with  order  meet^    ' 

The  rude,  the  gay,  the  graceful,  and  the  great» 

Here  aged  oaks  uprear  their  branches  hoar. 

And  form  dark  groves,  which  Druids  might  adore  ^ 

Pride  and  fupport  of  Britain's  conq'ring  crofs. 

Which  diftant  ancedors  faw  crown'd  with  mofs  : 

With  meeting  boughs,  and  deep'ning  to  the  view> 

Here  fhoots  the  broad  umbrageous  avenue ; 

Here  various  trees  compofe  a  chequer'd  fcene. 

Glowing  in  gay  diverfities  of  green  ; 

There  the  full  ftream,  through  intermingling  gladc«i 

Shines  a  broad  lake,  or  falls  in  deep  cafcades. 

Nor  wants  there  hazle  copfe,  or  beechen  lawn. 

To  chear  with  fun,  or  (hade  the  bounding  fawn. 

And  fee  the  good  old  feat,  whofe  Gothick  tow'r« 
Awful  emerge  from  yonder  tufted  bow*rs ; 
Whofe  rafter'd  hall  the  crouding  tenants  fed. 
And  dealt  to  age  and  want  their  daily  bread  : 
Where  gartered  knights,  with  peerlefs  beauties  join'd. 
At  high  and  folemn  feftivals  have  din*d ; 
Prefenting  oft  fair  Virtue's  fhining  tafk. 
In  myilick  pageantries,  and  moral  mafque  *• 
Bat  vain  all  ancient  praife,  or  boafts  of  birth. 
Vain  all  the  palms  of  old  heroick  worth  ! 
At  once  a  bankrupt,  and  a  profperous  heir, 
Hilario  bets— park,  houfe,  diflblve  in  air  ! 

*  It  was  a  fa/hionable  pradlke  among  our  ancient  nobility  and  gentry,  of' 
koth  fexcs,  to  perform  pcrfonally  in  entertainments  of  this  kind.  Nothing 
toold  be  a  more  delightful  or  rational  method  of  fpending  an  evening  than 
*!»•«•  Milton's  Comus  was  thus  exhibited  at  Ludlow  Caftle,  in  the  year  1631. 
S«t  Ben  Johnfon's  Mafques. 

S  2  With 
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With  antique- armour  hung,  high  trophy 'd  rooms 
Dcfcend  to  gameflers,  proflitutes,  and  grooms. 
He  fees  his  fleeUclad  fires,  and  mothjcrs  mild,. 
Who  bravely  (hook  the  lance,  or  fweetly  fmil'd ; 
All  the  fair  feries  of  the  whifker'd  race, 
Whofe  pi£lur'd  forms  the  ftately  gallery  grace  ; 
Debas'd,  abus'd,  the  price  of  ill-got  gold. 
To  deck  Tome  tavern  vile,  at  audlions  fold. 
The  parifli  wonders  at  th'  unopening  door. 
The  chimnies  blaze,  the  tables  groan  no  more. 
Thick  weeds  around  th*  untrodden  courts  arife. 
And  all  the  focial  fcene  in  filence  lies. 
Himfelf,  the  lofs  politely  to  repair. 
Turns  atlieift,  fidler,  highwayman,  or  player. 
At  length,  the  fcorn,  the  fhame  of  man  and  God, 
Is  doom'd  to  rub  the  deeds  that  once  he  rode  I 

Ye  rival  youths,  your  golden  hopes  how  vaiir. 
Your  dreams  of  thoufands  on  the  lifted  plain  ! 
Not  more  fantaftick  Sancho's  *  airy  ccurfe,  ' 
When  madly  mounted  on  the  magick  horfe. 
He  pierc'd  heav'n's  opening  fpheres  with  dazzled  eyes. 
And  feem'd  to  foar  in  vifionary  fkies. 
Nor  lefs,  I  ween,  precarious  is  the  meed 
Of  youhg  adventurers  on  the  Mufe's  fteed  : 
For  poets  have,  like  you,  their  deftin'd  round  ; 
And  ours  is  but  a  race  on  claffick  ground. 

Long  time,  foft  fon  of  patrimonial  eafe, 
Hippolitus  had  eat  iirloins  in  peace : 
Had  quafF'd  fecure,  unvex'd  by  toils  or  ftrife. 
The  mild  Oftober  of  a  rural  life  ; 
Long  liv'd  with  calm  domeftick  conquefts  crown'd. 
And  kill'd  his  game  on  fafe  paternal  ground. 
As  bland  he  pufF'd  the  pipe  o'er  weekly  news. 
His  bofom  kindles  with  fublimer  views. 

•  Clavileno.  ,  See  Don  Quixote* 

Lo! 
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Lo  !  there,  thy  triumphs,  TaafF;  thy  palms,  Portmore ; 

Tempt  him  to  rein  the  fteed,  and  flake  his  ftore. 

Like  a  new  bruifer  on  Broughtonick  fand. 

Amid  the  lifts  our  hero  takes  his  ftand  ; 

Suck'd  by  the  (harper,  to  the  peer  a  prey. 

He  rolls  his  eyes,  that  witnefs  huge  difmay  ; 

When  lo  !  the  chance  of  one  unlucky  heat 

Strips  him  of  game,  ftrong-beer,  and  fweet  retreat. 

How  aukward  now  he  bears  difgrace  and  dirt. 

Nor  knows  the  poor's  laft  refuge,  to  be  pert. 

Th^  fhiftlefs  beggar  bears  of  ills  the  word ; 

At  once  with  dulneG,  and  with*  hunger  cursM. 

And  feels  the  taftelefs  breaftcqueftrian  fires  ?    , 
And  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  in  graver  fquires  ? 

In  all  attempts,  but  for  their  country,  bold, 
Britain,  thy  confcript  counfellors  behold  t 
(For  fome,  perhaps,  by  fortune  favour'd  yet. 
May  gain  a  borough  by  a  lucky  bet;) 
Smit  with  the  love  of  the  laconick  boot. 
The  cap  and  wig  fuccindt,  the  filken  fuit. 
Mere  modern  Phaetons  ufurp  the  reins. 
And  fcour  in  rival  race  Newmarket's  plains. 
See,  fide  by  fide,  the  Jockey  and  Sir  John, 
Difcufs  th'  important  point — of  fix  to  one. 
For  O,  my  Mufe,  the  deep-felt  blifs  how  dear. 
How  great  the  pride,  to  gain  a  Jockey's  ear  !      ^ 

See,  like  a  routed  hoft,  with  headlong  pace. 
Thy  members  pour  amid  the  mingling  race  ! 
All  afk,  what  crowds  the  tumults  could  produce  ; 
•  Is  Bedlam  or  the  Commons  all  broke  loofc  r' 
Such  noife  and  nonfenfe,  betting,  damning,  finking. 
Such  emphafis  of  oaths,  and  claret-drinking  ! 
Like  fchool-boys  freed,  they  run  as  chance  directs. 
Proud  from  a  well-bred  thing  to  rifque  their  necks. 
The  warrior's  fear  not  half  fo  graceful  fcems. 
As,  at  Newmarket,  diflocated  limbs. 

Thy 
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Thy  fages  hear,  amid  th*  admiring  crowd 
Adjudge  the  flakes,  moft  eioquently  loud  : 
With  critick  fkill,  o'er  dubious  bets  prefide. 
The  low  difpute,  or  kindle,  or  decide  ; 
All  empty  wifdom,  and  judicious  prate. 
Of  dillanc*d  horfcs,  gravely  fix  the  fate. 
Guide  the  nice  conduct  of  a  daring  match. 
And  o'er  th'  equeftrian  rights  with  care  paternal  watch. 

Mean  time,  no  more  the  mimick  patriots  rife. 
To  guard  Britannia's  honour,  warm  and  wife  : 
No  more  in  fenates  dare  aflert  her  laws. 
Nor  pour  the  bold  debate  in  freedom's  caufe ; 
Negleft  the  counfels  of  a  finking  land. 
And  know  no  rofh-um,  but  Newmarket's  fland  •- 

Are  thefe  the  fage  directive  powers,  defign'd. 
With  the  nice  fearch  of  a  fagacious  mind. 
In  judgment's  fcales  the  fate  of  realms  to  weigh, 
Britannia's  intereft,  trade,  and  laws  furvey  ? 
O  fay,  when  leaft  their  fapient  fchemes  are  crofs'd, 
,  Or  wlien  a  nation,  or  a  match  is  lofl  ? 
Who  dams  and  fires  with  more  exa6lnefs  trace. 
Than  of  their  country's  kings  the  facred  race ; 
Think  London  journies  are  the  worfl  of  ills. 
And  fet  their  hands  to  articles  for  bills  ; 
Strangers  to  all  hiflorians  fage  relate. 
Theirs  are  the  memoirs  of  th'  equeftrian  ftate  ; 
Unfki  I'd  in  Albion's  pafl  and  prefent  views. 
Who  Cheney's  f  records  for  Rapin  perufe. 

Go  on,  brave  youths,  till,  in  fome  future  age. 
Whips  fhall  become  the  fenatorial  badge  ; 

*  A  kind  of  fcaffold,  where  is  held  a  confiftory,  made  np  of  feveral  rciy 
eminent  gentlemen,  for  determining  doubtful  cafes  in  the  race,  Sccm  Tlii* 
place  might  not  improperly  be  called  a  Pandaemonium* 

-f-  The  accurate  and  annual  author  of  aa  hiftoricai  lift-  of  the  running- 
hoifes,  Arc. 

•       TiU 
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Till  England  fee  her  thronging  fcnators 
Meet  all  at  Weflminfter,  in  boots  and  fpurs : 
See  the  whole  houfe,  with  mutual  frenzy  mad. 
Her  patriots  all  in  leathern  breeches  clad ; 
Of  bets,  for  taxes,  learnedly  debate. 
And  guide,  with  equal  reins,  a  ftced  and  ftate. 

How  would  a  virtuous  Houhnhym  *  neigh  difdain. 
To  fee  his  brethren  brook  th'  imperious  rein ; 
Bear  llavery's  wanton  whip,  or  galling  goad. 
Smoke  thro'  the  glebe,  or  trace  the  deftin'd  road  ; 
And  robb'd  of  manhood  by  the  murderous  knife, 
Suftain  each  fordid  toil  of  fervile  life. 
Yet  O,  what  rage  would  touch  his  generous  mind. 
To  fee  his  foas,  of  more  than  mortal  kind ; 
A  kind,  with  each  ingenuous  virtue  blcfs'd. 
That  fills  the  prudent  head,  or  valorous  breaft  ; 
Afford  diverfion  to  that  monfter  bafe. 
That  meaneft  fpawn  of  man's  half-monkey  race. 
In  whom  pride,  av'rice,  ignorance  confpire— 
That  hated  animal,  a  Yahoo  fquire  ! 

How  are  th'  adventurers  of  the  Britifh  race 
Changed  from  the  choien  cliiefs  of  ancient  days  ; 
Who,  warm'd  with  genuine  glory's  honeft  thirft,  • 
Divinely  labour'd  in  the  Pythian  duft. 
Theirs  was  the  wreath  that  lifted  from  the  throng. 
Theirs  was  the  Theban  bard's  recording  fong. 
Mean  time,  to  manly  emulation  blind. 
Slaves  to  each  vulgar  vice  that  ftains  the  mind. 
Our  Britifh  Therons  iffue  to  the  race, 
Df  their  own  generous  courfers  the  difgracc, 
What  tJio'  the  grooms  of  Greece  ne'er  took  the  odds, 
'jThey  won  no  bets — but  then  they  foar'd  to  gods ; 
And  more  an  Hiero's  palm,  a  Pindar's  ode, 
'Xhaa  all  th'  united  plates  of  George  beflow'd. 


•  Vide  Gulliver's  Travels,  voyage  to  the  Houhnhyms. 
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Greece  !  how  I  kindle  at  thy  magick  name. 
Feci  all  thy  warmth,  and  catch  the  kindred  flame  I 
Thy  folemn  fcenes  and  awful  vifions  rife. 
In  ancient  grace,  before  my  mufmg  eyes. 
Here  Sparta's  fons  in  mute  attention  hang. 
While  {age  Lycurgus  pours  the  mild  harangue : 
There  Xerxes*  hoft,  all  pale  with  deadly  fear. 
Shrink  at  her  fated  hero's  *  flalhing  fpear. 
Here,  hung  with  many  a  lyre  of  filver  ttring. 
The  laurcat  walks  of  fweet  Uiflus  fpring  : 
And  lo  !  where,  rapt  in  beauty's  heavenly  dream. 
Hoar  Plato  walks  his  oliv'd  Academe. 

Yet,  ah  !  no  more  the  feat  of  arts  and  arms 
Delights  with  wiidom,  or  with  virtue  warms. 
Lo  I  the  ftem  Turk,  with  more  than  Gothick  rage. 
Has  blaftcd  all  the  bays  of  ancient  age  : 
No  more  her  groves  by  facred  feet  are  trod. 
Each  Attick  Grace  has  left  the  lov'd  abode. 
Fall'n  is  fair  Greece  !  by  Luxury's  pleafing  bane 
Seduc'd,  (he  drags  a  barb'rous  foreign  chain. 

Britannia,  watch  !   O  trim  thy  with'ring  bays  ! 
Kcmember  thou  haft  rival'd  Graecia's  praife. 
Great  nurfe  of  works  divine  !  Yet,  oh,  beware  ! 
Left  thou  the  fate  of  Greece,  my  country,  fhare. 
Recal  thy  wonted  worth  with  confcious  pride  : 
Thou  too  haft  feen  a  Solon  in  a  Hyde ; 
Haft  bade  thine  Edwards  and  thine  Henrys  rear. 
With  Spartan  fortitude,  the  Britifti  fpear  ; 
Alike  haft  feen  thy  fons  deferve  the  meed^ 
Or  of  the  moral,  or. the  martial  deed. 

•  Leonidas. 
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AN       ELEGY* 
BY    MR.     MICKLE; 

Quo4  tibi  vitse  fors  detraxit, 
'  ^ama  adjiclet  poftiiuma  latidi ) 
Noftris  longum  tu  dolor  et  honor.  bvch* 

THE  balmy  Zephyrs  o'er  the  woodland  ftray^ 
And  gently  Mr  the  bofom  of  the  lake : 
The  fawiis  that  panting  in  the  covert  lay> 
Now  thro*  the  gloomy  park  their  revels  take. 

Pale  rife  the  tugged  hills  that  fkjrt  the  north. 
The  wood  glows  yellow'd  by  the  evening  rays; 

Silent  and  beauteous  flows  the  filver  Forth, 
And  Aman  murmuring  thro'  the  willows  ftrays; 

But,  ah  !  .What  means  this  filence  in  the  grove. 
Where  oft  the  wild  notes  footh'd  the  love-fick  boy  ? 

Why  ceafe  in  Mary's  Bower  the  fongs  of  Love; 
The  fongs  of  Love,  of  Innocence,  and  Joy  ? 

When  bright  the  lake  reflefts  the  fetting  ray. 
The  fportive  virgins  tread  the  flow'ry  greeii ; 

Here  by  the  raobii,  full  oft  in  chearful  May, 
The  merry  bride-maids  at  the  dance  are  feen. 

But  who  thefe  nymphs,  that  thro'  the  copfe  appear, 

In  /-obes  of  white  adorn'd  with  violet  blue  ? 
Fondly  with  purple  flow'rs  they  deck  yon  bier, 

A/id  wave  in  folemn  pomp  the  boughs  of  yew. 

T  Supreme 
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Sapreme  in  grief,  her  eye  confus'd  with  woCj 

Appears  the  lady  of  th'  aerial  train; 
Tall  as  the  fylvan  goddefs  of  the  bow. 

And  fair  as  (he  who  w^pt  Adonis  flain. 

Such  was  the  pomp  when  Gilead*s  virgin  band, 
Wand'ring  by  Judah's  flow'ry  mountains,  wept ; 

And  with  fair  Iphis,  by  the  hallow'd  ftrand 
Of  Siloe's  brook,  a  mournful  fabbath  kept. 

By  tke  refplendent  crofs  with  thifUes  twin'd, 
'Tis  Mary's  guardian  Genius  loft  in  woe: 

<  Ah !  fay,  what  deeped  wrongs  have  thus  combined 
'  To  heave  with  refilefs  fighs  thy  bread  of  fnow ! 

«  O  ftay,  ye  Dryads,  nor  uniinifliM  fly 

*  Your  folemn  rites ;  here  comes  no  foot  prophase: 
'  The  Mnfds'  fon,  and  hallowed  is  his  eye, 

'  Implores  your  flay,  implores  to  join  the  ftrain! 

'  See,  from  her  cheek  the  glowing  life-blnfh  flies  ; 
'  Alas,  what  faultering  founds  of  woe  be  thefe  I 

*  Ye  nyn^phs,  who  fondly  watch  her  languid  eyes^ . 

*  O  fay,  what  mnflck  will  h6r  foul  appeafe  !* 

*  Rcfound  the  folemn  dirge,'  the  nymphs  reply, 

*  And  let  the  turtles  moan  in  Mary's  Bdw*r; 

*  Let  Grief  indulge  her  grand  fubUmityi 

*  And  Melancholy  wake  her  melting  pow'r : 

«  For  Art  has  triumph'd  ;  Art,  that  never  flood 

*  On  Honour's  fide,  or  gen'rous  tranfport  Icnew, 
"    *  Has  dy'd  it's  haggard  hands  in' Mary's  blood, 

*  And  o'er  her  fame  has  breath'd  it's  blighting  dew. 
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'  But  come«  ye  nymphs;  ye  woodland  fpirits,  come ; 

*  And  with  funereal  flow'rs  your  trefles  braid: 

•  'Wiile  in  this  hallow'd  grove  we  raife  the  tomb^ 
^  And  confecrate^the  fong  to  Mary's  ihade. 

*  O  iing  what  fmiles  her  youthful  morning  wore ! 
'  Her*s  cv*ry  charm,  and  en^ry  lovelieft  grace : 
^  When  Nature's  happieft  touch  could  add  no  more» 

*  Heaven  lent  an  angel's  beauty>to  her  face* 

•  O !  whether  by  the  mofs-grown  bufhy  dell, 

'  Where  from  the  oak  depends  the  mifletoe^ 
^  Where  creeping  ivy  (hades  the  Druid's  celU 
^  Wherd  from  the  rock  the  gurgling  waters  flow  ; 

♦  Or  whether  fportive  o'er  the  cowflip  beds, 

'  Ypu  thro'  the  fairy  dales  of  Teviot  glide; 

*  Or  brufh  the  primrofe  banks,  while  Cynthia  flieds 
'  Her  filv'ry  light  o'er  Ef|^'s  tranflucent  tide ; 

'  Hidi^,  ye  gentle  guardians  of  the  fair, 
'  By  Virtue's  tears,  by  weeping  Beauty,  come ; 

'  iJnbind  the  feftive  robes,  unbind  the  hair, 
'  And  wave  the  cyprefi  bough  at  Mary's  tomb» 

'  And  come,  ye  fleet  magicians  of  the  air!' 
(The  mournful  lady  of  the  chorus  cry'd  ;) 

•  Your  airy  ti^>ts  of  baleful  hue  prepare, 

*  And  thro'  this  grove  bid  Mary's  fortunes  glide : 

*  And  let  the  fong,  with  folemn  harping  join'd, 
'  And  wailing  notes,  unfold  the  tale  of  woe!' 

She  fpoke ;  and,  waking  thro'  the  breathing  wind. 
From  lyres  unfeen  the  folemn  harpings  flow. 

T  2  The 
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The  fong  began  :  *  How  bright  her  early  morn !; 

*  What  lafHng  joys  her  fmiling  fate  portends  ! 

•  To  wicW  the  awful  Britifh  fceptres  born, 

*  And  Gaul's  young  heir  her  bridal-bed  afcends. 

f  See»  round  her  bed,  light-floating  on  the  aiTj, 

*  The  lihle  Loves  their  purple  wings  difplay  ; 

*  When  Aidden,  fhrieking  at  the  difmal  glare 

*  Of  funeral  torches,  far  they  fpeed  away. 

^  Far  with  the  Loves  each  blifsful  omen  fpecds^ 

*  Her  eighteenth  April  hears  her  widow'd  moan : 
'  The  bridal-bed  the  fable  hearfe  fucceeds, 

'  And  ftmggling  factions  ihake  her  native  throne* 

•  No  more  a  goddefs  in  the  fwimming  dance, ' 

*  May'ft  thou,  O  queen,  thy  lovely  form  difpla/; 

♦  No  more  thy  beauty  reign  the  charm  of  France, 

*  Nor  in  Vcrfailles  proud  bowVs  outftiine  the  dajc 

•  For  the  cold  north  the  trembling  fails  are  fpfe&d  : 

'  Ah,  what  drear  horrors  gliding  through  thy  breaftj» 

*  While  from  thy  weeping  eyes  fair  Gallia  fled, 

*  Thy  future  woes  in  boding  fighs  confefs'd  *  ! 


•  The  unhappy  Mary  in  her  infarcy  was  fent  to  Frai^ce,  to  the  care  of  hermo* 
thcr's  family,  the  Houfe  of  <?tjifc.  The  French  court  was  at  that  time,  the  gay- 
eft  and  moft  gallant  of  Europe.  H  re  the  Princefs  of  ScotUiid  yras  Educated, 
ynth.  all  the  diftindbions  due  to  her  high  rank ;  and,  as  foon  as  years  yrou^d  allow, 
ihe  was  married  to  the  Dauphin,  afterwards  Francis  II*  On  the  death  of  this 
monarch,  which  dofed  a  (hort  reign,  the  politicks  of  the  Houfe  of  Guife  required 
the  return  of  the  young  queen  to  Scotlard.  She  left  France  with  teait  and  the 
utmoft  reludance  j  zr^,  on  her  landirg  in  her  native  kingdom,  the  different  ap* 
pearance  of  the  country  awakened  all  her  regret,  and  afie^led  her  with  a  melan- 
choly which^feemed  to  forebode  her  future  misfortuaes* 

%  A  nation^ 
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T  A  nation  ftern  and  ftubborn  to  command, 

'  And  now  convuls'd  with  Faftion's  fierccft  rage, 

^  Commits  it's  fceptre  to  thy  gentle  hand,  ' 
*  And  afks  a  bridle  from  thy  tender  age.' 

-As  weeping  thus  they  fung,  the  omens  rofe. 
Her  native  Ihore  receives  the  mournful  <|ueen  | 

November  wind  o'er  .the  bare  landfcape  blows. 
In  hazy  gloom  the  fea-wave  fkirts  the  fcene : 

The  houfe  of  Holy  Rood,  in  fullen  ft^te. 

Bleak  in  the  (bade  of  rude  pil'd  rocks  appears  | 

(Cold  on  the  moui>tain's  fide,  the  type  of  Fate, 
It's  ftiatter'd  walls  a  Rortiifli  chapel  rears. 

Vo  nodding  grove  here  waves  the  fhelt'ring  bougli  j 
O'er,  tl^e  dank  vale,  prophetick  of  her  reign, 

leneath  the  curving  mountain's  craggy  brow. 
The  dreary  echoes  to  the  gales  complain : 

Xeneath  the  gloomy  cl6uds  of  rolling  fmoke. 
The  high  pil'd  city  rears  her  Gothick  tow'rs'; 

The  ftern -brow'd  caftle,  from  his  lofty  rock 

Looks  fcornful  down,  and  fix'd  defiance  lours  ♦• 

pomc^ftick  blifs,  that  dear,  that  fov'reiga  joy. 

Far  from  ber  hearth  was  feen  to  fpeed  away ; 
Straight  dark-brow'd  factions  entering  in,  deftroy 

The  feeds  of  peace,  and  mark  her  for  their  prey. 

f  Thefe  ckcUmftances,  defcriptiv^  of  (he  environs  of  Holy  Rood  Houfe,  are 
lojKa}.  Yet,  however  dreary  the  unimproved  November  view  may  appear,  the 
connoiffeur  in  gardening  will  perceive  that  plantation,  and  the  other  efforts  of  art, 
fould  ea61y  convert  the  profpcft  into  an  agreeable  and  moft  romantick  fummer 
JajuUcape. 

No 
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No  more  by  xnooii-ihine  to  the  nuptial  bow'r 
Her  Francis  comes,  by  Love's  £oh  fetters  led  ; 

Far  other  fpoufe  now  wakes  her  midnight  hoar  *, 
Enrag'd,  and  reeking  from  the  harlot's  bed. 

"  Ah,  draw  the  veil !'  ihrill  trembles  thi^'  the  air ; 

The  veil  was  drawn,  but  darker  fcenes  arofe  ^ 
Another  nuptial  couch  the  Fates  prepare  f , 

The  baleful  teeming  fouKe  of  deeper  woes. 

The  bridal  torch  her  evil  angel  wav'd  ; 

Far  from  the  couch  offended  Prudence  fled  : 
Of  deepefl  crimes  deceitful  Faction  rav'd. 

And  rouz'd  her  trembling  from  the  fatal  bed. 

The  hinds  are  feen  in  arms,  and  glittering  fpears, 
Inftead  of  crooks,  the  Grampian  fhepherds  wield  i 

Fanatick  rage  the  plowman's  vifage  wears. 
And  red  with  flaughter  lies  the  harveft  field« 

From  Borthwick  field,  deferted  and  forlorn^ 
The  beauteous  queen,  all  tears,  is  feen  to  fly : 

Now  t^ro'  the  fb-ects  a  weeping  captive  borne  %» 
Her  woes  the  triumph  of  the  vulgar  eye  I 


*  Lord  Darnlyi  the  kamiromeft  man  of  his  age,  but  a  worthlefs  deba 
flo  abilities* 

f  Her  marriafie  with  the  Earl  of  Bothwellj  an  nnprinelpled  polit 
great  addrefs* 

{  When  {he  was  brought  prifoner  through  the  ftreets  of  Edinburgh,  ihe 
almoft  every  indignity  which  an  enraged  mob  could  offer.  Her  perfon 
daubed  with  mire,  and  her  ear  infulted  with  every  term  of  vulgar  abnfe 
B^cbanim,  when  he  relates  thefc  circumftances,  fccims  to  drop  a  tear  orer 
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Again  the  vifion  (hifts  the  woeful  fcene : 

Again,  forlorn,  from  rebel  arms  ihe  flies; 
And,  nnfufpe^ng,  on  a  fifler  queen,     . 

The  lovely  injur'd  fugitive  relies. 

VHien  Wifdom,  bafted,  owns  th'  attempt  in  vsdn, 

Heav'n  oft  ddights  to  fet  the  virtuous  free ; 
Some  friend  appears,  and  breaks  Afflidion's  chain-* 

But,  ah!  no  gen'roas  friend  appears  for  thee  1 

A  prifon's  ghaftly  walls,  and  grated  cells, 

Defbrtii'd  the  ^ry  fcenery  as  it  pafs'd ;  - 
The  haunt  where  lifUefs  Melancholy  dwells. 

Where  ev^ry  genial  feeling  (brinks  aghaiL 

No  female  eye  her  (ickly  bed  to  tend  •  I 

*  Ah,  ceafe;tD  tell  it  in  the  female  ear ! 

*  A  woman's  ftem  command !  a  profFer'd  friend ! 

*  Oh,  gen'rous  paflion,  peace !  forbear,  forbear ! 

'  And  could,  O  Tudor !  could  thy  breaft  retain 

'  No  foA'aing  thought  of  what  thy  woes  had  been, 
«  When  thou,  the  heir  of  England's  crown,  in  vain 

*  Didft  fUe  the  mercy  of  a  tyrant  queen  ? 

*  And  could  no  pang  from  tender  memory  wakey^ 

*  And  feel  thofe  woes  that  once  had  been  thine  own  ! 

•  No  pleading  tear  to  drop  for  Mary's  fake ; 

*  For  Mary's  fake,  the  heir  of  England's  throne  ? 

•  Alas !  no  pleadbg  touch  thy  memory  knew  ; 

*  Dry'd  were  the  tears  which  for  thyfelf  had  flow*d  : 
'  *  Dark  politicks  alone  engag'd  thy  view ; 

,  *  With  female  jealoufy  thy  bofom  glow'd. 


•  A  f^a.  ^ 


And 
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'  And  fay^  did  Wifdom  own  thy  ftern  command  | 

'  Did  Honour  wave  his  banner  o'er  the  deed  ? 
'  Ah  ! — Mary's  fate  thy  name  ihall  ever  brapd; 

•  And  ever,  o'er  her  woes,  ihall  Pity  bleed! 

*  The  babe  that  prattled  on  his  nurfc's  knee, 

•  When  firft  thy  woeful  captive  hours  began; 

*  Ere  Heaven,  O  haplefs  Mary!  fct  thee  free, 

'  That  babe  to  battle  march'd,  in  arms  a  man  I* 

An  awful  paufe  enfues ! With  fpcaking  eyesj 

And  hands  half  raised,  the  guardian  wood-nymphs  wait^ 

While  flow  and  f^d  the  airy  fcenes  arife, 
Stain'd  with  the  lail  deep  woes  of  Mary's  fate! 

With  dreary  black  hupg  round  the  hall  appears. 
The  thirfty  faw-dtift  ftrews  the  marble  floor ; 

Blue  gleams;  the  a)ce,  the  block  it's  flioalders  rearsj 
And  pifces  and  halberts  guard  the  iron  door. 

The  clouded  moon  her  dreary  glimpfes  flied. 

And  Mary's  maids  (a  mournful  train  !)  pafs  by^  ' 

Languid  they  walk,  and  lifllefs  hang  the  head. 
And  filcnt  tears  pace  down  from  ev'ry  eye. 

Serene  and  nobly  mild  appears  the  queen; 

Sh0  fmiles  on  Heav'n,  and  bows  the  injur'd  headi 
The  axe  is  lifted— from  the  deathful  fcene. 

The  guardians  turn'd,  and  all  the  pidure  fled* 

It  fled — the  wood-nymphs  o'er  the  diilant  lawn^ 

As  jrapt  in  vilion,  dart  their  earneft  eyes : 
So,  when  the  huntfman  hears  the  ruftlingfawn^ 

|Ie  (lands  impatient  of  the  Parting  prize* 


Tfce 
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The  fov'reign  dame  her  awful  eye-balls  roll'd. 
As  Cuina's  maid  when  by  the  god  infpir'd ; 

*  The  depths  of  ages  to  my  iight  unfold  I' 

She  cries;  *  and  Mary's  meed  my  breaft  has  firM! 

*  On  Tudor's  throne  her  fons  fhall  ever  reign  ; 

*  Age  after  age  fliall  fee  their  flag  unfurl'd, 

*  With  fov'reign  pride,  wherever  roars  the  main, 

'  Stream  to  the  wind,  and  awe  the  trembling  world. 

*  Nor  Britain's  fceptre  fhall  they  wield  alone; 

'  Age  after  age,  through  length'ning  time,  fhall  fet 
'  Her  branching  race  on  Europe's  ev'ry  throne, 
'And  either  India  bend  to  them  the  knee. 

*  But  Tudor  as  a  fruitlefs  gourd  fhall  die ; 

*  I  fee  her  death-fcene — On  the  lowly  floor 

*  Dreary  fhe  fits;  cold  Grief  has  glafs'd  her  eye, 

*  And  Anguifh  gnaws  her  till  fhe  breathes  no  more.* 

But  hark  ! — ^loud  howling  thro'  the  midnight  gloom, 

Fadion  is  rouz'd,  and  fends  the  baleful  yell ! 
O  favc,  ye  gen'rous  few,  your  Mary's  tomb  ! 
-  O  fave  her  afhes  from  the  blafling  fpell  I 

'  And  lo  !  where  Time  with  brighten 'd  face  ferene, 

*  Points  to  yon  far,  but  glorious  op'ning  fky  ; 

*  See  Truth  walk  forth,  majeflick,  awful  queen  1 

*  And  Party's  black'ning  mifts  before  her  fly. 

'  Falfhood,  unmalk'd,  withdraws  her  ugly  train, 

*  And  Mary's  virtues  all  illuftrious  fhine — 

*  Yes,  thou  hafl  friends  !  the  godlike  and  humane 

*  Of  latell  ages,  injur'd  queen,  arc  thine.' 

U  The 
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The  milky  fplcndors  of  the  dawning  ray. 

Now  thro'  the  grove  a  trembling  radiance  fhcd  ; 

With  fprightly  note  the  woodlark  hail'd  the  day. 
And  with  the  moon-lhine  all  the  vifion  fled  •. 


THE      SCHOOL-M  I  STRESS. 

IN     IMITATION     OF     SPENSER.    * 
BY    WILLIAM     SHENSTONE,     ^SQ^ 

Auditae  voces,  vagitus  et  ingens, 

Infantumque  animae  flecftes  in  limine  primo.  tii 

ABVZRTISEMKNT. 

What  particulars  in  Spenfer  were  imagined  moft  proper  for  the  author*!  imitati 
on  this  occafion,  are  his  language,  his  fimplicity,  his  manner  of  defcriptic 
and  a  peculiar  tendernefs  of  fentiment  reniafkable  ti^roughout  his  works. 

AH,  me  !  full  forely  is  my  heart  forlorn. 
To  think  how  modeft  worth  neglected  lics^ 
While  partial  Fame  doth  with  her  blafts  adorn 

Such  deeds  alone  as  pride  and  pomp  difguife^ 
Deeds  of  ill  fort,  and  mifchievous  emprize : 

Lend  me  thy  clarion,  Goddefs !  let  me  try 
To  found  the  praifc  of  Merit  ere  it  dies  ; 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chanced  to  efpy. 
Loft  in  the  dreary  fhades  of  dull  obfcurity. 

•  The  author  of  this  little  poem  to  the  menriory  of  an  unhappy  princefs  is  c 
willing  to  enter  into  the  controverfy  refpc£ting  her  guilt  or  her  innocence.  S 
fice  it  only  to  obferve,  that  the  following  fafts  may  be  proved  to  dcmonftratio 
the  letters,  which  have  always  been  cftcemed  as  the  principal  proof  hf  Qu< 
JMary's  guilt,  are  forged.  Buchanan,  on  whof^  authority  Thaanus  and  other  J 
ftorians  have  condemned  her,  has  falfified  feveral  circumftances  of  her  hifto 
and  has  cited  againft  her  publick  records  which  neVer  exiftcd,  as  has  been'lat 
proved  to  dcmonftration.  And,  to  add  no  more,  the  treatment  ihe  received  fr< 
her  illuftrious  coofin  was  dictated  by  a  policy  truly  Machiavelian  )  a  policy  wh 
trampled  on  the  obligations  of  honour,  of  humanity,  and  morality.  From  whcJ 
jtmay  be  inferred,  that  to  exprefs  the  indignation  at  the  cruel  treatment  of  Ma 
which  hiftory  muft  ever  infpire,  and  to  drop  a  tear  over  her  fuflerings,  is  not  s 
worthy  of  a  writer  who  would  appear  in  the  caufe  of  virtue. 
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Inev'ry  village,  mark'd  with  little  fpire, 

Embow'r'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  fame. 
There  dwells,  in  lowly  (hed  and  mean  attire, 

A  matron  old,  whom  we  School-miflrefs  name ; 
Who  boafts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame  : 

They,  grieven  fore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
Aw'd  by  the  pow'r  of  this  relentlefs  dame^ 
And  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent. 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  talk  unconn'd,  are  forely  fhent. 

And  all  in  fight  doth  rife  a  birchen  tree. 

Which  Learning  near  her  little  dome  did  ftowe, 
Whilome  a  twig  of  fmall  regard  to  fee, 

Tho*  now  fo  wide  it's  waving  branches  flow. 
And  work  the  fimple  vaflals  mickle  woe ; 

For  not  a  wind  might  curl  the  leaves  that  blew. 
Bat  their  limbs  fliudder'd,  and  their  pulfe  beat  low  ; 

And  as  they  look'd  they  found  their  horror  grew. 
And  Ihap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 

So  have  I  feen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive) 

A  lifelefs  phantom  near  a  garden  plac'd  ; 
So  doth  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave. 

Of  fport,  of  fong,  of  pleafure,  of  repaft  : 
They  ftart,  they  ftare,  they  wheel,  they  look  aghaft ; 

Sad  fervitude  !  fuch  comfortlefs  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton's  riper  age  e'er  tafte  ! 

Ne  fuperftition  clog  his  dance  of  joy, 
Ne  vifion  empty,  vain,  his  native  blifs  deftroy. 

Near  to  this  doihe  is  found  a  patch  fo  green. 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gambols  do  difplay ; 
•  And  at  the  door  imprls'ning  board  is  feen, 

Leli  wieatly  W^Tits  of  fmaller  fize  Ihould  ftray, 

U  2  Eagcr^ 
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Eager,  pcrdie,  to  bar*  in  funny  Jay  ! 

'1  he  noil^.j  intermix M,  whicli  thence  refound. 
Do  Learning's  little  tenement  betray  ; 

Where  fits  the  dame,  difguib'd  in  look  profound. 
And  eyes  her  Fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel  around. 

Her  cap,  fiu  whiter  than  the  driven  fnow. 

Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield ; 
Her  apron  dy'd  in  grain,  as  blue»  I  trowe. 

As  is  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field : 
And  in  her  hand,  for  fceptre,  (he  does  wield 

Tway  birchen  fprays,  with  anxious  fear  cntwin'd« 
With  dark  diftruft,  and  fad  repentance  fill'd  ; 

And  flcdfafl  hate»  and  (harp  aiiliQion  joinM ; 
And  fury  uncontroul'd^  and  chaflifement  unkind. 

Few  but  have  kenn'd,  in  femblance  meet  pourtray'dy 

The  childifli  faces  of  old  .^I's  train. 
Libs,  Notus,  Auftcr*  :  thefe  in  frowns  array'd. 

How  then  would  fare  or  earth,  or  Iky,  or  main. 
Were  the  ftern  god  to  give  his  (laves  the  rein  ? 

And  were  not  flie  rebellious  breads  to  quell. 
And  were  not  fhe  her  itatutes  to  maintain. 

The  cot  no  more,  I  ween,  were  deem'd  the  cell 
Where  comely  peace  of  mind  and  decent  order  dwell. 

A  ruffet  ftole  was  o'er  her  Ihoulders  thrown  ; 

A  ruffet  kirtle  fenc'd  the  nipping  air  ; 
'Twas  iimple  ruflet,  but  it  was  her  own  : 

'Twas  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  fo  fair ; 
*Twas  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare  ; 

And,  footh  to  fay,  her  pupils,  rang'd  around^ 
Thro'  pious  awe  did  term  it  paffing  rare ; 

For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound. 
And  think,  no  doubt,  fhe  been  the  greateft  wight  on  ground. 

*  The  fouth-\v(  ft  \v'Iiidi  fourh,  Src.  Xrc, 
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Albeit,  ne  flatt'ry  did  corrupt  her  truth  ; 

Ne  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear  ; 
Goody,  good-woman,  goffip,  n'aunt,  forfooth. 

Or  dame,  the  fole  additions  fhe  did  hear ; 
Yet  thefe  fhe  challeng'd,  thefe  fhe  held  right  dear : 

Ne  would  efteem  him  a6t  as  mought  behove. 
Who  fhould  not  honour'd  eld  with  thefe  revtre  ; 

For  never  title  yet  fo  mean  could  prove. 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that  title  love. 

One  ancient  hen  fhe  took  delight  to  feed. 

The  plodcling  pattern  of  the  bufy  dame. 
Which  ever  and  anon,  impell'd  by  need. 

Into  her  fchool,  begirt  with  chickens,  came  j 
Such  favour  did  her  paft  deportment  clkim  : 

And  if  negledV  had  lavifh'd  on  the  ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  fhe  would  colleft  the  fame ; 

For  well  fhe  knew,  and  quaintly  could  expound. 
What  fin  it  were  to  waile  the  fmalleil  crumb  fhe  found. 

Herbs,  too,  fhe  knew,  and  well  of  each  could  fpeak. 

That  in  her  garden  fipp'd  the  filv'ry  dew. 
Where  no  vain  flow'r  difclos*d  a  gaudy  flreak. 

But  herbs  for  ufe,  and  phyfick,  not  a  few. 
Of  grey  renown,  within  thofe  borders  grew  ; 

The  tufted  bafil,  pun-provoking  thyme, 
Frefh  baum,  and  marygold  of  chearful  hue,  / 

The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb. 
And  more  I  faiki  would  fing,  difdaining  here  to  rh3rme. 

Yet  euphrafy  may  not  be  left  unfung, 

Tiiat  gives  dim  eyes  to  wander  leagues  around. 

And  pungent  radifh,  biting  infant's  tongue. 

And  plantain  ribb'd,  that  heals  the  reaper's  woutid  ; 

And 
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And  marj'ram  fweet,  in  fliepherd's  pofic  found  ; 

And  lavender,  whofe  fpikes  of  azure  bloom 
Shall  be,  erewhile,  in  arid  bundles  bound. 

To  lurk  amidft  the  labours  of  her  loom. 
And  crown  her  kerchiefs  clean  with  mickle  rare  perfume* 

And  here  trim  rofcmarine,  that  whilom  crowh'd 

The  daintieft  garden  of  the  proudeil  peer. 
Ere,  driv'n  from  it's  cnvy'd  fite,  it  found 

A  facred  flielter  for  it's  branches  here,         , 
Where  edg'd  with  gold  it's  glitt'ring  Ikirts  appear. 

Qh,  wafTel  days !  O  cudoms  meet  and  well ! 
Ere  this  was  banifh'd  from  it's  lofty  fphere  ; 

Simplicity  then  fought  this  humble  cell. 
Nor  ever  would  fhe  more  with  thane  and  lordling  dwell. 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  decent  eve. 

Hymned  fuch  pfalms  as  Sternhold  forth  did  mete  ; 
If  winter  'tfwere,  (he  to  her  hearih  did  cleave. 

But  in  her  garden  found  a  fummer-feat : 
Sweet  melbJy  !  t6  hear  her  then  repeat 

How  Ifrael's  fons,  beneath  a  foreign  king. 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  fong  entreat. 

All  for  the  nonce  untuning  ev'ry  firing. 
Up-hung  their  ufelefs  lyres — fmall  heart  had  they  to  fih'gi 

For  (he  was  juft,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lore. 

And  pafs'd  much  time  in  truly  virtuous  deed  ; 
And  in  thofe  elfin's  ears  would  oft  deplore 

The  times  when  Truth  by  Popiih  rage  did  bleed. 
And  tortious  death  was  true  Devotion's  m:ed  ; 

And  fimple  Faith  in  iron  chains  did  mourn. 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed ; 

And  lawny  faints  in  fmould'ring  flames  did  b\irn: 
Ah,  deareft  Lord  I  forefend  thilk  days  fhould  e'er  return. 
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In  elbow-chair,  like  that  of  Scottifli  ftem. 

By  the  fliarp  tooth  of  cank'ring  Eld  defac'd. 
In  which,  when  he  receives  liis  diadem. 

Our  fov'reign  prince  and  liefeft  liege  is  plac'd. 
The  matron  fate  :  and  fome  with  rank  flie  grac'd ; 

(The  fource  of  children's  and  of  courtier's  pride!) 
Redrefs'd  affronts,  (for  vile  affronts  there  pafs'd;)  - 

And  warn'd  them  not  the  fretful  to  deride. 
But  love  each  other  dear,  whatever  them  betide. 

Right  well  (he  knew  each  temper  to  defcry. 

To  thwart  the  proud,  and  the  fubmifs  to  raifc  ; 
Some  with  vile  copper  prize  exalt  on  high. 

And  fome  entice  with  pittance  fmall  of  praife  ; 
And  other  fome  with  baleful  fprig  fhe  'frays : 

E*cn  abfent,  fhe  the  reins  of  pow'r  doth  hold. 
While  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  crowd  fhe  fways  ; 

Forewarned,  if  little  bird  their  pranks  behold, 
^Twill  whifper  in  her  ear,  and  all  the  frene  unfold. 

Lo,  now,  with  ftate  fhe  utters  the  command  ! 

Eftfoons  the  urchins  to  their  tafks  repair  ; 
Their  books,  of  flature  fmall,  they  take  in  hand. 

Which  with  pellucid  horn  fecured  are. 
To  fave  from  finger  wet  the  letters  fair. 

The  work  fo  gay,  that  on  their  back  is  feen, 
St.  George's  high  atchievements  does  declare. 

On  which  thilk  wight  that  has  y-gazing  been, 
^ens  the  forth-coming  rod,  unpleafmg  fight,  I  weei^ ! 

Ah  !  lucklefs  he,  and  born  beneath  the  beam 
Of  evil  ftar  !  it  irks  me  whilfl  I  write  ! 

As  erfl  the  bard  *,  by  MuUa's  filver  ftream. 
Oft  as  he  told  of  deadly  dolorous  plight, 

♦  Spenfer* 
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Sigh'd  as  he  fung,  and  did  in  tears  indite ; 

For,  brandiihing  the  rod,  (he  doth  begin 
To  loofc  the  brogues,  the  llripling's  late  delight ! 
And  down  they  drop ;  appears  his  dainty  ikm. 
Fair  as  the  furry  coat  of  whiteft  ermilin. 

O  ruthful  fcene  !  when  from  a  nook  obfcurc 

His  little  fider  doth  his  peril  fee  ; 
All  playful  as  (he  fate,  (he  grows  demure. 

She  finds  full  foon  her  wonted  fpirits  flee  ; 
She  meditates  a  pray'r  to  fet  him  free  : 

Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny, 
(If  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 

To  her  fad  grief  that  fwells  in  either  eye. 
And  wrings  her  fo  that  all  for  pity  (he  could  die. 

No  longer  can  (he  now  her  (hrieks  command  j 

And  hardly  (lie  forbears,  thro'  awful  fear. 
To  ru(hen  forth,  and,  with  prefumptuous  hand. 

To  flay  har(h  juftice  in  it's  mid  career. 
On  thee  (he  calls,  on  thee,  her  parent  dear  ! 

(Ah  !  too  remote  to  ward  the  (liameful  blow !) 
She  (ces  ;io  kind  domeflick  vifage  near. 

And  foon  a  flood  of  tears  begins  to  flow, 
'  And  gives  a  loofe  at  lafl  to  unavailing  woe. 

But,  ah  !  what  pen  his  piteous  plight  may  trace  i 

Or  what  device  his  loud  laments  explain  ? 
The  form  uncouth  of  his  difguifed  face  ? 

The  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  looks  amain  ? 
The  plenteous  (how'r  that  does  his  cheek  diftain  ? 

When  he  in  abjed  wife  implores  the  dame, 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  fweet  reprieve  to  gain  ; 

Or  when  from  high  (he  levels  well  her  aim^ 
And  thro'*  the  thatch  his  cries  each  falling  ftroke  proclaim.. 
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The  other  tribe,  aghaft,  with  fore  difmay 

Attend,  and  conn  their  talks  with  mickk  care  j 
By  turns,  allony'd,  cv'ry  twig  furvey. 

And  from  their  fellows  hateful  wounds  beware, 
Knowingi  I  wifl,  how  each  the  fame  may  fhare ; 

Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  performance  meet. 
And  to  the  well-known  <:heiK  th«  ^ttme  repcii)'. 

Whence  oft  with  fiigar'd  cates  fli^  doth  *im  gntt^ 
And  gingerbread:  y-rare,  now,  certes,  doubly  fweet  t 

See,  to  their  feats  they  hye  with  merry  glce> 

And  in  befecmly  order  fitten  there. 
All  but  th6  wight  of  bum  y-galled  ;  he 

Abhorrethr  b^nch,  and  flool,  and  fourm,  and  chaio 
(This  haiid  in  moilth  y-fix'd,  that  rends  his  hair) 

And  eke  with  fnubs  profound,  and  heaving  breaftj 
Convuliions  intermitting !  does  declare 

His  grievous- wi«ng,  his  dame's  unjulVbehell:, 
And  fcorns  h^r  ofFer'd  love,  and  ihiins  to  be  carei&'d* 

His  face  befprentj  with  liquid  chryftal  fliines ; 

His  blooming  face^  that  feems  a  purple  flow'r. 
Which  low  to  earth  it's  drooping  head  declines. 

All  fmeaf'd  and  fully'd  by  a  vernal  (how'r. 
O  the  hard  bofoms  of  defpotick  pow'r ! 

All,  all,  but  (he,  the  author  of  his  (ham.e  ; 
All,  all,  but  fhe,  regret  this  mournful  hour  : 

Yet  hence  the  youth,  and  hence  the  flow'r  fliall  claim, 
t£  fo  I  deem  aright,  tranfcending  wofth  and  famfc. 

Behind,  fome  door,  in  melancholy  thought, 

Mindlefs  of  food,  he,  dreary  caitiff?  pines  ; 
Ne  for  his  fellows  joyaunce  careth  aught. 

But  to  the  wind  all  merriment  reiigns> 
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And  deems  it  fhame  if  he  to  peace  inclines : 

And  many  a  Allien  look  aikaunce  is  fent. 
Which  for  his  dame's  annoyance  he  defigns ; 

And  ftill  the  more  to  pleafure  him  (he's  bent^ 
The  more  doth  he,  perverfe,  her  'haviour  paft  refent. 

Ah>  me  I  how  mnch  I  fear  left  pride  it  be ! 

Bat  if  that  pride  it  be,  which  thus  infpires. 
Beware,  ye  dames  !  with  nice  diicemment  fee 

Ye  quench  not,  too,  the  fparks  of  nobler  fires  : 
Ah !  better  far  than  all  the  Mufes'  lyres, 

(All  coward  arts)  is  valour's  gen'rous  heat ; 
The  firm  fix*d  breaft  which  lit  and  right  requires^ 

Like  Vernon's  patriot  foul ;  more  juftly  great 
Than  craft  that  pimps  for  ill,  or  fiow'ry  falfe  deceit. 

Yet  nurs'd  with  Ikill,  what  dazzling  fruits  appear  ! 

E'en  now  fagadous  forefight  points  to  ihow 
A  little  bench  of  heedlefs  bifhops  here. 

And  there  a  chancellour  in  embryo. 
Or  bard  fublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  fo ; 

As  Milton,  Shakefpeare,  names  that  ne'er  fiiall  die  ! 
Tho*  now  he  crawl  along  the  ground  fo  low ; 

Nor  weeting  how  the  Mufe  Ihould  foar  on.  high, 
Wilheth,  poor  ftarv'ling  elf  I  his  paper  kite  may  fly. 

And  this  perhaps,  who  cens'ring  the  defign. 

Low  lays  the  houfe  which  that  of  cards  doth  build. 
Shall  Dennis  be  I  if  rigid  Fates  incline ; 

And  many  an  epick  to  his  rage  fhall  yield. 
And  many  a  poet  quit  the  Aonian  field  : 

And,  four'd  by  age,  profound  he  Ihall  appear. 
As  he  who  now,  with  'fdainful  fury  thrilPd, 

Surveys  mine  work,  and  levels  many  a  fneer. 
And  furls  his  wrinkly  front,  and  cries,  «  What  ftufiT  is  here  f* 
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But  now  Dan  Phoebus  gains  the  middle  iky. 

And  Liberty  unbars  her  prifon-door ; 
And  like  a  ru filing  torrent  out  they  fly. 

And  now  the  grafTy  cirque  han  coverM  o*er 
With  boift'rous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar. 

A  thoufand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run ; 
Heav'n  fhield  their  Ihort-livM  paftimes,  I  implore  ! 

For  well  may  Freedom,  erft  fo  dearly  won. 
Appear  to  Britifli  elf  more  gladfome  than  the  fun. 

Enjoy,  poor  imps !  enjoy  your  fportive  trade. 

And  chace  gay  flies,  and  cull  the  faireft  flow'rs  ; 
JFor  when  my  bones  in  grafs-green  fods  are  laid. 

For  never  may  ye  tafte  more  carelefs  hours 
In  knightly  caftles  or  in  ladies  bowVs. 

O  vain,  to  feek  delight  in  earthly  thing! 
But  moll  in  courts,  where  proud  Ambition  towVs ; 

Deluded  wight !  who  weens  fair  peace,  can  ipring 
Beneath  the  pompous  doom  of  kefar  or  of  king. 

See  in  each  fprite  fome  various  bent  appear ! 

Thefe  rudely  carol  moft  incondite  lay  ; 
Thofe  faunt'ring  on  the  green,  with  jocund  leer. 

Salute  the  ftranger  pafling  on  his  way  : 
Some  builien  fragile  tenements  of  clay ; 

Som^  to  the  flanding  lake  their  courfes  bend. 
With  pebbles  fmooth,  at  duck  and  drake  to  play; 

Thilk  to  the  huxter's  favVy  cottage  tend, 
%n  pafby  kiuj^s  and  queens  th'  allotted  mite  to  fpend. 

Here,  as  each  feafpn  yi?ld§  a  difrent  ftore. 

Each  feafon's  ftores  in  order  ranged  been. 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-cover'd  o'er, 

palling  full  fore  th'  unmoney'd  wight,  are  feen  ; 
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And  goofeb'rie,  ckd  in  Uv'r>'  red  or  greien  : 

And  here  of  lovely  dye  the  CathVine  pear ; 
Fine  pear  !  as  lovely  for  thy  juice  I  ween ; 
O  may  no  wight  e'er  pennylefs  come  there, 
Left  fmit  with  ardent  Jove  he  pine  with  hopclefs  caye  5 

See  !  cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  abound. 

With  thread  fo  white  in  tempting  pofies  ty'd, 
Scatt'ring  like  blooming  maid  tlieir  glances  rounds 

With  pamper'd  look  draw  little  eyes  aiide. 
And  muft  be  bought,  tho'  penury  betide : 

The  plumb  all  azure,  and  the  nut  all  brown  ; 
And  here,  each  feafon,  do  thofe  cakes  abide, 

Whofe  honour'd  names  th'  inventive  city  own. 
Rendering  thro*  Britain's  iile  Salopia's  praifes  known  ^i 

Admir'd  Salopia !  that  with  venial  pride 

Eyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient  wave, 

Fam'd  for  her  loyal  cares  in  perils  try'd  ; 

•    Her  daughters  lovely,  and  her  ftriplings  brave : 

Ah  !  midft  the  reft,  may  flow'rs  adorn  his  grave 
Whofe  art  did  firft  thefe  dulcet  cates  difplay  } 

A  motive  fair  to  Learning's  imps  he  gave. 
Who  chearlefs  o'er  her  darkling  region  ftray. 
Till  Reafon's  morn  arife,  and  light  them  on  their  way< 


ODE    AGAINST    ILL-NATURE, 

BY    CHRISTOPHER     SMART,    M.  A. 

OFFSPRING  of  Folly  and  of  Pride, 
To  all  that's  odious,  all  that's  bafe  ally'd ; 
Nurs'd  up  by  Vice,  by  Pravity  mifled. 
By  pedant  AfFedation  taught  and  bred  :  - 

i 

•  Shrcwlbury  cakes  • 

Away, 
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thou  hideous  hell-born  fprite ! 

thy  looks  of  dark  defign, 

four,  and  faturnine ; 

le  gloomy  ihade,  nor  blot  the  goodly  light  I 
anet  was  remote  when  I  was  born  ; 
!rcury  that  rul'd  thy  natal  mom. 
ime  the  fun  exerts  liis  genial  ray, 
IS  for  enjoyment  ev^ry  growing  day ; 
:o  exifl  is  but  to  love  and  fing, 
;htly  Aries  fmiles  upon  tlie  fpring. 

in  yon  lonefome  heath, 
ora  or  Sylvanus  never  knew, 
never  vegetable  drank  the  dew, 
)r  fowl  attempts  to  breathe ; 
Nature's  pencil  has  no  colours  laid, 
blank,  and  univerfal  fhade  : 
[I  to  figure,  motion,  life,  and  light, 
y'ft  thou  vent  thy  fpite, 
r  curiing,  and  for  ever  curs'd, 

infernal  crew  the  worft  ; 
>rft  in  genius,  meafure,  and  degree  ; 
,  Hatred,  Malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee, 

'ft  thou  change  the  fcene,  and  quit  thy  den, 
the  heaven-deferted  fen, 
ileen,  by  vapours  denfe  begot  and  bred, 
fs  of  heart,  and  heavinefs  of  head, 
'd  their  darkfome  walls,  and  plac'd  their  thorny  bed : 
may'ft  thou  all  thy  bitternefs  unload, 
ly'ft  thou  croak,  in  concert  with  the  toad, 
hee  the  hollow  howling  winds  (hall  join, 
the  bittern  her  bafe  throat  deny ; 
lerulous  frogs  (hall  mix  their  dirge  with  thine, 
)iercing  hern,  and  plover  fcreaming  high ; 
million  humming  gpats  £t  ceftram  ihall  fupply. 
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Away  !  away  ! — behold  an  hideous  band. 

And  herd  of  all  thy  minions,  are  at  hand  ! 
Sttfpicion  firil  with  jealous  caution  ftalks. 

And  evejr  looks  around  her  as  (he  walks  ; 
With  bibulous  ear,  imperfeft  founds  to  catch. 

And  prompt  to  liften  at  her  neighbour's  latch* 
Next  Scandal's  meagre  fhade. 
Foe  to  the  virgta's  and  the  Poet*s  fame ; 

A  wither'd,  time-deflower'd  old  maid. 
That  ne'er  enjoy'd  Love's  ever-facred  flame. 

Hypocrify  fucceeds,  with  faint-like  look. 

And  elevates  her  hands,  and  plods  upon  her  bookf 
Next  comes  illiberal,  fcrambling  Avarice  ; 

Then  Vanity,  and  AfFeflation  nice — 
Sec,  fhe  falutes  her  fhadow  with  a  bow. 

As  in  ihort  Gallick  trips  fhe  minces  by ; 
Starting  Antipathy  is  in  her  eye. 

And  fqueamiihiy  fhe  knits  her  fcornful  brow. 
To  thee.  Ill-nature,  all  the  numerous  groupe 

With  lowly  reverence  floop — 
They  wait  thy  call,  and  mourn  thy  long  delay : 

Away  !  thou  art  infeftious — hade  away  ! 


ORIENTAL     ECLOGUES, 

BY     MR.     COLLINS. 
ECLOGUE    L 

SELIM  ;    OR,    THE    SHEPHERO's    MORAL. 
•  CENE,     A    VALLEY    NEAR    BAGDAT.— TIME,     THE    MORNlt'^ 

♦  'XT E  Perfian  maids,  attend  your  Poet's  lays, 

X     '  And  hear  how  fhepherds  pafs  their  golden  day^' 
«  Not  all  are  blefs'd,  whom  Fortune's  hand  fuflains 
<  With  wealth  in  courts^  nor  all  that  haunt  the  plains  t 
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•  Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell ; 

♦  'Tis  virtue  makes  the  blifs  where'er  we  dwelK* 
Thus  Sdim  fung,  by  facred  Truth  infpir'd  ; 

Nor  praife,  but  fuch  as  Truth  beflow'd,  defir'd  : 
Wife  in  himfelf^  his  meaning  fongs  conveyed 
Informing  morals  to  the  fhepherd  maid ; 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find. 
What  groves  nor  dreams  bellow — a  virtuous  mind* 

When  fweet  and  blufhing,  like  a  virgin  bride^ 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride  ; 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play. 
Breathe  on  each  flow'r,  and  bear  their  fweets  away  | 
By  Tygris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung 
Thifi  ufeful  leflbn  for  the  fair  and  young- 

•  Ye  Periian  dames,*  he  faid,  *  to  you  belong, 

*  (Well  may  they  pleafe)  the  morals  of  my  fong  ; 
^  No  fairer  maids,  I  truft,  than  you  are  found, 

*  Grac'd  with  foft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around ! 

*  The  mom  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 

*  Each  gentler  ray,  delicious  to  your  eyes ; 

*  For  you  thofe  flow'rs  her  fragrant  hands  beftow, 

*  And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 

*  Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are, 

*  The  beft  kind  bleffings  Heav'n  can  grant  the  fair ! 

*  Who  truft  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray, 

*  Boaft  but  the  worth  Balfora's  *  pearls  difplay : 

*  Brawn  from  the  deep,  we  own  the  furface  bright ; 

*  But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luftrous  light. 

*  Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they  boaft  ; 

*  By  fenic  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loft* 

"*  Self-flat t'ring  fex  !  your  hearts  believe  in  vain, 

*  That  Love  fhall  blind,  when  once  he  fires  the  fwain  ; 

i*  Or  hope  a  lover  by  your  faults  to  win, 
'  As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  fkin  : 
•  T^e  gulph  of  that  name,  famous  for  the  pearl  filhery* 
^  Wha 
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*  Who  fceks  fccure  to  rule,  be  firft  hef  care 
«  Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair ; 

*  Each  tender  paffion  man  delights  to  find^ 

*  The  lov'd  perfedion  of  a  female  mind  I 

*  Rlefs'd  were  the  days,  when  Wifdom  held  het  feigrf> 
«  And  fhepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain ; 

*  With  Truth  ihe  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove, 

*  Immort^  Truth !  and  daughters  blefs'd  their  love. 
'  O  hafte,  fair  maids  I  ye  Virtues,  come  away  I 

*  Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  \ 
'  The  balmy  ihrub  for  you  fliall  love  our  ihore, 

*  By  Ind  excell'd,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

•  I*oft  to  our  fields,  for  fo  the  Fates  ordain, 

*  The  dear  deferters  ihall  return  again, 

*  Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprlngs  are  cUzti 
'  To  lead  the  train,  fweet  Modefty,  appear : 

*  Here  make  thy  court  amidft  our  rural  fcene, 

'  And  fhepherd- girls  fhall  own  thee  for  their  queen. 
'  With  thee  be  GhalHty,  of  all  afraid, 

*  Diilrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid ; 

*  But  man  the  moft — not  more  the  mountain  do* 

*  Holds  the  fwift  falcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 

*  Cold  is  her  breafi,  like  flowers  that  drink  the  dew  i 

*  A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 

*  No  wild  delires  amidft  thy  train  be  known, 

*  But  Faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix'd  on  one  alone  : 

'  Defponding  Meeknefs,  with  her  down-cafl:  eyes^ 

*  And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  fighs ; 

*  And  Love  the  laft.  .  By  thefe  your  hearts  approve  j 

*  Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  mull  lead  to  love.* 
Thus  fung  the  fwain  ;  and  ancient  legends  fay. 

The.  maids  of  Bagdat  verifyM  the  lay  : 
Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Virtues  came  along  ; 
The  fhepherds  lovM,  and  Selim  blefs'd  his  fbng. 

ECLOq 
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ECLOGUE    II. 
Hassan;     or,    th6    CAMEL<^DitiVEli. 

SCENE)    THE    DESART.—- TIME,    MID-DAY* 

T  N  iilent  hortor,  o*er  the  boundlefs  wafte. 

The  driver  Haffan  with  his  camels  pafs'd : 
One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore. 
And  his  light  fcrip  containM  a  fcanty  ftore  ; 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand, 
To  guard  his  (haded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  fky. 
And  not  a  tr^e,  and  liot  an  herb  was  nigh  t 
The  beafts,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfUe^ 
Shrill  roar'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view ! 
With  defperatc  forrow  wild,  th*  affrighted  man 
Thrice  iigh'd,  thrice  ftruck  his  bceafl:,  and  thus  began  : 

*  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

*  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way ! 

•  Ah  !  litde  thought  I  of  the  blafting  wind, 

*  The  thirfi  or  pinching  hunger  that  I  find  ! 

*  Bethink  thee,  HafTan,  where  ihall  thirfl  afTwage, 
^   When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ; 

^    Soon  fjiall  this  fcrip  it's  precious  load  refign  ; 
^    Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fhall  be  thine  ? 

*  Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
•"    In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  (hare  ! 

^  Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away, 

*  Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
^  In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know, 

*  Which  plains  more  blefs'd,  or  verdant  vales  beftow  : 

*  Here  rocks  alone,  and  taflelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around, 

'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

*  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  I 

Y  '  Curs'i 
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*  CorsM  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfoade 

*  Weak  men  to  follow  far-fatiguing  trade  ! 

*  The  lily  Peace  oatfbines  the  filrer  ftore, 

*  And  Life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 

*  Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defart  brown> 

*  To  ev'ry  diflant  mart  and  wealthy  town» 

'  Fall  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea; 
'  And  aye  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 

*  Ah !  why  tMs  ruin  fi>  attractive  made  ? 
'  Or  why>  fond  man,  fo  eafily  betray'd  ? 

'  Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafle  along, 

*  The  gentle  voice  of  Peace,  or  Pleafure's  long  ? 
'  Or  wherefore  think  the  flow'ry  mountain's  fide, 

*  The  fountMn^s  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride; 

*  Why  think  we  thefc  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold 

*  Than  dreary  defarts,  if  they  lead  to  gold? 

'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

•  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  t 

*  O  ceaie,  my  fears ! — all  frantick  as  I  go, 

^  When  thought  creates  unuumber'd  fcenes  of  woe. 

*  What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! 

*  Oft  in  the  duft  I  view  his  printed  feet : 

*  And,  fearful  I  oft,  when  Day's  declining' ffght 

*  Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  Night, 

'  By  hunger  rouz'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain« 

*  Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  ; 

*  Before  tlien^  Death,  with  ftirieks,  dire^  their  way  I 

*  Fills  die  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 

•  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  w^  the  day, 

•  When  firfl  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  f 

*  At  that  dead  hour  the  filent.afp  (hall  creep^ 
'  If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  fleep  : 

*  Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around, 
'  And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  burning  wound. 

*  Thrice  happy  they,  the  wdfe,  contented  poor; 

*  From  Inil  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure ! 
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^^y  tempt  no  defarts^  and  no  griefs  they  find ; 
ace  rules  the  day,  where  reafon  rules  the  mind« 
'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  kcklefs  was  the  day, 
'  When  firft  from  Scbiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way ! 
!)  haplefs  youth  !  for  ibe  thy  love  hath  wan, 
e  tender  Zara,  will  be  moft  undone  1 
fwell'd  my  heart,  and  own'd  the  powerful  maid^ 
en  faft  ihe  dropped  her  tears,  and  thus  (he  faid : 
rewel  the  youth,  whom  iighs  coold'not  detain  ; 
kom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implored  in  vain ! 
t  as  thou  go*ft,  may  ev*ry  blaft  arife, 
:ak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejeded  Iighs ! 
fe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'fl  thou  fee  ; 
)  griefs  endure ;  nor  weep,  faUe  youths  Uke  xnel'* 
et  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return, 
,  with  a  ki6,  ihe  muft  not,  (hall  not  mourn ! 
et  me  teach  my  heart  to  lo(e  it's  fears, 
all'd  by  Wifdom's  n>ice,  and  Zara's  tears  !* 
fie  faid  ;  and  call'd  on  Heav'n  to  blefs  the  day^ 
Whfitk  ba^  po  Schjra?'  walls  he  bent  his  way« 


ECLOGUE    III- 

^fKA;     0|L,     TRE    CEORGIAN    SPLTANA. 
•cxNS;  A  roBjisT.— TXMi,  THE  xyxHiNe* 

> 

Georgia's  land,  where  Teffiis'  towers  are  leen, 

I  diftant  view  sdong  the  level  green; 

5  evening  dews  enrich  the  glitt'ring  gladej 

the  uU  forefts  caft  a  longer  (hade  ; 

:  time  'tis  fweet  p'cr  fields  of  rice  to  lb-ay, 

:ent  the  breathing  maize  at  fetting  day  ; 

1ft  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove^ 

ra  fung  the  pleafing  cares  of  love^ 

y  2  .  Of 
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Of  Abrafirft  began  the  tender  ftrain,  * 

Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain  ; 
At  morn  (he  came,  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead 
Where  lilies  rear  them  in  the  wat'ry  mead  : 
From  early  dawn  the  live-long  hours  flie  told. 
Till  late  at  filent  eve  (he  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  fhzdc, 
A  various  wreath  of  odorous  flowers  (he  made. 
Gay-motley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  (he  chofe  *, 
The  violet  blue  that  on  the  mofs-bank  grows  ; 
All  fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there : 
The  (ini(h'd  chaplet  well-adom'd  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc'd  that  fated  morn  to  (bay. 
By  love  conducted  from  the  chace  away  : 
Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fong. 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among* 
At  length  he  found,  and  woo'd  the  rural  maid  ; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd. 
'  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
'  And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lovM  I! 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain  ; 
Yet  ftill  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain  : 
Oft  as  (he  went,  (he  backward  turn'd  her  view. 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair  happy  maid  !  to  other  fcenes  remove  | 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love! 
Go  leave  the  (imple  pipe,  and  (hepherd's  flrain  ; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign. 
'  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov*d, 
•  And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  !* 

Yet,  mid(l  the  blaze  of  courts,  (he  fix'd  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  (hady  grove ; 

•  That  thcfe  flowers  are  found  in  ycry  great  abundance  in  feme  of  the  I 
ylnces  of  Perfia,  fee  the  Modern  Hiftor^  of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Salmon* 
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Still,  with  the  fhepherd's  innocence,  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale  and  flow'ry  mead  inclin'd  : 
And  oft  as  Spring  renew'd  the  plains  with  flow*rs, 
BreathM  his  foft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  Hours  ; 
With  fure  retuni  (he  fought  the  fylvan  fcenc. 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 
Her  maids  around  her  movM,  a  duteous  hand ! 
Each  bore  a  crook  all -rural  i^i  h^r  hsind  : 
Some  fimple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds,  th/^y  fung ; 
With  joy  tjie  mount^n  and  t^e  forcft  rung, 

*  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  ipov'd, 

*  And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  loy'd  !* 
And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 

And  thorns  of  flate,  .attendant  oi^  the  fair; 
Oft  to  the  Ihades  and  low-roof 'd  cots  retir'd. 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firft  his  heart  wa^  fir'd ; 
A  ruflet  mantle,  like  a  fwain,  he  wore. 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more* 

*  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 

*  And  ev'ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  Iov'41' 
Blefs'd  was  the  life  that  royal  Abbas  led  ; 

Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel ; 
The  fimple  (hepherd-girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  thofe  who  rule  on  Perfia's  jewell'd  throng, 
Pe  fam'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone  ; 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown. 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crown. 
*  O  happy  days  !'  the  maids  around  her  fay: 
'  O  hafte,  profufe  of  bleflings,  hafte  away  ! 

*  Be  ev'ry  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 

*  Ani  ^y*ry  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd !! 


pCLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE  IV. 

AGIB  AMD  tSCANDER  ;   O&j   THE  FUGITIVBt. 

•  eXNXy     A    MOUNTAIN     IN     CI t CA8SXA.«->TIMZ>     MIDNIGHT* 

T  N  fair  Circaffia,  where^  to  lore  inclin'd, 
■     Each  fwain  w^s  blefs'd^  for  cv'ry  maid  was  kind ; 
At  that  ftill  hour,  when  awfal  n^dn^ght  reigns. 
And  none  but  wretches  haunt  thjs  twilight  plains  ; 
What  time  the  Moon  had  huQg  her  lamp  on  high^ 
And  pafs'd  in  radiance  thro'  the  clondlefs  iky  i 
Sad  o'er  the  dews  two  brother  Ihepl^erds  fled. 
Where  wild'ring  fear  and  defpcrate  forrow  led  : 
Paft  as  they  prefs'd  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wide  ravag'd  plains,  and  vallies  ftole  away* 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fide  they  ran  j 
Till  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began. 

SECANDEH. 

O  flay  thee,  Ag^b,  for  my  feet  deny, 
1^0  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey;. 
Trace  our  fad  flight  thro'  all  it's  length  of  way  I 
And  firll  review  that  long-exteuded  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  pafs'd  with  pain  ! 
Yon  ragged  clifi^,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  try'd  ! 
And  lad,  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  ! 
4  G  I  9. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  mnft  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  fevcrer  woe ! 
Still  as  I  hafle,  the  Tartar  (honts  behind. 
And  flirieks  and  forrows  load  the  faddeaing  wind  ^ 
In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand^ 
He  blafts  our  harvefls,  and  deforms  our  land. 
Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firft  in  fear  we  came. 
Props  it's  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame  $ 
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Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair. 
And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 

SECANDER. 

Unhappy  land  !  whofe  bleffings  tempt  the  fword  ; 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  calPfl  thy  Periian  lord ! 
In  vain  thou  court'ft  him,  helplcfs,  to  thine  aid> 
To  ihield  the  fhepherd,  and  proted  the  maid  i 
Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  refign'd. 
Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  foothe  his  mind : 
Midft  fair  ful tanas  lod  in  idle  joy ; 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy, 

,  A  C  I  B. 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fummer's  ful  try  heat. 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabra's  flow'ry  plain. 
And  once  by  maids  and  fhepherds  lov'd  in  vain  ! 
No  more  the  virgins  (hall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  lliady  grove  ; 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flow'ry  vale  : 
Fsdr  fcenes  !  but,  ah  !  no  more  with  peace  poficfs'd. 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  blefs'd. 
No  more  the  fhepherds  whitening  tents  appear,- 
Nor  the  kind  produfb  of  a  bounteous  year ; 
No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloiToms  crown'd  ; 
But  Ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

SECANDER. 

In  vain  CircafTia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves, 
^or  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves : 
In  vain  (he  boafls  her  fairefl  of  the  fair. 
Their  eyes  blue  languifli,  and  their  golden  hair. 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  muft  fend  ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  (hall  rend. 

A  G  I  B. 

Ye  Georgian  fwains,  that  piteous  learn  f^om  far 
Circailia's  ruin,  and  the  wafle  of  war ; 

Some 
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Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  (laiFs  prepare^ 
To  (hield  your  harveft,  and  defend  your  fair  : 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix'd  to  deftroy,  and  fledfafl  to  undo. 
•  Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  defarts  bred. 
By  lull  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way  ; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe. 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nars'd  in  fcenes  of  woe* 

He  faid  ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  ihriller  ihrlek,  and  nearer  fires  appear'd  : 
Th*  affrighted  ihepherds,  thro*  the  dews  of  night. 
Wide  o'er  the  moon-light  hills  renew'd  their  flight. 


THE      ACTOR. 

ADDRESSED      TO      BONNSL      THORNTON,     fiS<^ 
BY    MR.    LLOYD. 

ACTING,  dear  Thornton,  it*s  perfeftion  draws 
Froin  no  obfervance  of  mechanick  laws : 
No  fettled  maxims  of  a  fav'rite  ftage. 
No  rules  deliver'd  down  from  age  to  age. 
Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will. 
Can  e'er  entail  hereditary  fkill. 
If,  'mongft  the  humble  hearers  of  the  pit. 
Some  curious  vet'ran  critick  chance  to  (it. 
Is  he  pleas'd  more  becaufe  'twas  a£ted  fo 
By  Booth  and  Cibber  thirty  years  ago  ? 
The  mind  recalls  an  objedl  held  more  dear. 
And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  fo  near. 


W: 
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WYif  lov'd  he  Wilks's  air.  Booth's  nervous  tone  f 
[n  them  'twas  natural,  'twas  all  their  own* 
A  Garrick's  genius  muft  our  wonder  raife. 
But  gives  his  miniick  no  reflefied  praife. 

Thrice  happy  genius,  whofe  unrivall'd  name. 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  voice  of  Fame ! 
'Tis  thine  to  lead,  with  more  than  magick  OdU,, 
The  train  of  captive  paffions  at  thy  will ; 
To  bid  the  burfting  tear  fpOntaneous  flow 
In  the  fweet  fenfe  of*fympathctick  woe  t 
Through  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  a  chillnefs  creep. 
When  horrors  fuch  as  thine  have  murdered Jleep\ 
And  at  the  old  man's  look  and  franSck  ftare, 
rris  Lear  alarms  me,  for  I  fee  him  there* 
Nor  yet  confin'd  to  tragick  walks  alone^ 
The  comick  Muie,  too,  claims  thee  for  her  own. 
With  each  delightful  requifite  to  pleafe, 
Tafte,  fpirit,  judgment,  elegance,  and  eafe. 
Familiar  Nature  forms  thy  only  rule. 
From  Ranger's  rake,  to  Drugger's  vacant  fooK 
With  powers  fo  pliant,  and  fo  various  blefs'd. 
That  what  we  fee  the  laft,  we  like  the  bell. 
Not  idly  pleas'd,  at  judgment's  dear  expencc. 
But  burft  outrageous  with  the  laugh  of  fenfe, 

FerfefUon's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain, 
Tis  genius  only  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  play'r's  profeffion  (tho*  I  hate  the  phrafe, 
Tis  (b  mechanick  in  tliefe  modern  days) 
-•ies  not  in  trick,  or  attitude,  or  ftart ; 
Nature's  true  knowledge  is  the  only  art. 
The  llrong-felt  pafliou  bolts  into  his  face, 
The  mind  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace? 
To  this  one  ftandard  make  your  jufl  appeal, 
icrc  lies  the  golden  fccret — ^Icam  to  feel. 
3t  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  diilrefs'd, 
>^©  aftor  pleafes,  that  is  not  pojfefs'd. 
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Once  on  the  ftage,  in  Rome's  declining  days. 
When  Chriftians  were  the  fubjed  of  their  plays. 
Ere  Perfecation  dropp'd  her  iron  rod. 
And  men  ftill  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  God, 
An  A£kor  flonriffa'd  of  no  vulgar  hmc. 
Nature's  difciple,  and  Geneft  his  name* 
A  noble  objed  for  his  fliill  he  chofe, 
A  martyr  dying  'midft  infulting  foes. 
Refign'd  with  patience  to  religion's  laws. 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Saviour's  cauie. 
Fill'd  with  th*  idea  of  the  facred  part. 
He  flit  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of* art; 
While  look,  and  voice,  and  gcftnrc,  all  cxprrfs'i 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  player's  breaft : 
Till  as  the  flame  thro'  all  his  bofom  ran. 
He  loft  the  Aftor,  and  commenc'd  the  Man ; 
Profefs'd  the  faith,  his  Pagan  gods  deny'd. 
And  what  he  afted  then,  he  after  dy'd. 
The  player's  province  they  but  vainly  try. 
Who  want  thefe  pow'rs — deportment ^  <voicey  and  eye. 

The  critick  fight  'tis  only^^ir^r  can  pleafc. 
No  figure  charms  us  if  it  has  not  eafe. 
There  are,  who  think  the  ftature  all  in  all. 
Nor  like  the  hero,  if  he  is  not  tall. 
The  feeling  fenfe  all  other  want  fupplies, 
I  rate  no  aftor's  merit  from  his  fize. 
Superior  height  rec^uires  fuperior  grace. 
And  what's  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face  ? 

Theatrick  monarchs,  in  their  tragick  gait, 
Affcd  to  mark  the  fplemn  pace  of  ftate. 
One  foot  put  forward  in  pofition  ftrong. 
The  other,  like  it's  vailal,  dragg'd  along. 
So  grave  each  motion,  fo  exad  and  flow. 
Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puj^t-(how. 
The  mien  delights  us  that  has  native  grace^    ' 
But  aifeftation  ill  fupplies  it's>  place. 

Unfki 
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Unlkilful  adtors,  like  your  mimick  apes,     * 
Will  writhe  their  bodies  in  a  thoufand  ihapes ; 
However  foreign  from  the  poet's  art. 
No  tragick  hero  but  admires  a  ftart. 
What  though  unfeeling  of  the  nervous  line. 
Who  but  allows  his  attitude i^  fine? 
While  a  whole  minute  equipoised  he  ftands. 
Till  Praife  difmifs  him  with  her  echoing  hands ! 
Refolv'd,  though  nature  hate  the  tedious  paufe. 
By  perfeverance  to  extort  applaufe.  ' 
When  Romeo,  forrowing  at  his  Juliet's  doom. 
With  eager  madnefs  burfts  the  canvas  tomb. 
The  fudden  whirl,  ftrctch'd  leg,  and  lifted  ftaff. 
Which  pleafe  the  vulgar,  make  the  critick  laugh*    . 

To  paint  the  paflion's  force,  and  mark  it  weli^ 
The  proper  aftion  Nature's  felf  will  tell : 
INo  pleaiing  pow'rs  diftortions  e'er  exprefs, 
-And  nicer  judgment  always  loathes  cxcefs. 
In  fock  or  bufkin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bounds, 
Diigufts  our  reafon,  and  the  tafte  confounds. 

Of  all  the  evils  which  the  ftage  moleft, 
I  hate  your  fool  who  over^a^ls  his  jell ; 
Who  murders  what  the  poet  finely  writ,  < 

And,  like  a  bungler,  haggles  all  his  wit. 
With  ihrug,  and  grin,  and  gefture  out  of  place. 
And  writes  a  foolilh  comment  with  his  face. 
Old  Johnfon  once,  tho'  Cibber's  perter  vein 
But  meanly  groupes  him  with  a  numerous  train. 
With  fteady  face,  and  fober,  hux^i'rous  mien,- 
Fiird  the  ftrong  out-lines  of  the  comick  fcene. 
What  was  writ  down,  with  decent  utt'ranceTpokc, 
Betray 'd  no  fymptom  of  the  confcious  joke ; 
The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air. 
And  tho*  upon  the  ftage,  appeared  no  play*r. 

The  word  and  a6lion  fhould  conjointly  foitj, 
But  a^ng  words  is  labour  too  minute. 

Z  2  Gi\m%&<^ 
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Grimace  will  ever  lead  the  judgment  wrong. 
While  fobcr  humour  marks  th'  impreffion  llroDg, 
Her  proper  traits  the  fix'd  attention  hit. 
And  bring  me  dofer  to. the  poet's  wit; 
With  her  delighted  o'er  each  fcene  I  go. 
Well  pleas'd,  and  not  afham'd  of  being  io. 

But  let  the  gen'rous  adorfUll  forbear 
To  copy  features  with  a  mimick's  care  ! 
•Tis  a  poor  (kill,  which  ev'ry  fool  can  reach, 
A  vile  ftage-'Cuflom,  honoured  in  the  breach. 
Worfc  as  more  clofe,  the  difingenuous  art 
But  fhews  the  wanton  loofenefs  of  the  heart. 
When  I  behold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean. 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  publick  fcene, 
Forfaking  Nature's  fair  and  open  road. 
To  mark  feme  whim,  fome  ftrange  peculiar  mode  ; 
Fir'd  with  difguft,  I  loathe  his  fcrvile  plan, 
Defpife  the  fhimick,  and  abhor  the  man. 
Go  to  the  lame,  to  hofpitals  repair. 
And  hunt  for  humour  in  diftortions  there  ! 
Fill  up  the  meafure  of  the  motley  whim. 
With  ihrug,  wink,  fnuffle,  and  convulfive  lii^ib ; 
Then  fliame,  at  once,  to  pleafe  a  trifling  age. 
Good  fenfe,  good-manners,  virtue,  a'lid  the  ftage  1 

*Tis  not  enough  the  voice  be  found  and  clear, 
*Tis  modulation  that  mull  charm  the  ear. 
When  defperate  heroines  grieve  with  tedious  moan. 
And  whine  their  forrows  in  a  fee-faw  tone. 
The  fame  foft  (bunds  of  unimpafiion'd  woes. 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  doze. 

The  vpice  all  modes  of  paffion  can  exprefs. 
That  marks  th^  proper  word  with  proper  ftrefs : 
But  none  emphatic^  can  that  adlor  call. 
Who  lays  an  equal  emphaiis  on  all. 

Some  o'er  the  tongue  the  labour'd  meafures  roll. 
Slow  and  delib'rate  as  the  parting  toll  5 

Point 
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Point  ev'ry  flop,  mark  ev'ry  paufc  fo  ftrong. 
Their  words,  like  flage  proceffions^  ftalk  along : 
All  affedation  but  creates  difguft. 
And  e'en  in  fpeaking  we  may  feem  too  joft. 

Nor  proper^  Thornton,  can  thofe  foands  appear 
Which  bring  not  numbers  to  thy  nicer  ear : 
In  vain  for  them  the  pleafing  meafure  flows, 
Whofe  recitation  runs  it  all  to  profe  ; 
Repeating  what  the  poet  fets  not  down ; 
The  verb  disjointing  from  it's  friendly  noun  ; 
While  paufe,  and  break,  and  repetition,  join 
To  make  a  difcprd  in  each  tuneful  line* 

Some  placid  natures  fill  th'  allotted  fcene 
With  lifelefs  drone,  iniipid  and  ferene ; 
While  others  thunder  ev'ry  couplet  o*er. 
And  almoft  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roar. 

More  nature  oft,  and  finer  fbokes,  are  fhowft 
In  the  low  whifper,  than  tenpefluous  tone : 
And  Hamlet's  hollow  voice  and  fix'd  amaze. 
More  powerful  terror  to  the  mind  conveys. 
Than  he  who,  fwol'n  with  big  impetuous  rage. 
Bullies  the  bulky  phantom  off  the  llage. 

He,  who  in  earneft  fludies  o'er  his  part. 
Will  find  true  nature  cling  about  his  heart. 
The  modes  of  grief  are  not  included  all 
In  the  white  handkerchief  and  mournful  drawl ; 
A  fingle  look  more  marks  th'  internal  woe. 
Than  all  the  windings  of  the  lengthen'd,  Ob  ! 
Up  to  the  face  the  quick  fenfation  flies. 
And  darts  it's  meaning  from  the  fpeaking  eyes  ; 
Love, .  tranfport,  madnefs,  anger,  fcom,  defpair. 
And  all  the  paffions,  all  the  foul  is  there. 

In  vain  Ophelia  gives  her  flow'rets  round. 
And  with  her  ib-aws  fantaftick  ftrews  the  ground; 
In  vain  now  fings,  now  heaves  the  defp'rate  iigh. 
If  phrcnzy  fit  not  in  the  troubled  eye. 

In 
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In  Gibber's  look  commanding  forrows  fpeak. 
And  call  the  tear  fail  trick'ling  down  my  cheek. 

There  is  a  fault  which  ftirs  the  critick*s  rage  ; 
A  want  of  due  attention  on  the  ftage. 
I  have  feen  Adors^  and  admir*d  ones  too, 
Whofe  tongues  wound  up  fet  forward  from  their  cue ; 
In  their  own  fpeech  who  whine,  or  roar  away^ 
Vet  feem  unmov'd  at  what  the  reft  may  fay  ; 
Whofe  eyes  and  thoughts  on  different  objedts  roam. 
Until  the  prompter's  voice  recall  them  home. 

Diveft  yourfclf  of  hearers,  if  you  can. 
And  ftrive  to  fpeak,  and  be  the  very  man. 
Why  fhould  the  well-bred  Aftor  wi(h  to  know 
Who  fits  above  to-night,  or  who  below  ? 
So,  'mid  th'  harmonious  tones  of  grief  or  rage, 
Italian  fquallers  oft  difgrace  the  ftage ; 
When,  with  a  fimp'ring  leer,  and  bow  profound. 
The  fqueaking  Cyrus  greets  the  boxes  round ; 
Or  proud  Mandane,  of  impeiial  race. 
Familiar  drops  a  curtfey  to  her  grace. 

To  fait  the  drefs  demands  the  Aftor's  art ; 
Yet  there  are  thofe  who  ovcr-drcfs  the  part. 
To  fome  prefcriptive  right  gives  fettled  things  ; 
Black  wigs  to  murd'rers,  feather'd  hats  to  kings. 
But  Michael  Caflio  might  be  drunk  enough, 
Tho'  all  his  features  were  not  grim'd  with  fnufP. 
Why  fhould  Pol.  Peachum  fhine  in  fattin  cloatfas  ? 
Why  ev'ry  devil  dance  in  fcarlet  hofe  ? 

But  in  flage-cufloms  what  oflends  me  moft. 
Is  the  flip-door,  and  flowly-rifing  ghofl. 
Tell  me,  nor  count  the  queftion  too  fevere. 
Why  need  the  difmal  powder'd  forms  appear  ? 

When  chilling  horrors  fhake  th*  affrighted  king. 
And  Guilt  torments  him  with  her  fcorpion  fUng  ; 
When  keeneft  feelings  at  his  bofom  pull. 
And  Fancy  tells  him  that  the  feat  is  full ; 
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Why  need  the  ghoft  ufurp  the  monarch's  place. 
To  frighten  children  with  his  mealy  face  ? 
The  king  alone  fhould  form  the  phantom  there. 
And  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair. 

If  Belvidera  her  lov'd  lofs  deplore, 
Why  for  twin  fpedres  burfU  the  yawning  floor  ? 
"When  with  diforder'd  ftarts,  and  horrid  cries. 
She  paints  the  murder'd  forms  before  her  eyes. 
And  iHll  purfues  tliem  with  a  frantick  ftare, 
^Tis  pregnant  madnefs  brings  the  vifions  there. 
More  infhmt  llb^ror  would  enforce  the  (bene. 
If  all  her  fhudd'rings  were  at  ihapes  unfeen. 

Poet  and  A£lor  thus,  with  blended  ikill. 
Mould  all  our  pailions  to  their  indant  will ; 
'Tis  thus,'wl|en  feeling  Garrick  treads  the  ftage, 
(The  fpeaking  conunent  of  his  Shakefpeare's  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  ihake  with  horror,  or  diflblve  with  tears. 

O,  ne'er  may  folly  feize  the  throne  of  taile. 
Nor  dulpefs  lay.  the  realms  of  genius  waile  I 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  the  thund'rer's  fire. 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wire  ! 
More  natural  ufes  to  the  flage  belong,  ^ 

Than  tumblers,  monfters,  pantomime,  or  fong. 
For  other  purpofe  was  that  /pot  defign'd  : 
To  purge  the  paflions,  and  reform  the  mind  ; 
To  give  to  nature  all  the  force  of  art. 
And  while  it  charms  the  ear,  to  mend  the  heart. 

Thornton,  to  thee,  I  dare  with  truth  commend. 
The  decent  ftage,  as  virtue's  natural  friend: 
Tho'  oft  debas'd  with  fcenes  prophane  and  loofe, 
No  reafon  weighs  againft  it's  proper  ufe. 
Tho'  the  lewd  prieft  his  facred  function  fhame, 
Religion's  perfedl  law  is  flill  the  fame. 

Shall  they,  who  trace  the  paflions  from  their  rife, 
SSitw  Scorn  her  features,  her  own  image  Vice  ? 

Who 
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Who  teich  the  mind  it's  proper  force  to  fcan^ 
And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up  to  man» 
Shall  their  profeffiun  e'er  provoke  difdain. 
Who  ftand  the  foremoft  in  the  moral  train  | 
Who  lend  reflection  all  the  grace  of  art» 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart  ^ 
Yet,  haplefs  artifl !  tho^  thy  ikill  can  raife 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerfal  praife; 
Tho*  at  thy  beck  Applanfe  delighted  ihuids» 
And  lifts,  Briareus  like,  her  hundred  hands  ^ 
Know,  Fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath  I 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death* 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal^ 
And  lateft  times  th'  Eternal  Nature  fecL 
Tho'  blended  here  the  praife  of  bard  and  play*r^ 
Whil^  more  than  half  becomes  the  ador's  fhare> 
Relentlefs  Death  untwifls  the  mingled  fame^ 
And  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mufcles  of  the  various  face> 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  and  grace^ 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke.the  mindj 
Are  gone — nor  leave  a  fingle  trace  behind  I 


THE     MAN      OF     SORROW. 

BY    MR.     GREVILLE. 

*  AH!  what  avails  the  lengthening  mead, 
jTx.  <  By  Nature's  kindeft  bounty  fpread 

*  Along  the  val#  of  flow'rs  ? 

*  Ah !  what  avails  the  darkening  grove, 

*  Or  Philomel's  melodious  love, 

*  That  glads  the  midnight  hours  f 


Fcr^ 
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*  iPor  me,  alas !  the  god  of  day 

*  Ne'er  glitters  on  the  hawthorn  fpray» 
'  Nor  night  her  comfort  brings : 

*  I  have  no  pleafure  in  th^toifd  $    , 

*  For  me  no  vernal  beauty  blows, 
*  Nor  Philomela  iings. 

'  See  how  the  fturdy  peafants  (bride 

*  Adown  yon  hillock^s  verdadt  Adi^^ 
'  In  chearful  ignorance  blefs'd ! 

'  Alike  to  them  the  h)fe  ot  thorn^ 

*  Alike  arifes  ev'ry  mofn, 

'  By  gay  Contentment  drefsM. 


*  Content,  ^ir  daughter  of  the  fldes, 
'  Or  gives  fpontaneous,  or  denies, 

'  Her  choice  divinely  free; 
'  She  vifits  oft  the  hamlet  cot, 

*  When  Want  and  Sorrow  are  the  lot 

*  Of  Avarice  and  me* 

*  But  fee  !— or  is  it  Fancy's  dream? 
'  Methought  a  bright  celeftial  gleam 

*  Shot  fuddeu  thro'  the  groves ; 
'  Behold,  behold^  in  loofe  array, 

'  Euphroiyne,  more  bright  than  day, 
'  More  mild  than  Paphian  doves ! 

'  Welcome,  O!  welcome,  Pleafttre's  qtleen! 
'  And  fee,  along  the  velvet  green, 

*  The  jocund  train  advance : 

'  With  fcattcr'd  flow'rs  they  fill  the  air, 

*  The  wood-nymphs  dew-befpangled  hair 

*  Plays  in  the  ipordve  dance. 


Aft  Ah! 
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^  Ah !  baneful  grant  of  an^ry  Heaven,  . 
<  WJien  to  the  feeling  wretch  is^vea 

*  A  foul  alive  to  joy! 

*  Joys  ft  y  with  cv'ry  hour  away i 

*  And  leave  th'  unguarded  heart  tprqf 

*  To  cares,  that  peace  deftroy. 

*  And  fee,  with  vifionary  hz&e, 

*  (Too  foon  the  gay  delniion  pafsM) 

*  Reality  remains ! 

*  Defpair  has  feiz'd  my  captive  foul, 

*  And  horror  drives  without  coiitrottU 

*  And  (lackens  flill  the  i^tns* . 

*  Ten  thoafand  beanU«sjroaad  me  •throngs 

*  What  beauties,  fay,  ye  nympHSf  belong 

*  To  the  diftempcr'd  foul  ? 

*  I  fee  the  lawn  of  hideous  dye  ; 

*  The  towering  elm  nod*  miieryi 
'  With  groans  the  waters  roll* . 

'  Ye  gilded  roofs,  Palladian  domei> 
'  Ye  vivid  tints  of  Perfia's  looms* 

'  Ye  were  for  mifery  made.'-*— 
*Twas  thus  the  Man  of  Sorrow  fpoke; 
His  wayward  ftep  then  penfivc  took 

Along  th'  unhallow'dihade* 


THE    MAN    OF    PLXAStJR*^. 

BY    THE    .&AM£. 


•yH 


E  S,  to  the  Sages  be  it  told. 
However  great,  or  wife,  or  oM, 
«  Fair  Pleafure's  my  purfuit ; 
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For  her  I  breathe  tRejbyfuI  day ; 
For  her  thro'  Natui^'s  wUds  I  Ibay, 

*  And  cull  the  flow'rs  and  fruit. 

Sweep,  fweep  die  Inters  ettcharitmg  firing. 
And  all  thy  fwcets,  fov'd  Lttxwjj  bring  ! 
•*  To  enjoy,  is  to  obey  i'"^  - 

The  heaWly  mandate  ftill  pretkil. 
And  let  each  unwife  wr^tdi  bewail 

*  The  dire  negleded  diy.  *     * 

Ah,  gracelefs^retch!  todiiobey. 
And  devious  quit  the  flbw*ry  way,  '     * 

*  And  flight  the  godsVdecrWr!  *        • 
Still,  Ml,  ye  gods;  the  bleflfri^s  fend  ! 
If  e'er  my  guilty  hands  offend,' 

'  Indeed  my  heart  is  free. 

In  Pleafure's  ray  fee  Nature  ftiint; 
How  dull,  alas  !  at  Wifdom's  (hrine  ! 
"  'Tis  folly  to  be  wife," 
Collufive  term !  pobr  vain  pretence  \ 
Enjoyment,  fure,  is  real  fenfe, 

*  In  philofophick  eyes. 

I  love  the  carol  of  the  hcwttd. 
Enraptured  on  the  living  ground, 

*  In  dafliing  extafy : 

I  love  the  aukward  courier's  ftride. 
The  conrfer  that  has  been  well  try*d, 

*  And  with  him  eager  fly. 

And  yes,  I  love,  ye  fneering  wife  ! 
Fair  Honour,  fpuming  (till  at  lyes, 
<  As  courting  Liberty ; 

A  a  2  Still 
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*  Still  lund  in  hand  great  Nature  goes, 

*  With  joys  to  koooor  never  foes, 

*  And  all  thofe  joys  are  free. 

<  And  welcome  thrice  to  Brittih  lands 

*  From  Italy'*  voluptoous  ftrand, 
«  Ye  dcftin'd  men  of  art; 

^  Breathe  on  the  thrilling,  meaning  foand. 
«  Each  grace  (hall  ^1  be  faithful  found, 
<  At  your  admirer's  hear^ 

^  Avert,  ye  gods  \  that  carfe  of  fool^ 
^  The  pride  of  theoretick  rales, 
'  That  dupery  of  fenfe : 

*  I  ne'er  refuf^  the  proSer'd  joy, 

*  With  cv'ry  good«— that  can  f^lnp^-p« 
«  Moftea&lydifpenfb, 

*  I  catch  each  rapture  as  it  flies, 

^  Each  happy  lofs  a  gain  fuppUe^ 
^  And  boon  (till  follows  boon  : 

*  The  fmile  of  beauty  gilds  my  daty, 

*  Rcgardlcfs  of  her  frowns  I  ftray--— 
^  Thus  thro'  my  hours  I  run ! 

^  But  let  me  not  for  idle  rhyme 

*  Ncglca,  ungrateful,  good  old  Time ; 

*  Dear  watch  !  thou  art  obcy'd/-^ 
•Twas  thus  the  M?n  of  Pleafurc  fpoke; 
{lis  jovial  ilep  thpn  ^ar^lefs  took^ 

Tq  Qeliasevor  her  inaid^ 


\ 


»EAUTIES    OE    POETRY.  1I9 


DN    A    SUPPOSED     SLIGHT    FROM 
A    FRIEND. 

BY    MISS    ROBERTS. 

THOU  great  Dircaor  of  the  foul. 
Who  firft  to  being  callM  mc  forth  j 
Teach  me  my  paffions  to  controul. 
Nor  let  my  nature  lofe  it's  worth* 

Sred  in  Adveriity's  fad  fchool. 

My  deareft  wiihes  ever  crofs'd; 
Cannot  I  yet  thofe  tumults  rule. 

Which  make  thefe  dear-bought  leflbns  loft? 

Alas !  by  various  evils  torn. 

How  is  my  anxious  mind  dilbrefs'd ! 
The  paft  with  fecret  tears  I  mourn  ; 

The  prefent  feldom  gives  me  reft* 

To  future  profpcfts  if  I  fly. 

Ah,  me!  what  hopes  can  they  beftow ? 
Can  flattering  Fancy  cheat  the  eye. 

With  aught  but  lengthenM  fcenes  of  woe  I 

In  early  bloom,  in  life's  firft  prime,  ' 

To  Love  and  Friendfiiip  ftill  inclin'd ; 
With  Hvely  hopes  I  look'd  through  time> 

Romantick  pleafures  fili'd  my  mind* 

But 
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fiat  now,  alas  !  thofe  phantoms  fled. 
By  youth's  light  hand  fo  gaily  drefsM; 

My  worn-out  mind,  to  Love  grown  dead, 
I  thought  myfelf  in  Fri^idihip  bldfs'd.  '  i .     ^ .' 

But  difappointments  ftill  attend 
The  mind  to  earth-bom  pleafuresjprone: 

Look  up,  my  foul,  behold  thy  PaiEND^ 
And  bend  before  his  awful  throne. 

•  Father  ador'd,  incline  thine  ear 

'  To  her,  whofe  heart  afliffions  pre/s  ; 

•  Whofe  mind,  tho'  weak,  thou  know'ft  iihcere ; 

*  Oh !  calm,  and  make  her  feelings  lefs ! 

•  Lend  me,  O  gracious  God! !  thine  aid  ; 

*  Vouchfafe  to  reftify  my  heart : 

'  Thy  goodnefs,  on  thy  work  difplay'd, 

*  Will  lead  me  to  the  better  part  I* 


THE    ACADEMICK    SPORTSMANi 

OR,    A    WINTER'S    DAY, 
BY    GERALD    FITZGERALD,    BSQ^ 

TH  E  feather'd  game  that  haunt  the  hoary  phxa^ 
When  ice-bound  winter  hangs  in  chryfbd  chains  ; 
The  mimick  thunder  of  the  deep-mouth'd  gMl» 
By  lightning  uilierM,  and  by  death  out-run ; 
The  fpaniel  fpringing  on  the  new.fidl'n  prey ; 
The  friend  attendant,  and  the  fpirits  gay ; 
Thcfe  are  the  fcenes  which  lur'd  my  earlieft  days  ; 
And  fcenes  like  thefe  continue  ftill  to  pleafe. 
Oft,  when  I've  feen  the  new-fledg'd  morn  arife^ 

And  fpread  it's  pinions  to  the  polar  ikies ; 

ThN 
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Th'  expanded  air  .with  gelid  fragrsuice  fan. 

Brace  the  flack  nerves,  and  animate  the  man ; 

Swift  from  the  college,  and  from  cares,  I  flew, 

(For  ftudious  cares  folicit  fomc thing  new) 

From  tinkling  bells,  that  wake  the  truant's  fears. 

And  lettered  trophies  of  three  thoufand  years : 

Thro*  lengthening  flreets  with  fanguine  hopes  I  gjUdt, 

The  fatal  tube  depending  at  my  fide. 

No  bufy  vendor  dins  with  dam'roos  calU 

No  rattling  carriage  drives  me  to  the  wall ; 

The  clofe-compa£ted  fliops,  their  commerce  lud. 

In  fllence  frowQ,  like  manflons  of  the  dead  : 

Save,  where  the  footy-flirowded  wretch  cries  '  Sweep,* 

Or  drowzy  watchman  flalks  in  broken  fleep, 

'Scap'd  from  the  hot-brain'd  youth  of  midnight  fame, 

Whofe  mirth  is  mifchief,  and  whofe  glory  fliaqie. 

Save,  that  from  yopder  flew  the  batter'd  beau. 

With  tott'ring  fleps  comes  reeling  to  and  fro* 

Mark,  how  the  live-long  revels  of  the  night 

Stare  in  his  face,  and  flupify  his  fight ! 
Mark  the  loofe  frame,  yet  iippo.tently  bold, 
'Twixt  man  and  beafl,  divided  empire  hold ! 
Amphibious  wretch !  the  prey  of  paflion's  tide. 
The  wreck  of  riot,  and  the  mock  of  pride. 

But  we,  my  friend,  with  aims  far  difF'rent  borne. 
Seek  the  fair  fields,  and  court  thp  blufliing  morn ; 
\Vith  flurdy  finews»  brufti  the  frozen  fnow, 
"VThQe  primibn  colours  on  our  faces  glow  ; 
6ince  life  is  fhort,  prolong  it  while  we  can, 
*  And  vindicate  the  ways  of  health  to  man.' 

To  yonder  vales  that  fpread  beneath  the  hills, 
"VThere  Miltown  river  winds  with  murm'rin?  rills. 

Onward  our  courfe  diverfify'd  we  b^nd. 

And  right  and  left  with  anxious  care  attend  : 

The  poring  fpaniel,  fludious  as  he  ^pes, 

Scents  ev'ry  leaf  that  on  the  margin  grows  j 

Sodden 
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Sodden  he  (lops ! — he  eyes  the  plafhy  fpring  f 
The  frighted  fnipe  darts  upward  on  the  wing  $ 
With  (hrill-tonM  pipe  implores  the  pailive  air« 
In  vain  I  for  death  e'en  periecutes  him  there. 
Another  fprings  !  but,  happier  in  his  flight, 
'Scapes  the  loud  jg^un^  and  vaniihes  from  fight. 

The  fport  begun,  and  panting  ftill  for  breathj 
With  arms  recruited  for  the  work  of  death, 
Pleaii'd  we  behold  the  gay  tranfparent  gleam 
Of  frozen  lake,  that  (kirts  the  purling  (beam  ; 
With  inlaid  figures,  and  mofaick  wrought. 
With  margin  rich,  and  lucid  pendants  fraught : 
Till  livHy  Ranger  chides  our  long  delay. 
Gambols  around,  then  forward  (prings  away* 
Heav'n  !  what  delights  my  adive  mind  renew. 
When  out-fpread  nature  opeiis  to  my  view. 
The  carpet-cover'd  earth  of  fpangled  white. 
The  vaulted  (ky,  juft  tinged  with  purple  light; 
The  bufy  blackbird  hops  from  f|)ray  to  fpray. 
The  gull,  felf-balanc'd,  floats  his  liquid  way : 
The  morning  breeze  in  milder  air  retires. 
And  riflng  rapture  all  my  bofbm  fires ; 
In  incenfe  wafted  to  the  throne  on  high. 
To  Him  who  form'd  the  earth,  the  air,  tlie  iky. 
Who  gives  me  health  and  vigour  to  enjoy. 
Guides  me  e'en  now,  and  guarded  when  a  boy* 
Accept,  great  God  !  the  fervour  of  my  pray*r^ 
And,  as  before,  continue  IHII  thy  care. 
Oft  as  I  view  thee  in  creation's  drefs. 
Be  mine  to  praife  thee,  as  'tis  thine  to  blefs ! 
While  fervid  flights  my  lifted  fancy  takes. 
The  wary  woodcock  ruftles  thro'  the  brakes; 
With  hafty  pinions  wings  his  rapid  courfe. 
Till  death  purfues  him,  arm'd  with  double  force: 
Each  gun  difcharg'd,  and  confdous  of  it's  aim, 
Afllcrcs  the  prize,  and  holds  ihe  dubious  claim ; 
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Till  chance  decides  the  long-contefted  fpoil* 
Proclaims  the  vi£tor,  and  rewards  his  toil. 

His  lucklefs  fkte^  immediate  to  repair. 
The  bafRed  fportfman  beats  with  forward  care ; 
Each  buih  explores,  that  plats  the  hedge  with  pride, 
Bropks  at  it's  feet,  and  brambles  at  it's  £id&— 
Another  bird,  jufl  fluihing  at  the  found. 
Scarce  tops  the  fence,  then  tumbles  to  the  ground. 

Ah  !  what  avails  him  now  the  varnilhM  dye. 
The  tortoife-colour'd  back,  the  brilliant  eye ; 
The  pointed  bill,  tha:  fteers  his  vent'rous  way 
From  northern  climes,  and  dar'd  the  boifl'rous  fea : 
To  milder  ihores  in  vain  thefe  pinions  iped. 
Their  beauty  blafted,  aiid  their  vigour  fled. 

Thus  the  poor  peafant,  ftruggling  with  diftrels. 
Whom  rig*ro(is  laws,  and  rigid  hunger  prefs, 
2n  Weflern  regions  feeks  a  milder  (late, 
Iraves  the  broad  ocean,  and  refigns  to  fate  ; 
iScarce  well  arriv'd,  and  laboring  to  procure 
Life's  free  fubfiflence,  and  retreats  fecure, 
Sudden,  he  fees  the  roving  Indian  nigh, 
JPate  in  his  hand,  and  ruin  in  his  eye  ! 
;Scar'd  at  the  fight,  he  runs,  he  bounds,  he  flies  ; 
"Till,  arrow.-pierc'd,  he  falls — he  faints — he  dies. 
XJnhappy  man  !  who  no  extreme  could  fliun, 
9y  tyrants  banhh'd,  and  by  chance  undone ; 
Jti  vain  fair  virtue  fann'd  the  free-bom  flame, 
^ow  fall'n  alike  to  fortune,  and  to  fame. 

But  why,  my  Mufe,  when  livelier  themes  I  &iight» 
Why  change  the  rural  fcenes  to  fbber  thought  ? 
Why  rouze  the  patriot  ardour  in  my  breafl  ? 
Vfelefs  it's  glow,  when  Freedom  droops  deprefs'd* 
IJot  mine  to  combat  Lux'ry's  lordly  ftride ; 
14y  humble  lot  forbids  th'  afpiring  pride ; 
forbids  to  flop  Depopulation's  hand, 
TTI^at  crudes  induftry,  and  frights  the  lai|d  ; 

B  b  T\i%X 
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That  robs  the  poor  of  half  their  little  ftorc. 
And  infurrcdion  fpreads  from  (here  to  fhore. 

Thefc  to  prevent,  be  ftili  the  ftatcfman's  end. 
And  this  the  talk  of  fov 'reigns  to  attend  : 
Be  mine  the  care,  to  range  this  ample  field. 
Try  what  it's  fprings,  and  what  it's  thickets  yirfd ; 
Purfue  the  game  that  to  the  Ccies  afpirc. 
And  purge  the  aether  with  fucccflive  fire ; 
Spring  o'er  the  fence  that  bars  my  adive  mind. 
And  rouze  my  friend  that  ling'ring  ilays  behind  ; 
Guard  the  flcep  bank,  to  catch  with  eager  pains. 
The  forward  bound,  that  fcarce  the  margin  gains-; 
Or  loudly  laugh,  when,  diligently  nice, 
He  backward  Hides,  and  bumps  th^  crackling  ice* 

Oh,  frieiidfhip  !  name  for  ever  lov'd,  ador'd ; 
Thou  richefl  gift,  which  Heaven  for  man  has  ftor'd  ! 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  breaft. 
Than  all  the  hoards  and  honours  of  the  Eaft. 
Whene'er  thro'  life's  more  arduous  paths  I  bead. 
Be  there  to  guide,  and  aid  me  to  my  end ; 
Or  when  the  fports  of  rural  fcenes  I  try. 
With  converfe  fweet  each  interval  fupply  ; 
In  all  extremes  of  bufmefs  or  of  eafe. 
Be  there  to  comfort,  and  be  here  to  pleafe ; 
Unlock  the  fluices  of  my  flowing  heart. 
And  to  it's  courfe  thy  genial  warmth  impart  ; 
Augment  it's  flreani,  refine  it  as  it  flows. 
Till  fair  creation  it's  clear  current  fliews  ! — 
May  no  rude  paflions  tofs  it  into  foam. 
Nor  reftlefs  commerce  on  it's  bofom  roam ; 
But  chear'd  by  bright'iling  fcience  may  it  run. 
No  cares  to  ruffle,  and  no  rocks  tp  fliun  ; 
Or  glide  fequefter'd  thro'  Sylvanus'  fhades. 
The  flocks  of  Pan,  and  Flora's  flow'ry  meads  ; 
While  the  plcas'd  Mufes,  with  aufpicious  fmile, 
Preathe  pafl'ral  maiick,  and  the  time  beguile.  , 
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And  thou,  iear  fpaniel !  friend  in  other  form ! 
Obfequious  come,  thy  duty  to  perform  ; 
Whofe  fond  afFeclion  ever  glows  the  fame. 
Lives  in  each  look,  and  vibrates  thro'  thy  frames 
And  thou,  dear  pointer  !  never  devious  ftray. 
But  fearch  the  plains  inquifitively  gay ; 
With  lengthen'd  fide,  and  fapient  nofe,  inhale 
The  floating  vapOur  of  the  fcented  gale — 
Oft  have  I  feen  thee,  when  the  balanced  yeaf. 
By  Libra  weigh'd,  rewarded  Ceres'  care. 
Thro'  new-lhorn  fields,  with  aftive  vigouf-  bounds 
SnufF  the  frefh  air,  artd  traverfe  all  the  ground  i 
Or  cautious  tread,  and  ftep  by  ftep  furvey. 
With  keeneft  attitude,  the  tim'rous  prey ; 
Then,  (latue-like,  with  lifted  foot  proclaim 
The  partridge  near,  and  certify  the  game. 
Where'er  I  range,  whatever  fports  purfue. 
Be  ftill  attendant,  and  be  ftill'in  view. 

Now  had  the  fun,  iu  noon-tide  robes  array'd. 
Of  fleecy  clouds,  the  fubjeft  world  furvey'd ; 
Onward  we  move,  to  gain  the  mountain's  fide*. 
That  Eaft  and  Weft  attends  in  folemn  pride; 
With  lofty  head  that  breathes  the  gelid  gale. 
Brow-beats  the  city,  and  o'erlooks  the  vale : 
Adown  it's  face  the  trickling  riv'lets  run. 
Spread  at  his  feet,  and  bathe  them  in  the  fun. 
Thefe  to  difclofe,  we  trace  the  rugged  foil. 
And  many  a  fliot  repays  the  pleafing  toil ; 
Till  tir'd  at  length  with  new-difcover'd  game, 
We  mark  the  courfe  rcferv'd  for  future  fame. 

As  when  the  Spaniards,  with  unceafing  pains. 
Thro'  Chili  rov'd  to  Cliarcas'  barren  plains, 

*  That  part  of  die  Wicklew  Mountains  which  liet  ibout  tliree  mllu  to  the 
^Ottth  of  Dublui. 

B  b  a  Ap. 
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Approach''d  Potoii's  ardaoas  height,  that  boafts 

The  richeft  treafures  of  the  Southern  coails ; 

The  latent  veins  they  labour  to  explore. 

Of  pregnant  mines  that  teem  with  iparkling  ore  ; 

With  riiing  rapture  fpring  them  into  day. 

And  flu(h'd  with  pleafure,  plan  their  future  fwaj. 

The  day  advanc'd,  and  waning  to  the  weft. 
Demands  a  thought  for  refpite  and  for  reft; 
Back  to  the  city  calls  a  fudden  eye. 
Where  vary'd  beauties  all  in  proijped  lie ; 
The  pointed  fteeples  menacing  the  (kies. 
The  fplendid  domes  that  emulonfly  rife ; 
The  lowly  hamlets  fcatter'd  here  and  there. 
That  fcarcely  fwell  to  breathe  refreihing  air ; 
The  hedge-row'd  hills,  and  intermingled  valet^ 
The  diftant  villas,  fann'd  by  floating  gales ; 
And  eaftward  ftill,  the  wide*extended  main. 
By  commerce  cover'd,  awes  the  folemn  fcene. 

Thefe  to  behold  may  pleafe  the  vacant  mind ; 
More  pleafing  far  the  cottage  of  the  hind. 
That  yonder  fmokes,  by  ruiTet  hawthorn  hedg'd. 
By  hay-yard  back'd,  and  fiJe-long  cow-houfe  edg'd : 
Oft  have  I  there  my  thirft  and  toil  allay'd, 
Approach'd  as  now,  and  dar'd  the  dog  that  bay'd* 
The  fmiling  matron  joys  to  fee  her  guefts. 
Sweeps  the  broad  hearth,  and  hears  our  free  requefis  1 
Repels  her  little  brood  that  throng  too  nigh. 
The  homely  board  prepares,  the  napkin  dry; 
The  new-made  butter,  and  the  rafher  rare. 
The  new-laid  egg,  that's  drefs'd  with  niceft  care  t 
The  milky  ftore,  for  cream  collefted  firft. 
Crowns  the  clean  nioggin,  and  allays  our  thirft; 
While  crackling  faggots,  bright'ning  as  they  burn^ 
•  Shew  the  neat  cupboard,  and  the  cleanly  churn ; 
The  plaintive  hen,  the  interloping  goofe. 
The  lambkin  dear  that  friiks  about  the  hpufe-^ 
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The  modeft  maiden  rifes  from  her  wheel. 
Who,  unperceiv'd,  a  filent  look  would  fteal ; 
CallMj  ihe  attends^  afllfts  with  artlefs  grace. 
The  bloom  of  nature  fluflung  on  her  face. 
That  fcorns  the  dye  which  pallid  pride  can  lenda 
And  all  the  arts  which  luxury  attend. 

With  fuel  laden  from  the  brambly  rock, 
Lo  !  forward  comes  the  father  of  his  flock. 
Of  honed  front-— falutes  with  ruflick  gait, 
Remarks  our  fare,  and  boafb  his  former  ftate. 
When  many  a  cow,  nor  long  the  time  remov'd^ 
And  many  a  calf  his  fpacious  pafbire  rov'd. 
Till  rifing  rents  rcduc'd  them  now  to  three, 
Abridg'd  his  farm,  and  £x'd  him  a&  we  fee : 
^et  thanks  his  God,  what  fails  him  in  his  wealthy 
He  feeks  from  labour,  and  he  gains  from  health. 
Then  talks  of  fport ;  how  many-  wild-duck&  feen  ! 
What  flocks  of  widgeon,  too,  had  fledg'd  the  gtreen ! 
Till  ev*ry  prentice  darM  the  city  fhun. 
Range  the  wide  field,  and  lift  the  level  gun. 

While  thus  amus'd,  and  gladden'd  with  our  lot^ 
The  hafty  ev'ning  calls  us  from  the  cot; 
A  iinall  gratuity  dilates  their  heart. 
And  many  a  blefling  follows  as  we  part. 
Nor  you,  ye  proud  I  difdain  their  ftate  to  hear. 
The  flate  of  nature  crowns  their  frugal  cheer ; 
Tranfmitted  pure  from  patriarchal  times. 
By  art  uufalhiori'd  to  corruption's  climes— 
To  you  ui^known  their  labours  and  their  race. 
Alike  unknown  their  innocence  and  peace : 
Secure  from  danger,  as  removed  from  fame. 
Their  lives  calm  current  flows  without  a  name* 

With'  Hmbs  refrelh'd,  with  lively  tales  and  gay> 
We  homeward  hafte,  and  guile  the  tedious  way  ; 
Each  object  view  in  wint'ry  drcfs  around. 
And  eye  the  dogs  that  wanton  o'er  the  grouted ; 
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The  pcnfive  red-br<?afl  on  the  Ifaflefs  bough. 

And  juft  beneath,  the  fragrance-breathing  cow ; 

While  dill  more  grateful,  with  her  cleanly  pail. 

The  ruddy  milk-maid  hears  a  tender  tale 

From  the  lov'd  Twain,  who  fwells  th'  alternate  figh. 

Leans  on  his  ilafF,  and  lures  her  fide-long  eye, 

"With  artlefs  guife,  his  paffion  to  impart. 

With  looks  that  fpeak  the  language  of  his  heart— 

Her's  was  the  fweetncfs  of  the  milk  (he  prefs'd. 

And  his  the  fervour  of  the  fweets  carefs'd : 

A  Daphne  (he,  with  rural  grace  attir'd, 

A  Damon  he,  with  faithful  love  infpir'd. 

Thrice  happy  pair !  whom  guiltlefs  joys  adorn. 

Pure  as  the  eve,  and  conflant  as  the  morn ; 

No  pride-born  cares,  to  fruftrate  or  controul 

Your  mutual  vows  refponfive  to  the  foul. 

Till  facred  Hymen  binds  the  nuptial  band. 

And  blends  your  lives,  a  bleffing  to  the  land ! 

Hence  Contemplation  lifts  the  internal  eye, 
Fix'd  on  the  love  of  Providence  on  high. 
That  ftill  impartial  thro'  the  world  extends 
In  bounteous  blefiings  vary'd  to  their  ends ; 
From  the  rich  Urkain  to  Siberia's  fnow. 
Adapted  fweets  in  ev'ry  climate  grow  ; 
The  rude  Tongufian,  quiver'd  for  the  chace. 
Feels  joys  unknown  to  Perfia's  fplendid  race ; 
Thro'  wilds  immenfe  purfues  the  favage  brood. 
At  once  his  pride,  his  raiment,  and  his  food  ; 
No  difPrence  proves,  but  what  from  fancy  fprings, 
*Twixt  tented  Tartars,  and  empalac'd  kings. 

But  foon  the  vifionary  fcene  withdraws. 
And  a£live  fports  folicit  new  applaufe. 
For  yonder  come— yet  diftant  to  the  eye. 
The  vagrant  plover  wafted  thro*  the  Iky ; 
Swift  to  the  hedge,  on  difF'rent  fides  we  run. 
That  ikirt  the  copfe,  and  hide  the  deadly  gua  1 
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Onward  they  move,  regardlefs  of  their  flatc, 
A  fingle  guide  condufts  them  to  their  fate  j 
The  fudden  thunder  burfls  upon  their  head. 
The  foremoft  fall,  and  all  the  reft  are  fled. 

Thus,  where  it's  forefts  Niagara  fpreads. 
And  wild  Ofwego  all  it's  horror  fheds. 
The  fons  of  Britain  march'd  in  vent'rous  pride. 
No  foe  to  front  them,  and  no  caution  guide. 
Till  ev'ry  tree  with  hidden  rage  confpires. 
And  ev*ry  fhrub  emits  deflrudive  fires. 
What  could  they  do  ;  or  where  the  vengeance  fly  ? 
They  wheel — they  drop— and  all  or  run  or  die: 
The  gun,  relentlefs,  no  compaflion  (hews. 
And  no  refpecl  of  difPrent  objedls  knows  ; 
Alike  regardlefs,  when  it's  fury's  ftirr'd. 
Of  man  or  beaft — a  Braddock,  or  a  bird. 

But  while  I  tlius  it's  dire  effeds  attend, 
'Tis  man  alone  muft  anfwer  for  the  end. 
The  gun,  like  riches,  claims  no  genuine  ufe. 
But  juft  as  rul'd,  will  good  or  bad  produce  ; 
"Whether  it  rolls  the  raging  tide  of  war. 
Or  only  frights  the  tenants  of  the  air  ; 
For  empire  levell'd,  or  for  health  carefs'd. 
The  motive,  not  the  mean,  is  curs'd  or  blefsM. 
Now  had  the  twilight,  veil'd  in  gloomy  grey, 
Mourn'd  the  departure  of  retiring  day ; 
A  darker  hue  the  face  of  nature  wears. 
And  fcarce  diftind  the  diftant  town  appears— 
Back  to  our  mind,  in  fwift  fucceffion  throng, 
(To  cheat  the  time  and  fteal  the  road  along) 
The  various  fports  of  all  the  fummer  paft. 
When  ling'ring,  long- vacation ,  cameatlaft; 
Imagination  fondly  fports  to  tell, 
flow  many  groufe !  how  many  partridge  fell ! 
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And  quick  tranfports  me,  gladden'd  as  I  go. 

Where  the  proud  Ganltics  •  lift  their  awful  brow. 

Oft  did  I  there  with  lively  fpirits  run. 

Mount  on  their  back,  to  meet  the  riiing  fun ; 

When  toiling,  panting,  labonr-fpent,  and  flow, 

I  ftopp'd  to  breathe — ^and  vicw'd  the  plains  below: 

And  thee,  dear  village  t  *•  lovelieft  of  the  dime, 

(Fain  would  I  name  thee,  but  I  can't  in  rhyme) 

Where  £rft  my  years  in  youthful  pleafures  pafs'd. 

And  where  in  age  I  hope  to  die  at  laft ; 

Fain  would  I  dwell  upon  thy  native  charms. 

Thy  verdant  hills  and  cultivated  farms — 

But  fudden  rouz*d,  I  fee  the  pointers  wind. 

My  brother  fportfrnen  prefling  clofe  behind ; 

The  grumbling  heath-cock  feels  an  inftant  wound, 

Adown  he  falls,  and  whirs  againft  the  ground — 

Again,  methinks  I  fee  the  fervice  fpread. 

The  cold  proviiions  on  the  cakes  of  bread  %* 

The  mountain  ilream,  of  babbling  accents  nigh, 

^y  couch  the  heath,  my  canopy  \hc  iky : 

^neas-like,  I  eagerly  devour 

The  plates  themfelves  || — the  quarter'd  cakes  of  flouf ; 

Like  him  arife  new  conquefts  to  purfue. 

Then  end  my  toil,  and  tell  of  all  I  knew« 

So  at  the  clofe  of  toilfome,  hardy  life. 
The  vet'rai^  foldier  brags  of  glorious  ftrife  ]; 
What  dangers  paft,  what  cities  he  had  feen, 
"^hat  battles  fought,  when  thou&nds  ftfew'd  the  green  | 

*  A  range  of  mountains  in  the  county  of  Tipperary. 

t  Tipperary, 

J  Adorea  )iba  per  herbam 

Sttbjiciunt  epulis,  &C*  VxK«  .Air.  vii«  ii^k- 

J  Malifq*  audacibus  orbem 

Fataiis  crafti,  patulis  nee  parcere  quadris ; 

Heus  ?  ctiam  Mcnfas  conftnnrmus  inquic  lulus.     Vf  r.  Mitm  vii.  iio« 
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Till  fancy-warm'd  he  fecms  to  fight  them  o'er. 

And  tir'd  at  lafl»  he  braves  and  beads  no  mord« 
Blefs'd  with  the  view  of  Stephen's  Green  at  ImA, 

Amufive  fancy  paints  it's  plcafores  paft ; 

Where  (hady  walks  entice  the  noon -tide  gale. 

And  whifp'ring  lovers  foftly-fighing  tale  ; 

The  ogling  belle,  the  pert  and  powder'd  beaa. 

And  dame  delighted  pretty  Mifa  to  fhew;  i 

The  trader  trim,  that  ilruts  with  vacant  air 

To  catch  the  breeze,  or  captivate  the  fair — 

But  now  no  more  Florillus  glads  the  green, 

Xucinda's  gone,  and  defokte's  the  fcene. 
The  rifmg  moon,  with  delegated  fway. 

Supplies  the  radiance  of  the  diilaat  day. 

Reveals  the  various  obje6b  that  we  meet. 

And  all  the  bufy  tumults  of  the  flreet : 

With  headlong  pace  the  vagrant  hawker  fcours. 

And  bloody  news  from  lungs  howifick  pours ;  ' 

The  dull,  difcordant  ballad -notes  annoy. 

That  mock  the  crowd  with  Love's  fantaftick  joy ; 

The  cumb'rous  coach,  with  blazon'd  pomp,  thatihewi 

Where  pamper'd  pride,  and  indolence  repofe  ; 
While  clofe  behind,  the  ihivVing  female  ftrays. 
Parted  from  virtue,  innocence,  and  eafe. 
5he,  once  the  darling  of  her  mother's  arms. 
Her  father's  pride,  and  blefs'd  with  blooming  charms, . 
Thro'  all  th?  village  known  for  fpotlefs  fame ; 
Pair  was  her  beauty,  fairer  ftill  her  name : 
TTill  the  fly  tempter  urg'd  infidious  fujt, 
And  lur'd  her  weaknefs  to  forbidden  fruit* 
There  perilh'd  grace,  her  guardian  honour  fled, 
And  fad  remembrance  mourns  each  bleifing— dead  1 
Xxpell'd  the  paradife  of  native  fway, 
She  wanders  now  to  cv'ry  vice  a  prey— 
-A  prey  to  yonder  terror  of  the  night, 
^ Avert,  ye  gods  I  fuch  monftcrs  from  my  fight !) 
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The  bully  dire :  whofe  front  the  furies  fwell. 

And  fears  difhoneft.mark  the  fon  of  hell — 

In  vain !  ihe  (brinks  to  ihun  his  lucklefs  pace, 

Aw'd  by  the  terrors  of  his  vengeful  face ; 

To  fcenes  Tartarean,  fee  !  the  wretches  hie. 

Where  drench'd  in  vice,  they  rave — they  rot— or  die. 

Heav'n !  how  unlike  the  pure,  the  tranquil  fcene. 
Where  rural  mirth,  and  rural  manners  reign ; 
Where  iimple  cheer  difclaims  the  cares  of  wealth. 
And  frefli'ning  gales  difFufe  the  glow  of  health  ; 
Where  undifturb'd,  unenvy'd,  anconfin'd, 
CalAi  Reafon  rules  each  moment  of  the  mind  ; 
Vhere  mock'd  Ambition  feeks  her  laft  retreat. 
And  proyes  the  world  a  bubble  6r  a  cheat. 

Thro*  clam'rous  ftreets  at  length  by  caution  led, 
Lo!  Alma  Mater  rears  her  rev'rend  head  ; 
Unfolds  the  portals  of  her  awful  courts. 
Where  nurs'd  by  Science,  future  Fame  reforts— 
PJeas'd,  we  behold  the  brightening  fuel  blaze. 
And  hot  repaft  that  ^ives  content  and  eafe ; 
While^  keeneft  appetites  a  zeft  bellow. 
Which  liftlefs  Luxury  can  never  know. 
The  cloth  remov'd,  with  blefling  for  our  fare. 
We  next  the  jug  of  cordial  punch  prepare  ; 
Or  purple  claret  fparkling  as  we  pour, 
Neflareous  juice  !  to  chear  the  focial  hour. 
When  toil  declining  claims  refrefhment's  fmiles. 
And  mirthful  JnnoCence  the  time  beguiles. 

With  confcious  joy  our  nets  we  then  review. 
And  all  the  conquefts  of  the  day  renew ; 
Boaft  of  our  (kill',  and  palliate  where  it  fails  ; 
For  e'en  in^pfles  human  pride  prevails — 
Nor  to  ourfelves  the  feather'd  fpoils  confine. 
But  range  them  round  for  Friendihip's  facred  fhi-ine  5 
The  rural  blifs  redoubles  in  our  breaft. 
In  plcafmg  othters  when  ourfelves  arc  bkfs'd. 
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Nor  you,  my  friends  f  difdain  what  we  adore  ;     ' 
\Ve  give  with  pleafure,  and  would  give  you  more  ;   : 
Our  ofPritig  take ;  arid,  as  we  wiih,  furvey. 
The  grateful  produce  of  a  Winter's  Day. 


TO    A    F^lENt)    IN    AFFLICTION. 

BY     MRS.     COLLIER. 

AH,  me  !  what  pangs  a  tender  heart  muft  feel ! 
Such  is  thd  wayward  fate  of  all  below^ 
We  joy  and  forrow  oft  in  others  weal> 
And  beft  afFedions  prove  a  fource  of  woev 

To  Friendlhip's  pow'r  I've  long  refign'd  my  foul. 

And  fancy'd  happinefs  her  reign  muft  prove  ; 
The  ills  of  life  I  thought  ihe  would  controul. 

And  peace  and  reft  would  How  from  pureft  love. 

Alas  !  'twas  mortal,  what  Pd  fancy'd  more; 

And  ills  will  mix  in  fcenes  beneath  the  Iky : 
Friendftiip  foon  prov'd  th'  ideal  blifs  was  o*er; 

That  pains  were  doubled  by  the  tender  tye* 

Friend  fhip,  how  ftrange  thy  fympathetick  pow'r  I 
Thy  magick  influence  fpreads  thro'  all  my  mind ; 

1  doat  on  pain,  indulge  the  mournful  hour. 
When  Friendfhip  calls,  nor  think  her  talk  unkind. 

Nay,  more — how  oft  I've  left  the  mirthful  icene. 
The  fcenc  where  joy  and  laughter  feem'd  to  reign ; 

And  ftole  with  Friendftiip  to  the  calm  ferene. 
The  converfc  of  the  heart— how  great  the  gain ! 
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When  my  Maria  meets  me,  gentle  maid. 
And  tells  tK*  artlefs  flory  of  h«r  woe ; 

My  bofom  meets  her  fighs,  her  griefs  would  aidj^ 
And  tear  for  tear  from  fympathy  will  How ! 

Might  but  the  heart-felt  tendernefs  I  bear. 
Soothe  the  keen  angyilh  of  Jier  aching  breafl  j 

With  joy  I  would  indulge  th'  iendearing  care. 
And  live  to  huih  her  forrows  into  refl. 

My  dear  Marial  can  thy  herart  enjoy 

A  fenfe  of  aught  that  friend  (hip  can  bcftow  ? 
Or  docs  thy  wretchednefs  all  fenfe  deftroy, 
•  But  that  which  only  ferves  to  fwell  thy  woe  ? 

Yet  fucji  my  loi'c  to  thee,  the  tye  fb  ftrong, 
I  ftill  would  ilri^e  to  cafe  thy  foul!s  ^ilreis  ; 

Nor  could  pale  mifery  paint  the  feaibn  long. 
That  in  ihe  end  fhould  bring  thy  mind  redfefc^ 

Sometimes  I've  feen  a  tranfient  gleam  of  joy, 

Transfus'd  through  all  thy  features  to  a  fioaile : 
Indulge  the  ray>  nor  be  to  Fricddlhip  coy  ; 
;   Her  kindly  inftuence^may  thy  woes  beguile. 

With  liberal  hand  thy  mind  by  Heav'n  is  ftor'd. 
Each  dear  aiFe(5lion  in  thy  heart  hath  place ; 

For  gifts  like  theie.  Be  gracious  Heav'n  ador'dr 
And  ^lowin^  gratitude  exprefs  the  grace ! 

Thefe,  too,  will  bid  thy  tortur'd  breaft  be  ftilt 
And  calm  thy  troubled  pailiofis  i^to  re^; 

Will  lead  to  acquiefce  in  th'  Almighty's  WiH,  < 
And  fee.  that  all  his  ways  aie  rights  and  beft. 
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I      M      K      I      N, 

A     FAIRY     TALE, 
BY    DR.    KENRICK. 


......... .-«.  cnnera 

Irroravit  aquis  -----..------. 

£t  neque  jam  color  eft  mifto  candore  rubori. 


IN  days  of  yore,  when  elves  were  feen. 
By  moon -light  dancing  on  the  green. 
Leading  in  myftick  fteps  their  train. 
O'er  marfhy  iliead  or  flow'ry  plain  ; 
A  maiden  with  her  milking  pail, 
Tripp'd  morn  and  eve  acrofs  the  vale ; 
Patty,  the  fweeteft  temper'd  lafs 
That  e'er  beat  dew-drop  from  the  grafs< 
But  Nature,  half  unkind,  had  flied 
lU-natur'd  influence  on  her  head  ; 
For,  oh  !   the  caufe  of  many  a  care ! 
Deep-tinted  red  the  virgin's  hair. 
For  fitter  nymphs  fhe  liv'd  a  jefl. 
And  ne'er  was  kifs'd  among  the  rei!:. 

Now  fo  it  chanc'd,  that  by  the  mead. 
Where  Patty's  cows  were  us'd  to  feed. 
There  ftood  a  mount,  on  verdant  ground. 
With  daifies  ftrew'd,  and  violets  crown 'd  ; 
Round  which  had  many  a  tim'rous  fwain 
Seen  fairies  fporting  on  the  plain  : 
R)r  nnder,  as  the  ftory's  told. 
They  dwelt  in  palaces  of  gold  ; 
Safe  in  the  bofom  of  the  hill, 
IVhcre  they  convey'd  thcmftlves  at  will ; 
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Or,  when  they  pleas'd,  from  thence  could  rifci 

Inviiible  to  mortal  eyes. 

By  thefe  the  ftymph  was  often  feen> 

l^th  clear-ilarch'd  coif  fo  neat  and  cleaui 

Devoid  of  all  th^t  negligence. 

That  gives  the  fairies  juft  offence  ; 

Who  trace  the  houfe  with  critick  eyc^ 

Nor  pafs  an  unwafli'd  trencher  by  3 

But  pinch  fevere  the  carelefs  maid. 

For  room  unfwept,  or  fpoon  miflsud* 

They  view  in  pity  Patty's  hair. 

And  take  the  virgin  to  their  care^ 

Now,  as  at  dufky  eve  the  maid 
Sat  milking  Mully  in  the  (hade, 
Simkin,  a  fprite  of  neither  fex. 
That  us'd  old  peevilh  maids  to  vex. 
In  flovvfing  azure  loofely  drefs'd, 
A  thin  tranfparent  gauze  it's  veil; 
Like  that  which  now  to  us  conveyed. 
The  modern  females  term  a  fhade ; 
Aftride  a  vapour  dancing  camC; 
A  Will  o'  th'  Wifp  it's  mortal  name  i 
The  fame  which  boys  fo  often  keuy 
From  diftant  lake  or  foggy  fen  ; 
A  cloud  of  light  that  leads  aflray 
Trav'llers,  benighted  on  their  way. 

Thus,  over  hill  and  dale,  the  maid! 
The  well-defigning  Simkin  led ; 
Till  twelve  o'clock,  a  folemn  founds 
Rung,  from  a  neighb'ring  village,  round: 
What  time  the  nimble  fairies  tread 
The  maiden  daiAes  of  the  mead. 
Which  fcarcely  bend  beneath  their  weight. 
So  lightly,  trip  their  nimble  feet. 

How  bleft  the  plain  !  thrice  fertile  foil. 
On  which  the  fairies  deign  to  fmile  ! 
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No  barren  fpot  can  here  be  found. 
No  weed  nor  thiftle  curfe  the  ground  ; 
Nor  here  is  heard  tji^  fcreech-owl's  note. 
Nor  omen  from  the  raven's  throat ; . 
But  thrufli  and  black-bird  fweetly  fing. 
And  the  glad  (^uckoo  hails  the  f][)ring. 
Here,  too,  the  fcented  fweet-briar  grows. 
The  woodbine  wild,  ^nd  wild  tlje  rofe  ; 
f  he  king-cup  fmiles  with  brighter  bloonj. 
And  violets  breathe  mor^  fweet  perfume. 
To  fuch  a  fpot,  enchanted  mead ! 
The  fprightly  elvc  doth  Patty  lead  ; 
Now  from  ^s  bounding  fteed  alights. 
And  mixes  *mong  his  fellow  fprites  ; 
His  bounding  ileed  no  more  his  care, 
Dircftly  vanilh'd  into  air. 

Now  gentle  Patty,  in  furprize. 
Around  her  turns  her  waijd'nng  eyes. 
Here  fome  fhe  faw,  with  mighty  care. 
New-moulding  fi^ncies  for  the  fair ; 
Here  rofe  a  liea4,  and  there  was  fcea 
Improvements  on  a  capuchin  ; 
(For  all  the  milliner  imparts 
Is  the  refult  of  fairy  ^ts.) 
Here'  ftood  a  crowd  in  warm  difpute. 
About  to  form  a  birth-day  fuit ; 
And  there,  in  confultation,  £it 
As  many,  modelling  a  hat : 
Faft  by,  infpir'd  by  female  love. 
The  fpreading  petticoat  t*  improve. 
They  met,  and  in  debate  were  h;gh, 
pr  is  ? — or  is  it  not— a  fly  i 
Others,  to  greater  deeds  inclined. 
Were  drawing  morals  for  the  mind  ; 
And  lo !  to  this  important  end. 
The  fairy  hiftpries  arc  pcnn'd  ; 

The 
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The  fprites,  to  all  invention  new. 
Their  ilender  fingers  dip  in  dew. 
And  fill  with  deeds  unknown  before. 
Their  tomes,  the  leaves  of  fycamore. 
Hence  arc  the  lov'd  of  fairies  tanght. 
And  blefs'd  with  ev'ry  brilliant  thought ; 
Who  here  perufe  at  early  dawn, 
Th'  imprefllons  on  the  dewy  lawn. 
Ere  yet  an  inaufpicious  wind. 
Leaves  not  a  fingle  tome  behind. 
Or  the  refulgent  fun  exhales 
On  one  bright  beam  a  thoufand  tales  ! 
From  hence  each  intelledtual  vapour. 
They  fcrawl  on  mortal  ink  and  paper. 
So  wretches,  vulgar  things  their  care. 
For  roufhrooms  at  the  morn  repair. 
Ere  yet  th'  expanding  warmth  of  day 
Dries  their  contradled  fweets  away. 

A  number  more,  at  different  toil, 
Patty  with  terror  viewM  a  while : 
When  now  a  train  approach'd  the  maid. 
With  fprightly  Simkin  at  their  head; 
Who,  fmiling,  tripped  before  the  reli:. 
And  thus  the  trembling  fair  addrefs'd. 
*  Fear  not,  fweetefl  maid,  but  fee 

*  What  the  gift  we  bring  to  thee. 

*  This  the  queen  of  fairies  fent, 

*  In  a  phial  nicely  pent ; 

*  Drops,   by  moon-ey'd  elves  diftill'd 

*  From  the  wild-buds  of  the  field ; 

*  Mix'd  with  liquids  nicely  caught, 

*  Which  in  acorn  cups  arft  brought  j 

*  Fiird  before  the  peep  of  morn, 

*  From  the  prickly  point  of  thorn;; 
«  Or  the  furze-bufh  in  the  dell, 

*  Or  the  yellow  cowflip  bell^,  - 
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'  (Suck'd  from  thence  with  flender  pipe) 
«  Or  the  hip>  at  Chriftmas  ripe ; 

*  Join'd  with  thefe,  a  chymick  rare, 
'  Earth  extradi  from  purefl  air. 

'  Nymph,  with  this  bedew  thine  head» 
'  No  more  fhall  glow  thy  locks  with  red  ; 

*  Of  lovdy  brown  fhall  be  thy  hair, 

*  And  thou  the  brighteft  of  the  fair/ 
This  faid,  the  ken  of  rifmg  day 
Summon'd  each  fprite  in  hafte  away. 

Now  Patty  to  the  phial  flies. 
And  ftraight  the  remedy  applies. 
She  fighs,  neglefted,  now  no  more. 
The  fwains  admire  that  jeer*d  before  ; 
The  nymphs  from  former  pity  turn. 
And  now  with  hate  and  envy  bam. 


PHILANTHROPY. 

INSCRIBED    TO  THE    DUKE    07    NORTHUMBERLAITP* 
BY    C    MARTYK,    ESQ^ 

HAIL,  firft-bom  principle  of  grace  divine. 
Eternal  Mercy  1  at  thy  facred  fhrine 
Let  titles,  dignities,  and  honours  bow. 
Wealth  ftoop  her  creft,  and  Pride  herfelf  fall  low. 
Hail,  Charity  benign  !  whofe  gentle  courfe 
From  god-like  Mercy  firft  deriv'd  it's  fource  ; 
Offspring  of  Heav'n,  of  two-fold  force  poiTefs'd, 
Who  bleffing  others,  in  thyfelf  art  blefs'd. 
Hail,  mild  Philanthropy,  from  Mercy  fprung, 
Begpt  by  fiat  of  th'  Almighty  tongue. 
When  Difcord  firft  his  jarring  reign  began. 
To  heal  the  fbifes,  and  eafe  the  cares  of  man ! 

The  monarch,  feated  in  the  chair  of  ftate, 
Whofe  finile  is  fortune,  and  whofe  frown  is  fate  v 
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Whofe  wordy  obfequious^  diftaht  realms  obey. 
And  crowds  attendant  own  his  fovVeign  fway  ; 
At  Mercy's  throne  (ball  bend  the  fuppliant  knee. 
And,  God  of  Mercy  !  feek  for  aid  from  thee. 

At  that  fad  hoar,  when  wealth  and  grandeur  faily 
And  Joy  no  longer  fpreads  her  filken  fail ; 
When  anxious  doubts  the  flott'ring  foul  poflefs> 
Dreading  to  be,  yet  fearing  to  be  lefs  ; 
Lo  !  Charity,  with  lenient  hand  appears^ 
And  comfort  miniflers  with  mingling  tears  ; 
Blefs'd  hope  of  future  blifsful  fcenes  ihe  brings^ 
And  robs  the  tyrant.  Death*  of  half  his  (Ungs. 

When  fuch  misfortunes  as  e'en  wealth  attend^ 
A  fon  undutepus,  or  unfaithful  friend, 
Unjuft  fufpicion,  or  ill-founded  blame, 
A  wounded  character,  or  blafted  fame. 
Envy's  foul  tongue,  or  Malice'  ranc'rous  dart, 
DiHra^  the  mind,  and  rack  the  lab'ring  heart ; 
Philanthropy  with  willing  ftep  draws  nigh. 
With  fweet  compaflion  checks  the  rifmg  figh, 
Perfuafite  bids  us  common  ills  endure. 
And  charms  the  malady  fhe  cannot  cure. 

Thrice  happy  thou,  to  whom  indulgent  Heav'n 
The  means  of  Wefling,  and  the  will  has  giv'n ; 
A  heart  attentive  to  the  plaints  of  woe, 
A  hand  refponfive  ready  to  bellow  ; 
A  foul  which  emulates  the  Pow'r  above^ 
Replete  with  mercy,  charity,  and  love. 

Behold  yon  pile  in  decent  order  rife, 
Whofe  annual  coft  thy  lib'ral  hand  fupplies^ 
To  (icknefs  dedicate,  and  fudden  ill. 
Where  care,  contentment,  medicine,  and  fkiU, 
With  force  united  combat  fierce  difeafe. 
Expel  the  poifon,  and  reftbre  to  cafe  : 
Wretches  relicv'd,  in  flrains  of  heart-felt  praife. 
To  God,  and  thee,  theil'  grateful  voices  raife ; 
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Mothers  preferv'd,  ihall  catch  the  grateful  flame. 
And  iifping  infants  flrive  to  blefs  thy  name. 

When  nipping  Winter  bends  it's  hoary  brows. 
And  feeble  Age  beneath  it*s  rigour  bows ; 
When  e*en  the  chearing  fun's  biefs'd  influence  fails. 
And  Want,  with  double  force,  the  wretch  afl^ils  ; 
Warm'd  by  thy  hand,  and  by  thy  bounty  fed. 
The  child  of  woe  Ihall  rear  his  drooping  head. 
And  raife  to  heav'n  his  fupplicating  pray'r. 
To  crown  thy  days  with  choiceft  bleflings  here ; 
From  care  and  pain  thine  eve  of  life  to  guard. 
And  grant  eternal  blifs,  thy  due  reward. 

O,  for  that  Mufe  which  Rosse's  hero  fung  } 
That  lyre  with  harmony  celellial  ftrung ! 
Sounds  that  might  vibrate  oti  the  ravilh'd  ear 
Strains  fie  for  Virtue's  choiceft  fons  to  hear  !  -  ■  '  ■ 

Defcription's  pow'rs  to  paint  the  glowing  line 
And,  as  the  fubjed,  language  all  divine  ! 
Then  would  th'  enraptur'd  Mufe,  with  willing  feet. 
Attend  thee  daily  to  the  dark  retreat,  .  . 

Where  worth  obfcure,  in  pining  anguifli  lies. 
And  hides  it's  mifery  from  vulgar  eyes ; 
Where  confcious  Virtue,  dignify'd  in  grief, 
Unus'd  to  work,  aftiam'd  to  feek  relief, 
Bereft  alike  qf  fortune  and  of  friends. 
On  God  alone  for  fuccour  he  depends  ; 
Humbly  fubraits  the  rod  of  wrath  to  bear, 
Hor  on  himfelf  beftows  a  fmgle  tear. 

Lo,  where  his  wife,  dear  partner  of  his  care ! 

VHiofe  voice  could  comfort,  and  whofe  futile  could  chear ;  . 

Whofe  eye  was  funfliine  on  the  lovelieft  face, 

Whofe  form  was  fymmetry,  whofe  motion  grace  ; 

Overwhelmed  with  grief,  in  filent  forrow  ftands, 

Srafping  her  haplefs  race  with  pallid  hands ; 

Till  at  their  p]aint3  her  yearning  heart  o'erflow. 

And burft  apon  them  in  a  flood  of  woe \    .- 
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For  thefe  he  moams ;  for  thefe  his  ricking  hearty 

Tho'  niirs*d  in  troubles,  and  inur'd  to  fmart, 

Meldng  to  foftnefs,  joins  the  weeping  train. 

And  feeks  Religion's  aid  to  eafe  his  pain  ; 

Her  heav'n- taught  precepts  calmly  he  porfaes. 

Faithful  in  hope,  to  Providence  he  fues. 

Humbly  rcfolv'd  with  patience  to  endure. 

And  truftsy  that  He  who  gave  the  wound  will  cure : 

Nor  trufts  in  vain  ;  for  fee,  at  Heav'n's  command. 

As  Him  of  yore,  with  healing  in  his  hand. 

An  aiigel-miniiler  of  peace  appears. 

With  downy  pinions  wipes  the  falling  tears. 

Puts  fell  Defpair  to  flighty  difpels  the  gloom. 

And  Health  and  Competence  their  reign  refnmel 

Nor  yet  confin'd  to  private  adts  alone. 
Is  mild  Philanthropy's  blefs'd  influence  known  ; 
Kingdoms  and  dates  her  kind  protedion  (hare. 
And  ev'ry  human  ill  demands  her  care. 

When  dvil  broils  diftraft  the  commonweal, 
*Tis  her's  to  foften,  and  'tis  her's  to  heal ; 
To  bend  the  rigid  patriot's  haughty  foul. 
To  teach  the  fierce  republican  controul ; 
And  bid  the  frantick  demagogues  contend. 
Who  mod  fhall  be,  not  feem,  his  country's  friend, 

But  fhould  Rebellion  dare,  with  lawleis  aim. 
In  arms  to  vindicate  fome  groundlefs  claim  ; 
With  wild  prefumption  king  and  fenate  awe. 
And  madly  fpurn  at  loyalty  and  law ; 
Then  fhall  Philanthropy,  with  fteady  view, 
Unchang'd,  unmov'd,  her  gea'rons  plans  purfue  | 
With  necefTary  force  her  arm  extend. 
And  check  with  pow'r  divine  th'  infulting  fiend  ; 
Nor  fpares  fhe  then  her  dearefl  fon  to  yield 
To  all  the  dangers  of  th'  embattled  field  ; 
But  bids  him,  zealous  in  the  righteous  caufe 
Of  injor'd  faith  and  violated  laws. 
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Go  forth  his  country's  champion ,  lead  her  bands 
O'er  feas  Atlantick,  to  thofe  hoftile  lands 
Where  clam'rous  fadion  rules  the  wide  domains. 
And  holds  Allegiance  bound  in  galling  chains  ; 
Where  Loyalty  and  Virtue,  doom'd  to  fly,    . 
Unhallow'd  Tumult  lifts  his  banner  high  ; 
Where  loud  Confulion  and  fell  Difcord  roar. 
And  Peace  and  Order  quit  the  hated  fhore. 

The  heats  of  party-fury  to  affuage. 
To  Hem  the  torrent  of  mifguided  rage ; 
To  bid  miilaken  zealots  rancour  ceafe. 
And  call  them  back  to  reafon  and  to  peace  ; 
Jnfpir'd  by  thee,  the  noble  youth  eflays. 
And  points  the  facred  branch  a  thoufand  ways : 
But  deaf  to  Wifdom*s,  as  to  Virtue's  cill. 
And  ilill  refolv'd  to  urge  their  defpVate  fall. 
When  led  by  Folly  to  Dcftrudion's  brink. 
From  profFer'd  terms  the  wretched  vidims  (brink, 
parental  love,  with  favage  hate  requite. 
And  turn  from  mercy  with  contemptuous  flight ; 
The  Chriflian  hero,  from  refentment  free^ 
Tempers  ftridl  juftice  with  humanity. 
And  whilfl  his  arms  immortal  trophies  raife, 
Efteems  the  fribnd  of  man  his  better  praife. 

All  hail.  Philanthropy  !  whofe  lib'ral  mind, 
Fix'd  to  no  climate,  to  no  ftate  confin'd. 
Pervading  Nature's  univerfal  foul. 
Irradiates,  a6tuates,  and  informs  the  whole! 

The  humble  peafant,  who  with  guiltlefs  breaft, 
Flufli'd  by  no  hopes,  and  by  no  fears  poflefs'd, 
Unnotic'd  ftrays  the  road  of  life  along. 
And  chears  his  labours  with  an  artlefs  fong; 
Touch'd  by  Philanthropy,  with  pleafure  eyes 
The  neighb'ring  crops  in  promis'd  plenty  rife ; 
Condufls  tlie  wand'rer  to  his  mafter*s  fold. 
Or  helps  the  harveft  home  of  future  gold. 

The 
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The  cunning  artift,  whofe  mechanick  hand 
Proportion,  form,  and  beauty  can  command. 
The  mafs  unlh:ip*d,  to  order  can  reduce. 
And  ca>l  it  forth  to  elegance  and  ufc. 
Her  influence  feels — with  honeft  pride  imparts 
The  wond'rous  progrefs  of  his.mimick  arts  ; 
Free  to  commend,  and  only  (low  to  blame, 
•  He  joys  to  lead  the  docile  youth  to  fame; 
His  pupil's  merit  with  regard  furveys. 
And  fcarcely  claims  his  due,  the  matter's  praiie* 

I'he  man  of  fcience  lives  not  for  himfelf. 
Nor  hoards  his  treafures  up  like  fordid  pelf; 
Pleas'd  to  communicate,  flill  more  to  find 
His  labour  prove  a  bleiling  to  mankind  ; 
Ambitious  only  of  that  noble  praife. 
Which  honeft  fame  in  grateful  tribute  pays  ; 
Founds  on  Philanthropy  his  gen'ral  plan. 
And  makes  his  fole  purfuit,  thb  good  of  maw. 

Where  ^indfor*s  turrets,  tow'ring  to  the  fkics. 
In  proud  pre-eminence  majeftick  rife  ; 
Where  George  and  Charlotte,  born  to  reign  and  blefs. 
From  toils  of  Hate  enjoy  their  lov'd  recefs ; 
Philanthropy,  their  welcome  guell,  attends. 
From  public k  cares  the  royal  breaft  unbends. 
And  leaves  the  monarch  happy  to  difpenie 
The  milder  virtues  of  beneficence. 

The  turf-crown'd  cottage,  undifturb'd  retreat. 
Upon  whofe  roof  no  ftorms  of  fortune  beat. 
Within  whofe  walls  no  gufts  of  paflion  blow^ 
Too  mean  for  envy,  and  for  hate  too  low. 
From  Pride,  Ambition,  bafe  intruders  !  free. 
With  humble  grace  receives  Philanthropy. 
,     Upon  the  barren  mountain's  hoary  top, 
Jn  the  low  vale  where  oozing  waters  drop; 
Along  the  ftream  that  trickles  thro'  the  wood. 
Upon  the  wild  beach  of  the  briny  flood  \ 
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[n  bufy  cities,  and  fequefter'd  dells, 
[n  princes  palaces,  and  hermits  cells  ; 
Where  pamper'd  Wealth  on  bed  of  down  reclines. 
Where  meagre  Want  on  humble  pallet  pines. 
Philanthropy  refides :  and  low,  and  high. 
Noble,  and  mean,  riches,  and  penury. 
With  equal  eye  regards ;   nor  more  (he  loves. 
Or  Shenftone's  bow*rs,  or  Lyttelton's  alcoves  ; 
But  dwells  with  Virtue,  in  whatever  degree. 
And,  good  and  great  Northumberland,  with  thee. 


THE      HERMIT. 

'    *  BY    DR.    PARNEJLL. 

FAR  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  publick  view. 
From  youth  to  age  a  reverend  Hermit  grew ; 
The  mofs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  chryftal  well : 
Remote  from  men,  with  God  he  pafs'd  the  days, 
Pray'r  all  his  buiinefs,  all  his  pleafure  praife. 

A  I^fe  fo  facred,  fuch  ferene  repofe, 
Seem'd  heaven  itfelf,  till  one  fuggeftion  rofe ; 
That  vice  (hould  triumph,  virtue  vice  obey ; 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  fway. 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  profped  boaft. 
And  all  the  tenour  of  his  foul  is  loft. 
So,  when  a  fmooth  expanfe  receives  imprefs'd 
Calm  nature's  image  on  it's  wat'ry  breaft, 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depending  grow. 
And  flcies  beneath  with  anfwering  colours  glow : 
But  if  a  (lone  the  gentle  fea  divide, 
Surift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  glimmering  fragments  of  a  broken  fun, 
i^Jiks,  trees,  and  fkies,  in  thick  diforder  run. 
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To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  fight. 
To  find  if  books,  or  fwains,  report  it  righk, 
(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
Whofc  feet  came  wand'ring  o'er  the  nightly  dew) 
He  quits  his  cell ;  the  Pilgrim-ftaff  he  bore. 
And  fix'd  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before ; 
Then  with  the  fan  a  rifing  journey  went. 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wafted  in  the  pathlefs  grafs. 
And  long  and  lonefome  was  the  wild  to  pafs  ; 
But  when  the  fouthern  fun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  pofting  o'er  a  crofling  way  !  . 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair,  ;-^ 

And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Then  near  approacliing,  *  Father,  hail  !*  he  cry'd. 
•  And  hail,  my  fon  I'  the  rev'rend  fire  reply'd. 
Words  follow'd  words,  from  queftion  anfwer  flowM^ 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceived  the  road; 
Till  each,  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loth  to  part. 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart* 
Thus  Hands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound. 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clafps  an  elm  around.       * 

Now  funk  the  fun;  the  clofing  hour  of  d^y 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fober  grey ; 
Niuure  in  filence  bid  the  world  repofe ; 
When  near  the  road  a  ftately  palace  rofe  :• 
There,  by  the  moon,  through  ranks  of  trees  they  pa6, 
Whofe  verdure  crown'd  their  Hoping  fides  of  grafs* 
It  chanc'd,  the  noble  mafter  of  the  dome 
Still  made  his  houfe  the  wand'ring  ftranger's  home* 
Yet  flill  the  kindnefs  from  a  thirft  of  praifi*, 
Prov'd  the  vain  fiourifli  of  expenfive  cafe* 
The  pair  arrive ;  the  livery'd  fervants  wait ; 
Their  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompom  gate :    . 
The  table  groans  with  coilly  piles  of  food. 
And  all  is  more  than  hofpitably  good* 


n,  led  to.  reft,  the  day's  long  toil  they  drown/  •  ** 

p  funk  in  fleep,  and  filk^  and  heaps  of  down, 
t  length  'tis  morn ;  and,  at  the  dawn  of  day^  • 

ig  the  wide  x:analf  the  aephyrs  play :  I 

li  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creep, 
(hake  the  neighbouring  wood  to  baniih  deep, 
ife  the  guefts,  obedient  to  the  call ;  .  : 

;ar1y  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall; 
;  lufcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd,  .^ 

ch  the  kind  mafter  for^d  the  gnefts  to  tafte. 
1,  pleas'd  and  thankful,  from  the  porch  they  go; 
t  but  th^  landlord^  abne.  had  caufe  of  woe: 
:up  was  vaniih'd ;  for,  in  iecret  guife^ 
younger  gueft  purioin'd  the  gKtt'ring  prize* 
i  one  yrho  /{ues  a  ferj^ent  in  his  way,  . 

ening  and  balking  in  the  fummer  ray«i  I 

-der'd  ^ops  to  fhun  the  danger  near, 
i  walks  with  faintnefs  on,  and  looks  with  fear; 
lem'd  the  fire,  wh^n  far  upon  the  road, 
fhining  fpoil  his  wiley  partner  fliow'd. 
:opp'd  with  filence,  walk'd  with  trembling  hearty 
much  he  wifh'd,  bo^t  durft  not  a(k  to  part; 
nuring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard« 
:  generous  adlic^ns  jpioet  a  bafe  reward, 
hile  thus  they  p^s^i  the  ijun  his  glory  fhrouds^ 
changing  fkies  hang  out  their  fable  clouds  ;  \^ 

ind  in  air  pref^g'd  approaching  rain^  v^ 

beafts  to  (:overtibud.ac;rofs  the  plain.  ^ 

I'd  by  the  figns^  the  w^indering  pair  retreat, 
eek  for  fhelter  at  a  neighboring  feat. 
IS  j|;>4iilt  with  turrets,  on  a  rifing  ground, 
flrong,  and  large,  and  ynimproy'd  around  ; 
(wncr's  temper,  tim'rous  and  fevere, 
ind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  defart  there.      ^  -x 

near  the  mifcr's  heavy  doors  they  drew^      .  ^ 

r  rifing  gufts  with  fudden  furjr  ble)y  ; 
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<  The  aimbte  Ugktnuig  mix'd  with  tevrin  hogmn^ 
-  iUd  o'er  their  iMiadfloi^tdlUgthi^idcnLnA. 
Here  long  th«x  kno«{c>  but  knock  of  ciU  is  Tgin^ 
Pniren  by  the  wind,  and  batt^r^d  hf  Ike  ndn; 
At  length  fome  pity  warm'd  the  maftcr'i  hrmt, 
(*Twa8  then  his  tlureftokl  firft  Yccehr^  a  goeft ;) 
Slow  creeking  turns  the  door  with  joalo^fr  care,: 
And  half  he  welc^^es  iif  the  fluv'iiilg  pm  i 
One  frugal  faggotUgkis  the  tudted  waUs« 
And  nature's  f€rvoar  tkroagk  t^hrlkkbe  itcdli  . 

Bread  of  the  ooaffeft  foft«  with  eager  wiae^ 
(Each  hardly  gnuitod)  ftrr'd  thembo^txydktti 
And  when  the  tempeft  £ri  appeared  to  ceafrr 
A  ready  wanma  bid  thesf  part  in  peaces 

With  ftill  remark  the  |>o»deriiig  tfcmit  iriew\^ 
|n  one  fo  rich,  a  life  fo  poor  and  mde| 
^  And  why  ihould  ftich/  withitt  himMf  ht  cry^d^ 
*  Lock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufaiid  waat  bofider 
But  what  new  srarks  6f  wonder  ibon  toolt  {rtacf^ 
|n  every  fettling  feature  of  his  face; 
When  froni  his  Veft  t]|e  yonng  compaoKni  h^n  * 
That  cup  the  generous  landlord  own'd  befor#,  ' 
And,  paid  prefufely  with  the  previous  bowl  - 

The  ftinted  kindnefs  of  tlfb  churlifli  Mi. 

But^ow  the  clotidi  in  airy  tumult  fly  9 
The  fun  emerging  opes  aft  azure  &y; 
A  frefher  green  th^  fhtellkg  leaves  display. 
And  glittering  as  they  tnu^hble,  chear  the  day; ' 
The  wealhcT'COtirts  th^m  from  the  poor  retitat. 
And  the  glad  niafter  bofts  the  wary  gate. 

While  hence  they  walk,  the  pilgH«|*s  boibn^  Wrot^ft     * 
With  all  the  ti^arail^  of  uncertain  |hought;  •  '       > 

|fis  partner^s  adls^  witliout  t^r  cttah  a{}pear» 
fTwas  thereayice;aiid  ieem'da  madiAeft^  -  -   • 

petefting  that,  and  pitying  t^is^  lie  goes,  .      \    .. 

;s ,  rJi(^  and  confounded  widi  ihf  vartous  fhows, 


Now  night'i  <fitR  flmdes  again  iatolva  thit  Aif^     -   .  *  ;.7  y 
Again  the  wandiereiv  want  a  place  to  lie»  '    ^    .«  f 

Again  they  fearek,  ana  fiad  a  lodging  aig&*  i  3. 

The  JToil  iihprovVl  avoand^  tiia  ananisoli  n#att  .   I 

And  neither  poorly  low^  Aor  faily  jgreatt  -^ 

tt  feem'd  to  tpnk  it*t  JM^H^Si  ivrn  of  mitui; 
Content,  and  not  ^  praife^»  bat  vinne  kliid. 

Hither  the  Walkers  tarn  wiik  wtary  feitt^ 
Then  bleft  the  maaioa^  and  fh«  naiar  gitets 
Their  gitetiaf  fair,  bcflow*^  witk  aiodaft  gaift^ 
The  coiirteoas  maftei^  btan^  aad  «hai  ra^yMi;'  : 

<  Withoat  a  jrain^  wiiioiU  a  gradgiag  llaae^ 
'  To  Him  who  igtvas  at  ally  I  yield  a  part; 
^  From  Him  yoa  aMe,  for  Him  accept  it  Jiaat^ 
^  A  frank  and  fober»  oiofe  tkan  eeilly  ckter/ 
He  fpoke,  and  bid  tkejadioame  ubl^  fyniLi^  -  - ; 

Then  talk'd  of  virtue,  till  the  tioie  of  bed  ; 
When  the  grave  houihold  roaad  hif  hall  rqpa&r^ 
WarnM  by  a  b41»  ^^  clofe  the  hoars  with  pMyer.  - 

At  length  the  worlds  renewed  by  calm  repol^  - 

\Vas  ilrong  for  toil,  the  dappled  oAorn  arofe; 
Before  the  Piigri^ns  part^  the  younger  citpt, 
Kear  the  clos'd  oradie  where  an  infant  ilept, 
<And  writh'd  his  neck:  the  kndlord^i  little  pride# 
X>  flraage  retarnl  grew  Mack,  and  gafpM,  and  dfJL 
Horror  of  horrors!  what!  Ids  only  ion! 
How  iook'd  our  Hermit  #Mn  the  faft  was  dcmef         .    j^ 
Vox  hell,  tho^igh  heire  Maek  jaws  in  fonder  part,  v 

Wind  breathebhie  fire,  conM  more  affaalt  ^  iMtt. 

ConfusM^  and  ftrack  with  filence  at  the  defdg 
He  flies>  bat  ti>eari»UAg,  Ihili  to  Hy  with  <peed«. 
Kis  fieps  the  Youth  parfaeti  die  cottntry  ky 
l^erplex'd  with  ibads,  a  lertaAt  ibew^d  the  wty  t 
jA,  river  crofs'd  the  path  i  Uie  ^atage  e'ef    ^  ^^ 

^Vasnice  to  fiad;  the  fervent  «xdd-M«re(    •  .:; 
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Long  trms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  fapplyM, 
And  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide* 
The  youth,  who-fecni'd  to  watch  a  time  to  fin, 
Approtch'd  the  carelefs  guide,  and  thnift  liim  in  |: 
Plnnging  he  falls,  and  rifing  lifts  hit  hcad» 


'■\:- 


Then  flaihing  toina,  and  finks  among  the  dead. 

Wild,  Iparkling  rage,  inflames  the  father'^  e>e»; 
He  bnrfts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 

*  Detefted  wretch  1'— Bat  fcarce  his  fpeech  began. 
When  the  ftiange  partner  feem^d  no  longer  man ; 
His  youthful  face  grew. mOTQ  fcrenely  fweet; 

His  robe  tnmi*d  white,  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet^ 
Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  inveft  hb  hair  •  - 

Celeftial  odqars  breathe  through  parpled  airi     ^|^PIi    ' 
And  wings,  whofe  colours  gliuer*d  on  the  day^        " 
Wide  at  his  baqk  their  gradnai  pluniiea  dlfpUy. 
The  form  etherial  burft  npon  hn  Bght^ 
And  moves  in  all  the  majefiy  of  Jighc* 

Thougb  loud  at  firil  the  pilgrim's  pa^n  grew. 
Sadden  he  g^z'd,  and  wift  not  what  to  do  s  i 

Surprize  in  fee  ret  chains  bis  word?  fufpend^^ 
And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends.  ^  ;  vi-'.     /  ^r* 
But  iilence  here,  the  beaoteous  Angel  broke^  y  '-.*.■: 
(The  voic^  df  mufick  rorifli'd  as  he  fpoke.) 

*  Tlvy  j^rayer,  .thy  praife,-  thy  life  to  vice  wiLhajiqvi% 

*  In  fweet  memorial  rife  before  the  throne : 

*  Thefe  chwns^  fHCcef:>  in  onr  bright  itgion  find, 

*  And  forcfi  an  Angel  down  t6  ealm  ihfmin44.  : 
«  For  thi$y  commiffion'd,  { fbrfcK^  the  iky-;«>Hr 

'  Nay,  ceafe.to  Itneel— -thy  fellow-fenr^tlr   4,' 

*  Then  knpw  the  uuth  of  governnatiMiiSUTilii'^    . 

'  And  let  thefe  feruples  be  ao  longer  thiUie.     .     •?     « 
'  The  Maker  juftly  claims  that  world  he  nade, 

*  In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid  ; 

*  Il's  facred  majefty  through  all  depends 

<  On  ufmg  fecond  means  to  work  his  ends : 


ft»  Jr. 


AU^J  mtimAMt  iin€*tMBmn£m.  fc  C?  Aa.«^,  X\7^^  • 


»w<  aao. 


BEAUTIIES    OF    F.OETRY^  tz$^ 

*  'Tis  thysy  withdrawn  in  flate  from  human  cye^ 

*  The  Power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high ;      . 

*  Your  adions  ufes,  nor  controuls  your  will, 
^  And  bids  the  doubting  Tons  of  men  be  HilL 

•  What  ftrange  events  can  flrike  with  more  furprize, 

*  Than  thofe  which  lately  ilruck  thy  wondering  eyes  I 

*  Yet,  taught  tiy  thefe,  confefs  th' Almighty  juft, 

*  And  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  trull ! 

•  The  great,  vain  man,  who  far'd  on  collly  foody 

*  Whofe  life  wzs  tix>  luxurious  to  be  good; 

«  Who  made  his  ivory  Hands  with  goblet's  fhine, 

*  And  fort*d  his  gucHs  to  morning  draughts  of  wine; 

*  Has,  witH  the  cup,  the  gracelefs  cuftom  loft,         .  f 

*  And  dill  he  welcomes,  but  with  leis  of  coft. 

•  The  mean,  fufpicious  wretch,  whofe  bolted  door 

*  Ne'er  movM  in  duty  to  the  wandering  poor ; 

«  With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind     .     , 
'  That  Heaven  can  blefs,  if  mortals  will  be  kind : 

*  Confcious  of  wanting. worth,  he  views  the  bowl, 

*  And  feels  compaflion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 

*  Thus  artifts  melt  the  fallen  ore  of  lead, 

*  With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  it's  head ; 

*  In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow, 

'    And  loofe  from  drofs  the  iilver  runs  below,        -'      ^. 
'  Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod. 
But  now  the  child  half-wean'd  his  heart  from  God; 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain. 
And  meafur'd  back  his  Heps  to  earth  again. 
To  what  exceffcs  liad  his  dotage- run?  : 

^ut  God,  to  fave  the  father,  took  the  ion. 
T'o  all  but  tlfce,'  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go, 
(And 'twas  my  miniHry  to  deal  the  blow.) 
I^hc  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  dull, 
^^ow-wm*  in  tears  the  puniihment  was  juft. 
*^     But  now  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack, 
•tiad  that  falfc  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back ; 
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'  This  nifkt  hit  treafor^d  heaps  he  Aeant  to,  Aeal# 

*  And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  foil ! 

*  Thus  Heaven  iafbuds  thy  mind:  this  trial  o*er, 

*  Depart  in  peace,  refign,  and  fin  no  more*^ 

On  (bunding  pinions  hare  the  yoath  withdniiri 
The  fage  ftood  wondering  as  the  feraph  iew* 
Thus  look'd  £li(ha  when,  to  mount  am  hij^ 
His  mailer  took  the  chariot  of  the  ity  ; 
The  fiery  pontp  afcendiag  kfc  to  vieir; 
The  prophet  gaz'd,  and  wilh'd  to  follow  too. 

The  bending  Hermit  here  a  pniyer  began, 

*  Lord!  as  in  heaven,  on  earth  d|y  will  be  done!* 
Then,  gladly  turning,  fought  hit  ancient  placet 
And  pafs'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 


PETHERTON    BRIDGE** 

AN     C  L  8  G  Y. 
2V$eiXBt»    TO   TH£   KtV.  Ml*  BIAM* 

BY    MR.    GERRAltD* 

OBean !  whofe  fond  connubial  days 
A  beauteous  infant- race  attend; 
Say,  wilt  thoo  once  more  aid  my  lays. 
And  join  the  patron  to  the  friend? 

But  not  o*er  bright  A6nian  plains, 

Enraptured  as  we  us'd  to  roam  t 
The  Mufe  each  joyous  thought  reflrainf^ 

And  calls  her  wing'd  ideas  home* 

•  Tradition  holds,  tbtt  the  catuftropbe  allodadtoSa  tlrfs'ck|ylMqi|Kl£iabottt 
two  centuries  ago ;  of  which  the  fculpture  was  yet  to  be  dun  a(  tht  abpfVCrflieB- 
tipnc^  bridge,  near  South  Pethertoa^  Somcriet* 

The 
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flit  wedded  pair  for  children  pray^ 

They  come-rfair  bleSngs  ffpm  the  iki^f 

^hat  raptures  gild  the  balcypa  day!  v 

What  |i^yft  Hi  diftant  asi^re  rift  I 

put,  ah !  enaokH^d  9s  tbey  view  :  . 

The  fmiltng*  hopefnU  infant-tratii^ 
Pnfeen»  i/fJAfortxxnt  sarks  hif  due^ 

Unheard^  he  threau  the-hdu^  with  pailu 

|iad  fad  difafter.  ne'er  enfiiar'd 

The  foft^  the  innocent,  mmI  yoon^ 
The  teiKier  Mu&  bad  gladly  fpar'd 

The  littl^  heroes  of  her  fi>ng. 

IBee'ft  thou  the  limpid  current  glide 

Beneath  yon  bridge,  my  haple(s  theme^ 
Where  brambles  fringe  it*s  verdatit  fide^ 

And  willpws  treml^le  o'er  the  Aream? 

from  Petliertdn  it  tgkes  it's  name. 
From  whence, two  finiling  iolanti  ftray'd: 

^ed  by  the  ftream,  they  hither  came. 
And  on  the  Aowpry  margjji  pUy'd« 

Sweet  vi£lims !  mjifk  ypnr  ihort^livM  day 

So  foon  extingnifh  in  the  wave ;   . 
And  point  the  fctting  fun  his  way. 

That  glimmer'd  o'er  your  waif ry  gravel 

As  each,  by  childifti  fancy  led, 
Cropp'd  the  broad  daifies  as  they  fprung} 

^y  iretch'd  along  the  verdant  bed, 
A&d  fweetly  ply'd  the  lifping  tongue; 
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Lo!  from  the  fpray-dcfcrtcd  deep, 
Where  either  way  the  twigs  divide. 

The  one  roll'd  headlong  to  the  deep. 
And  plung'd  beneath  the  clofing  tide: 

The  other  faw ;  and,  from  the  land, 
(While  nature  imaged  (Irange  diftrefs) 

Stretch 'd  o'er  the  brink  his  little  hand,r 
The  fraitlefs  fignal  of  redrefs ! 

The  offerM  pledge,  without  delay, 

The  (draggling  viftim  rofe  and  caught  f 

Put,  ah!  in  vain-^thcir  fatal  way. 
They  both  defcended  fwift  as  thoughts 

Short  was  the  wave-oppreiiing  fpace ; 

Conva}s'd  with  pains  too  iharp  to  be^r^ 
Their  lives  diffolv'd  in  one  embrace. 

Their  mingled  fouls  flew  up  in  air. 

Lo !  there  yon  time-worn  fculpturc  ihewa 
The  fad,  the  melancholy  truth; 

What  pangs  the  tortur'd  parent  knows. 
What  fnares  await  defencel^fs  youth. 

Here,  not^o  fympathy  unknown. 
Full  oft  the  fad  Mufe  wand'ring  near. 

Bends  filent  o'er  the  moffy  (lone. 
And  we^s  it  with  a  willing  tear. 


MELE^ 
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MELPOMENEi 

OR,    T  US 

REGIONS    OP    TERROR    AND    PITY. 

AN        O  O  B. 

BY    MR.     ROBERT     DODSLEY. 

0U£  £  N  of  the  human  heart !  at  whofe  command 
The  fwelling  tides  of  mighty  paflion  rife ; 
.  Melpomene,  fupport  my  vent'rous  hand. 
And  aid  thy  fuppliant  in  his  bold  empriflt. 
From  the  gay  fcenes  of  pride 
Do  thou  his  footftcps  guide 
To  Nature*s  awful  courts,  where  nurs*d  of  yore, 
^oung  Shakefpeare,  Fancy's  child,  was  taught  his  various  htc^ 

So  may  his  favonr'd  e;ye  explore  the  fburce. 

To  few  reveal *d,  whence  human  forrows  charm: 
So  may  his  numbers,  with  pathetick  force> 
Bid  Terror  fliake  us,  or  Companion  warm/ 
As  different  drains  controul 
The  movements  of  the  foul,  ~ 
Adjuft  it^s  paffions,  harmonize  it's  tone, 
o    feel  for  others'  woe,  or  nobly  bear  it's  own. 

I^eep  in  the  covert  of  a  ihadowy  grove, 

'Mid  broken  rocks  where  dafliing  currents  play« 

^^ear  to  the  penfive  pleafures,  dear  to  love. 

And  Damon'f  Mufe^  that  breathes  her  malting  Uy, 

zF  Thi» 
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This  ardent  prayer  was  made: 
When,  lo  !  the  fecret  (hade. 
As  confcious  of  fome  heavenly  prefence,  fhook^— 
Strength,  firmnefs^  ^eafon,  all— rtfy  aftonifii'd  foul/orfook. 

Ah !  whither,  goddefs !  whither  am  I  borne? 
To  what  wild  region's  necromantick  fliore  ? 
Thefe  panicks  whence  ?  and  why  my  bofom  torn 
With  Aidden  terrors  never  felt  befbre  ? 
Darknefs  inwraps  me  round. 
While  from  the  vaft  profound 
Emerging  fpedres  dreadful  (hapes  afTume, 
And  gleaming  on  my  fight,  add  horror  to  the  gloom. 

Ha !  what  is  he,  whofe  fierce,  indignant  eye. 
Denouncing  v^fg^eance,  kindles  into  flame  ? 
Whofe  boifterous  fury  blows  a  florm  fo  high. 
As  with  it's  thunder  (hakes  his  labouring  frame. 
What  caft  fiich  rage  provoke  ? 

His  words  their  pafTage  choak-:       - 

His  eager  fleps,  nor  time  nor  truce  allow. 
And  dreadful  dangers  wait  the  menace  of  his  brow. 

Protedl  me,  Goddefs !  whence  that  fearful  fhriek 

Of  conllernaticn  ?  as  grim  Death  had  laid 
His  icy  fingers  on  fome  guilty  cheek. 

And  all  the  powers  of  manhood  Ihrunk  difmay'd; 
Ah,  fee !  befmear'd  with  gore. 
Revenge  ftknds  threatening  o'er 
A  pale  delinquent,  whofe  retorted  eyes 
In  vain  for  pity  call — the  wretched  viftim  dies! 

Nor  long  the  fpace — abandoned  to  defpak, 
.    With  eyes  mgh  all,  OV  hbpelefs^fix'don'^ai-th, 
T^is  flave  of  pafiion  rends  his  fcatter'd  hair. 
Beats  his  fad  breaft>  and  execrates  his  birth: 


Whi 
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While  torn  within,  he  feels 
The  pangs  of  whips  and  wheels  ; 
And  fees,  or  fancies,  all  the  fiends  below. 
Beckoning  his  frighted  foul  to  realms  of  endlefs  woe*  T 

Before  my  wond'ring  fenfe  new  phantoms  dance. 
And  Ilamp  their  horrid  fhapes  upon, my  brain  ! 
A  wretch  with  jealous  brow,  and  eyes  aflcance. 
Feeds  all  in  fecret  on  his  bofom  pain. 
FoncI  love,  fierce  hate,  affail ; 
Alternate  they  prevail: 
While  confcious  pride  and  fhamewith  rage  confpire. 
And  urge  the  latent  fpark  to  flames  of  tprturing  fire. 

The  ftorm  proceeds — his  changeful  vifage  trace : 

From  rage  to  madnels  ev'ry  feature  breaks. 
A  growing  phrenzy  grins  upon  his  face. 

And  in  his  frightful  ftare  Diftradion  fpcaks : 
His  flraw-inveileJ  head 
Proclaims  all  rcafon  fled  ; 
And  not  a  tear  bedews  thofe  vacant  eyes — 
But  fongs  and  fliouts  fucceed,  and  laughter-mingled  iighs. 

Yet,  yet  again  1 — a  murd'rer's  hand  appears 

Grafping  a  pointed  dagger  ftain'd  with  blood! 
His  look  malignant  chills  with  boding  fears. 
That  check  the  current  of  life's  ebbing  flood. 
In  midnight's  darkeft  clouds 
The  dreary  mifcreaut  flirouds 
His  felon  ftep — as  'twere  to  darknefs  given, 
T*c  dim  the  watchful  eye  of  all-pervading  Heaven. 

And  hark!  Ah,  mercy  !  whence  that  hollow  found  ? 
Why  with  ftrange  liorror  ftarts  my  briftling  hair  ? 
Earth  opens  wide  ;  and,  from  unhallow'd  ground, 
A  pallid  ghoft^   flow-rifing,   fleals  on  air ; 
.  2  F  2  To 
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To  where  a  mangled  corie. 
Expos 'd  without  remorfe. 
Lies  (hrondlefs,  nnentomb'd,  he  points  the  wty-^ 
Points  to  the  proiP^ling  wolf  exultant  o'er  his  prey. 

*  Was  it  for  this/  he  cries,  '  with  kindly  ihower 
'  Of  daily  gifts  the  traitor  I  carefs'd? 

'  For  this  array'd  him  in  the  robe  of  power, 
'  And  lodg'd  my  royal  fecrets  in  his  breaft  ? 

•  O  kindnefs  ill  repay 'd  1 

'  To  bare  the  murdering  blade 
'  Againft  my  life  1 — May  Heav'n  his  goilt  explore^ 

*  And  to  my  fuffcring  race  their  fplendid  rights  rcftorc  I' 

He  faid,  and  ftalk'd  away.—- ^  Ah,  Goddefa !  ceafe 

*  Thus  with  terrifick  forms  to  rack  my  brain ; 

*  Thefe  horrid  phantoms  (hake  the  throne  of  Peace, 

*  And  Reafon  calls  her  boaHed  powers  in  vain, 

•  'J  hen  change  thy  magick  wand, 

•  Thy  dreadful  troops  difband, 

*  And  gentler  ihapes,  and  fofter  fcencs  difclofe, 

•  To  melt  the  feeling  heart,  yet  foothe  it's  tenderefl  woes  1' 

The  fervent  prayer  was  hcard^ — With  hideous  found. 

Her  ebon  gates  of  darknefs  open  flew  ; 
^  dawning  twilight  chears  the  dread  profound. 
The  train  of  terror  vanifhcs  from  view. 
More  mild  enchantments  rife ; 
New  fcenes  falute  my  eyes; 
Groves,  fountains,  bowers,  and  temples,  grace  the  plain. 
And  turtles  coo  around,  and  nightingales  complain. 

And  every  myrtle  bower  and  cyprefs  grove, 

And  every  folemn  temple  teems  with  life ; 
{lere  glows  the  fcene  with  fond  but  haplcfs  love. 

There  with  the  deeper  woes  of  human  ftrife.         ■  ..    r 
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In  groups  around  the  lawn, 
By  frefli  difafters  drawn. 
The  fad  fpeftators  feem  transfix'd  in  woe. 
And  pitying  fighs  are  heard,  and  heart-felt  forrbws  floir. 

Behold  that  beauteous  maid !  her  languid  head. 
Bends  like  a  drooping  lily  charg'd  with  rain  ; 
Witti  floods  of  (ears  fhe  bathes  a  lover  dead. 
In  brave  alTertjion  of  her  honour  ^in. 
Her  bofom  heaves  with  fighs. 
To  Heaven  (he  lifts  her  eyes. 
With  grief  beyond  the  power  of  words  opprels'4# 
JSinks  on  the  iifc^efs  corfe,  and  dies  upon  i^s  breaft. 

How  fb-ong  the  bands  of  Friendfliip  i  Yet,  alas ! 

Behind  yon  mouldering  tower  with  ivy  crowji'd^ 
Of  two,  the  foremoft  in  her  facred  clafs. 

One  from  his  friend  receives  the  fatal  wound  ! 
What  could  fuch  fury  move  ! 
What,  but  ill-fated  love  ! 
The  fame  fair  objedl  each  fond  heart  enthralls. 
And  he,  tl^e  favour'd  youth,  her  haplefs  victim  falk* 

Can  aught  fo  deeply  fway  the  generous  mind 
To  mutual  truth,  as  female  trail  in  love  f 
Then  what  relief  ih;^ll  yon  fair  mourner  find, 

ScornM  by  the  man  who  fhould  her  plaints  rtfaoyti 
By  fair,  but  falfe  pretence. 
She  loft  her  innocence; 
A  "id  that  fweet  babe,  the  fruit  of  treacherous  art# 
plafp'4  in  her  arms  expires,  ai^d  breaks  the  parent's  hettt» 

Ah !  who  tQ  pomp  or  grandeur  would  afpirc  ? 

Kings  are  not  rais'd  above  Misfortune's  frown  : 
Th^^t  form,  fo  graceful  even  in  mean  attire, 

S|vay'd  Qnce  z  fccptre,  once  faflsdh'd  a  crows. 
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From  filial  rage  and  ftrifc, 
1  o  fcrecn  his  doling  life. 
He  quits  his  throne,  a  father's  furrow  feels. 
And  in  the  Up  of  Want  his  patient  head  co&ceais« 

More  yet  reniuin*d — but  lo  !  the  p^nfive  Qneen 

Appears  confefs'd  before  my  dazzled  fight ; 
Grace  in  her  fteps,  and  foftnefs  in  her  mien, 
7'he  face  of  forro  a^  mingled  with  Relight. 
Not  fuch  hfr  nobler  frame. 
When  kindling  into  flame. 
And  bold  in  Virtue's  caufe,  her  zeal  afpires 
To  waken  guilty  pangs,  or  breathe  herokk  fires. 

Aw'd  into  filence,  my  rapt  foul  attends—* 

The  Power,  with  eyes  complacent,  faw  my  fear ; 
And,  as  with  grace  ineffable  (he  b-nds, 
Thefe  accents  vibrate  on  my  Uft*ning  ear. 
'  Afpiring  fon  of  art, 
'  Know,  tho'  thy  feeling  heart 

*  Glow  with  thefe  wonders  to  thy  fancy  fkewn, 

*  Still  may  the  Delian  God  thy  powerlcfs  toils  difbwn* 

•*  A  thoafand  tender  fcenes  of  foft  diftrefs 

*  May  fwell  thy  breaft  with  fympathetick  woes; 
'  A  thoufand  fuch  drekd  forms  on  fancy  prefs, 

*  As  from  my  dreary  realms  of  darkneft  rofe, 

'  Whence  Shakefpeare's  chilling  fears, 
'  And  Otway*s  melting  tears— 
'  That  awful  gloom,  this  melancholy  plain, 

•  The  tjfes  of  every  j  heme  that  fuits  the  r^AOircn  stkaiv- 

*  Bat  dofc  thou  woriHip  Nature  night. and  morn, 

*  And  all  due  honour  to  her  precepts  pay  ? 

*  Canft  thou  the  loir.of  AjSedation  fcoro, 

'  Pleas'd  in  the  iiropler  .paths  of  Tjmtkltafcsy  ? 


beauti:es'  dr  pctetky- 

•  Haft  thou  the  Graces  fair  t 

*  Invok'd  with  ardent  prayer?. 

They  muft  attire,-  as  Nature  muft  impart, 
fentimenr&biime,'  the  language  of  the  heart. 

len,  if  creative  Genius  pour  his  ray,  / 

Warm  with  infpiring  influenceon  thy  breaft ; 
ifte,  judgment,  fancy,  if  thou  canft  difplay, 
And  the  deep  fource  of  Paffion  ftand  confefs'd; 

*  Then  may  the  liftcning  train, 

•  AfFeded,  ftelthyftrain; 

Feel  Grief  or  Terror,  Rage  or  Pity  move : 

ige  with  thy  varying  fcenes,  and  every  fcene  approve!* 

ibled  before  her  fight,  and  bending  low, 
kifs'd  the  borders  of  her  crimfon  veft; 
sr  to  fpeak,  I  felt  my  bofom  glow, 
jt  fear  upon  my  lips  her  feal  imprefs'd. 

While  awe-ftruck  thus  I  ftood. 

The  bowers,  the  lawn,  the  wood, 
he  Form  Celeftial,  fading  on  my  view, 
'd  in  liquid  air,  and  all  the  vi£on  flew. 


ODE       TO      MAY. 

BY     MISS     WHATELX. 

FAIREST  daughter  of  the  year. 
Ever  blooming,  lovely  May  ; 
While  thy  vivid  fldcs  appear. 
Nature  fmiles,  and  all  is  gay. 

Thine  the  flowery-painted  mead, 
Pafture  fair,  and  mountain  green; 

Thine,  with  infant-harveft  fpread. 
Laughing  lies  the  lowland  fcene. 


Frieod 
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^rieod  of  thine,  the  ihepherd  plays 
Elithfome  near  the  yellov  broom  ; 

While  his  flock,  that  carelefs  ftrays. 
Seeks  the  wild  thyme's  fweet  perfome^ 

May,  with  thee  I  mean  to  rove 
O'er  thefe  lawns  and  vallics  fair ; 

Tune  thy  gentle  lyre  to  love, 
Cherifh  hope,  and  foften  care. 

Round  me  fhall  the  village  iWains, 

Shall  the  rely  nymphs  appear; 
While  I  ^ng,  in  rural  ftrains. 

May,  to  ihepherds  ever  dear. 

i  had  never  fUH  to  raife 

Peans  from  the  vocal  firings ; 
To  the  god-like  hero's  praife. 

To  the  pageant  pomp  of  kings ; 

Stranger  to  the  hoflile  plains. 

Where  the  brazen  trumpets  found  i 

Life's  purple  flream  the  verdure  Hains, 
And  heaps  promifcuous  prefs  the  ground : 

Where  the  murderous  cannon's  breath 

Fate  denounces  from  afar. 
And  the  loud  report  of  death 

Stuns  the  cruel  ear  of  war. 

Stranger  to  the  park  and  play. 
Birth-night  balls,  and  courtly  trains  ; 

Thee  I  woo,  my  gentle  May, 
Tune  for  thee  my  native  flrains. 


o 


Blooming  gtpve^  and  wand'fing  r|lli^. 

Sooth  thy  y^C9Xkt  poet*s  dreamt  i[ 
Vpcal  woo4««  and  wilds^  and  hUlij 


THE    HYMN    OF    CLEANT«E§». 

BY    GILBERT    W£ST»    ESQ^ 

Under  various  (acred  names  ador'd ! 
Divinity  fupreme !  all-pptent  Lord ! 

Author  of  nature !  whoft  unbounded  fway 

And  legiflative  power  all  things  obey ! 

Majeftick  Joye !  all  hail !  To  thee  belong 

The  fuppliant  prayer^  and  tributary  fong: 

To  thee  from  all  thy  mortal  offspring  due ; 
,  From  thee  we  came,  from  thee  our  being  drew  | 

Whatever  lives  and  move^^  great  Sire  !  is  thin^ ; 

Embodied  portions  of  the  (bul  divine* 

Therefore  tp  thee  will  I  attune  my  ftring. 

And  of  thy  wond'rous  pow'r  for  cyer  fmg. 

The  wheeling  orbs,  th^  wand'ring  fires  above. 

That  round  tl^  earthly  fphere  inceffant  move. 

Through  all  this  boundlcfs  world  admit  thy  fway. 

And  roll  fpontaneous  where  thou  point'it  the  way* 

Such  is  the  awe  imprefs'd  on  nature  round. 

When  thro'  the  void  thy  dreadful  thunders  found* 
Thofe  flaming  agents  of  thy  matcblefs  pow'r, 
Aftonifli'd  world),  hear,  tremble*  and  adore* 
Thus  paramount  to  all,  by  all  obey'd, 
Ituling  that  reaibn  which,  thro^'  all  convey'dj 
Xnforms  this  gen'ral  s»afs,  ^u  reign'ft  ador'4«         . 
Supreme,  unbounded,  univerfal  Lord* 

*  C)H>#^  ths  aether  of  this  hymn,  wm  %  fii^i|pUi  ^  Zcm* 

z  Q  Par 
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For  nor  in  eartH,  nor  earth-endrcling  floodi*^ 
Nor  yon  etherul  pole,  the  feat  of  gocis* 
If  anght  perform'd  withoat  thy  tid  divine; 
Strength*  wifdora,  virtae,  fldghty  Jove»  ir^fliiiHrt 
Vice  is  the  aft  of  man»  by  paffion  to6*d» 
And  in  the  (horelefs  Tea  of  folly  loft ; 
But  thou  what  vice  difbrders,  can*ft  compo(e» 
And  profit  by  the  malice  of  thy  foes : 
So  blending  gpod  with  evil,  fair  with  (bul» 
As  thence  to  model  one  harmonious  whole  ; 
Qne  aniverfal  law  of  truth  and  right; 
^ut  wretched  mortals  fliun  the  heavenly  light; 
And»  tho'  to  blifs  direding  ftill  their  choice^ 
fiear  not,  or  heed  not,  Reafon's  iacrpd  voici^; 
That  common  guide,  ordainM  to  point  the  romi^ 
That  leads  obedient  man  to  folid  good. 
Thence,  quitting  Virtue's  lovely  paths,  they  rovf ; 
As  various  obje&s,  various  paffioiis  move^ 
Some  thro'  oppofing  crowds  and  threat'ning  war>    - 
Seek  Power's  bright  throng,  and  Faroe's  triumphad  car ; 
Some,  bent  on  wealth,  purfue  with  endiefs  pain^'  ' 
Oppreflive,  fordid,  and  di(hbneft  gain  : 
While  others,  to  foft  indolence  refigh'd. 
Drown  in  corporeal  fweets  th'  immortalmind*  ■ 
But,  O  great  Father,  thunder- ruling  God  ! 
IVho  in  thlcic  darknefs  mak'ft  thy  dread  abode  I 
Thou,  from  whofe  bounty  all  good  gifts  de(cen4> 
Do  thou  fr^m  ignorance  knankind  defend  1  •  '■ 

The  clouds  of  vice  and  folly,  Qcbntroul! 
And  fhed  the  beams  of  wifdom  on  the  foul ! 
^    Thofe  radiant  beams,  by  whofe  alUpiercing  ftans^ 
Thy  juftice  rules  this  uhiverfal  frame. 
That,  hohour?<i  with  a  portion  of  thy  light* 
TVe  may  efTay  thy  goodnefs  to  requite,  -^ 
With  honorary  fongs  and  grateful  lays. 
And  hymn  thjf  gionoiis  works  with  (ceif(eIS&  0«l%* 
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The  profer  tafk  of  mvi ;  and  fitre^  to  i^iig 

Of  nature's  laws,  and  natore's  mighty  Eang> 

ts  blifs  fapreme.    X«et  gods  with  mortals  join  1 

The  fab{ed  may  tra|i%ort  a  l^aft  divine.  .    ^'      ' 


CI.  ARE  M  O  N  T. 

ADOaiSSBD  TQ  THI  aiCHT  HOK.  THE  ZA%L  Of  CttfiXM*, 

Awr%MWA%9»  ovKs  or  iftWCAlTit; 

MY     SIR     SAMUEL     OARTH. 

Wk  AT  freiMsy  has  of  late.poiTefs'd  the  braiai 
Tho'  few  can  write,  yet  fewer  can  refrain. .       ._ 
80  rank  oar  ffil,  oor  bards  rife  in  fach  ftor^ 
Their  rich  retaiiiing  patrons  fcarce  are  morei  : 
The  laft  indalgt  the  fault  the  firft  commit. 
And  take  off  ftill  the  offal  of  their  wit. 
80  ihameleis»  fo  abaj^don'd>  are  their  ways» 
They  poach  Pamaffos,  .and  lay  fnares  for  praift. 

None  ever  can  without  admirers  live. 
Who  have  a  peniion  or  a  place  to  give. 
Gfitot  ninifters  ne'er  fail  of  great  deferts ; 
The  herald  gives  them  blood,  the  poet  parts. 
Senfe  is  of  courie  annex'd  to,  wealth  ahd  pow'r{ 
No  Mufe  is  proof  againft  a  golden  ihow'r. 
Let  but  his  IqifdiUp  write. fopie  popr  lampoon. 
He's  Horac'd  up  in  doggrellike  his  own ; 
Or  if  to  rant  in  tragick  rage  he  yields, 
Falfe  Fame  cries—'  Athens  ;'  hpneft  Truth-*-'  MoorficUa.' 
Thus  fool'd,  ^e  flounces  on  thro'  floodsof  ink,   . 
Tlags  with  full  fsul.  and  rifei  but  to  fink 

Some  venal  pens  b  proflitute  the  bays,   y 
Their  pancgyricks.  lalb,  tbticJ^tire'spndft: 

:^Q  2i  lo 
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So  Mofeonfly  aad  fo  tHilike  ^tf  ^ntt 
N— -— 'f  an  Adbnis,  M— — >r  i  fiunt. 
Medos  with  thoft  AaM  heroM  is  conpiir'd 
That  led  in  triamph  Poms  and  TaHard« 
But  fuch  a  flumelefs  Mufe  muft  laughter  more. 
That  aims  to  make  Salmoneas  vie  with  Jove. 

To  fonn  great  works  pats  Fate  itfelf  to  pain; 
E'en  Nature  laboura  for  a  mighty  jnan  ^ 
And,  to  perpetuate  her  hero's  £une, 
Shb  ftraiirs  no  left  a  poet  next  to  frames 
Rare  as  the  hero's  is  the  poet's  rage  ; 
Chorchills  and  JDrydens  rife  but  once  an  age* 
With  earthquakes  tow'ring  Pindar'^  birth  4>eg«%. 
And  an  eclipfe  prodoc'd  Alcmena's  fen : 
The  firoeff  gods  o^er  Phosbas  caft  a  Ihsiit, 
But  with  -a  hero  well  the  ii^orld  repaid. 

No  bard  for  bribes  fhovAd  proiUtvtis  Ms  vda. 
Nor  dare  to  flatter  where  he  fiKmld  iamugn.- 
To  grant  big  Thrafo  valour,  Phormio  fenfe^ 
Should  indignation  give»  at  leaft  offence, 

I  hate  fuch  mercenaries^  and  would  try 
From  this  reproach  to  refibne  poetry. 
Apollo's  fons  (hould  (corn  the  fervile  art. 
And  to  court-preachers  leave  the  fulfeme  pftrt, 

'  What,  then>'  youll  fay,  '  muft  no  true  MfmgpA^ 
^  Becaufe  impure  allays  (bme  coin  debafef^ 
,  Yes— praife;  if  juftly  offered,  PU  aOow, 
And  when  I  meet  with  merit  fijribble  too^ 

The  man  who's  honeft,  open,  and  a  friendy 
Glad  to  oblige,  uiieafy  to  offend ; 
Forgiving  others,  to  himfelf  fevere ; 
Tho*  ekriieft  ieafy,  civil  yet  iiiicere ; 
Who  feldom^but  thrb'  great  good-nature  em  ^  ,    ^    :    . 
Detefting  fraud  ai  fluich  as  fiattererii 
Tis  he  my  Mufe'a  homage  fliould  rec^ve, 
if  I  co«id  write,  in  HoHes  could  ibmf  e#     "  J' 
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But  pardon,  learned  youth,  that  [decline 
A  name  fo  lov'd  by  me,  fo  lately  thine. 
When  Pelham  you  rcfign'd,  what  ooald  repair 
A  lofs  fo  greiit,  unle&  Newcaftie's  heir/ 
Hydafpes,  that  the  Afian  plains  divides. 
From  his  bright  urn  in  pureft  chryftsd.  glides  ; 
But  when  new-gathering  ilreams  enlarge  his  ^nrie^    . 
He's  Indus  nam'd,  and  rolls  with  mightier  force j 
In  fabled  floods  of  gold  his  current  flows. 
And  wealth  on  nations,  as  he  nsns,  beftows. 

Dired  me,  Clare  !  to  name  fome  nobler  Mtife^ 
That  for  her  theme  thy  late  recefs  may  ckufe ; 
Such  bright  defcriptions  fliall  the  fubjed  drtk. 
Such  varied  icenes,  f«ch  pleaitag  inulge»» 
That  fwains  fliall  leave  their  lawnis,  and  nymphs  theit  boirVs« 
And  quit  Arcadia  for  a  feat  like  yours. 

But  fay,  who  (hall  attempt  th'  advent'roos  part. 
Where  Nature  borrows  drefs  from  Vanbrugh's  ^tl 
If,  by  Apol]o  taaght,  he  touch  the  lyre,     . 
Stones  mount  in  columns,  palaces  ftfpire. 
And  rocks  are  animated  with  his  fire. 
*Tis  he  can  paint  in  vcrfe  thofe  riiing  hills. 
Their  gentle  vallies,  and  their  filver  rills  ; 
Clofe  groves  and  op*ning  gladtt  with  verdure  fprwd, 
Flow-rs  flghing  fweets,  and  flirdbs  that  bal/am  bleed  ^ 
With  gay  variety  the  profpe£k  crovi^n'd. 
And  all  the  bright  horizon  Aniling  roond  ; 
Whilft  I  attempt  to  tell  how  aif^ient  fame        * 
Records  from  whence  the  villa  took  it's  name.     . 

In  times  of  old,  when  Britiftx  nymphs  were  knim« 
To  love  no  foreign  faihions  like  their  own  ; 
When  drefs  was  monflrous,  and  %-leaves  the  iiio4e» 
And  quality  put  on  nx>  paint  but  woad  ; 
Of  Spani(h  red  unheard  wa$  then  the  name, 
(For  cheeks  wd-e  ^ly  tiaught  to  bkifh  by  Ihame) 

.  No 
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No  beaoty,  to  increafe  her  crowd  of  (tsves; 
Rofe  out  of  wafli,  as  Venus  out  of  waves) 
Not  yet  leadAfomb  was  on  tke  toilet  placM^ 
Not  yet  broad  eyebrows  were  reduc'd  by  paAar 
No  (hape-fmich  fet  up  (hop,  and  drove  a  trade 
To  mend  the  work  wije  Providence  had  made  ; 
Tires  wore  Unheard  of^  and  anknown  Che  loomv 
And  thrifty  fi)k»woriiis  fpon  for  times  to  comer 
Bare  limbs  were  then  the  marks  of  modefty  ; 
Allf  like  Diana^  were  below  the  bneci 

The  men  appear'd  a  rough  undaunted  race^ 
Surly  in  ihow^  unfaihion'd  in  addref^ ; 
Upright  in  adlions^  and  In  thought  finccre. 
And  ftridly  were  the  fame  they  would  appears 
.   Honour  wal  plac'd  in  probity  alone. 
For  villains  had  no  titles  but  thiir  own. 
None  traveled  to  return  politely  mad. 
But  ftill  what  fancy  wanted  realbn  had. 
Whatever  Nature  aik'd  their  hands  could  give af 
Unlearn'd  in  feafts,  they  only  eat  to  live. 
No  cook  with  art  increas'd  phyficians  fee^ 
Nor  ferv'd  np  death  in  foops  and  fricafle^s* 
Their  tade  was,  like  their  temper,  unrefin'd^ 
For  looks  ^ere  then  the  language  of  the  mind* 

Ere  right  and  wrong  by  turns  fet  prices  bore^ 
And  confciencehad  it's  rate,  like  common  whoce^ 
Or  tools  to  great  employments  had  pretence^ 
Or  merit  wis  made  out  by  im^dence  ; 
Or  coxcombs  look'd  aiToming  in  atfairs. 
And  harmble  friends  grew  haughty  mini^rs  t 
In  thofe  good  days  of  innocence  here  flood 
Of  oakiB,  with  heads  unfhorn,  afolemnwoodt 
Frequented  by  the  Druids,*  to  beftow 
Keligious  honours  on  the  midetoe. 
The  naipuralifts  are  puzzled  to  explain 
^    •  How  trees  did  firft  this  flranger  entertain  9 
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Whether  the  bafy  birds  ingraft  it  there. 
Or  elfe  fome  deity's  miftalcen  care. 
As  Druids  thought ;  for  when  the  blailed  oak 
^y  lightning  falls,  this  plant  efcapes  the  iiroke*   . 
Sot  when  the  Gauls  the  tow'rs  of  Rome  defacM, 
And  flames  drove  forward  with  outrageous  wa^, 
Jove's  favourM  capltol  uninjur'd  (lood; 
So  facrf  d  lyas  the  snaniion  of  a  god. 

Shades  honour'd  by  this  plant  the  pmlds  chole^ 
fiere  for  the  bleeding  vi^lms  altars  ro& : 
^o  Hermes  oft  they  paid  their  facrifice, 
Parent  of  arts,  and  patron  of  the  wife, 
pood  rules  in  mild  perfuaiions  they  convey'd. 
Their  lives  confirming  what  their  ledlures  faid« 
J^one  violated ;trtt thy  invaded  right. 
Yet  had  few  laws  but  will  and  appetite. 
The  people's  peace  they  ftudy'd,  and  profeis^d 
No  politicks  but  publick  intereft, 
jHard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  feod^ 
for  all  their  luxury  was  doing  good* 

Mo  mitred  prieft  did  then  with  princes  vie. 
Nor  o'er  his  mailer  claim  fupremacyj 
Nor  were  the  rules  of  faith  allow.'d  more  pim 
J?or  being  fcveral  centuries  obfcure. 
None  loft  their  fortunes,  forfeited  their  btopd. 
For  not  believing  what  none  underftood: 
Nor  Simony  nor  finecure  were  known ; 
^or  would  the  bee  work  hpney  for  the^drone| 
Nor  was  the  way  invented^  to  difmifs 
frail  Abigails  with  fat  pluralities. 

But  then,  in  fillets  bound,  a  h^llow?d  band. 
Taught  how  to  tend  the  flocks,  and  till  the  land  | 
Could  tell  what  murrains  in  what  months  began^ 
And  how  the  feafons  travell'd  with  the  fun ;     ^ 
When  his  dim  orb  feemM  wading  thro'  tho  air, 
^hey  told  that  rain  on  dropping  wings  drew  nearx 
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And  that  the  winds  their  bellcmng  throats  wookl  t]y» 
When  reddening  clouds  rejled  his  blood-ihot  eytm 
All  their  remarks  on  Nature's  lawa  require 
More  lines  than  would  e'en  Alpines  readers  tirf  • 

This  fed  in  facred  veneration  held 
Opinions  by  the  Samian  fage  reveal'd ; 
That  matter  no  annihilation  knows, 
Bnt  wanders  from  thefe  tenements  to  thoie : 
For  when  the  plaftick  particles  as  gone. 
They  rally  in  fome  fpecies  Kke  their  own. 
The  felf-fame  atoms,  if  new  jumbled,  will 
In  feas  be  reftlefs,  and  in  earth  be  ftill ; 
Can,  in  ^e  tr^flle,  furniih  out  a  feaft. 
And  aaufeate,  in  the  fcaly  fquiU,  the  tafie, 
Thofe  falling  leaves  that  wither  with  the  year* 
Will  in  the  next  on  other  ftems  appear ; 
The  fap  that  now  forfakes  the  boriling  bod. 
In  fome  new  Ihoot  will  circulate  green  blopd  ; 
The  breath  (Orday  that  from  the  jafmiae  blows. 
Will,  when  the  feafon  offers,  fcent  the  rofe; 
And  thofe  bright  flames  that  in  carnations  glow» 
l^re  long  will  blanch  the  lily  with  a  fnow. 

They  hold,  that  matter  mnft  he  flill  the  fame. 
And  varies  but  in  figure  and  in  fiaine  \ 
And  that  the  fbnl  liot  dies,  but  fhifts  her  (eat» 
New  rounds  of  life  to  run,  or  paft  repeat* 
Thus^  when  the  brave  and  virtuous  ceafe  to  live, 
Jn  beings  brai|p  and  virtuous  they  revive:  Kf     -^^  '> 

Again  fhall  Romulus  ip  Naflai^  reign 
Great  Numa,  in  a  Brunf^ick  prince,  ordain 
Good  laws,  and  halcypn  years  fhall  hufh  the  world  Hgtiv* 

The  trutfis  of  old  traditions  were  th^ir  themei^ 
Or  god«  de/cending  in  a  morning  dream. 
Pali  adts  they  cited,  and  to  come  foretold, 
4nd  could  eyents  not  ripe  for  fate  unfold. 
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beneath  the  ihady  covert  of  an  oak. 
In  rhymes  uncouth,  prophetick  truths  they  fpoke* 
Attend  then»  Clare  !  nor  is  the  legend  long  ; 
The  ftory  of  thy  villa  is  their  fong. 

*  The  fair  Montano,  of  the  Sylvan  race> 

*  Was  with  each  beauty  blefs'd,  and  ev'ry  grace  t 
'  His  fire,  green  Faunus^  guardian  of  the  wood; 

*  His  mother,  a  fwift  Naiad  of  the  flood  %  "^ , 
'*  Her  iilver  urn  fupply'd  the  neighb'ring  (h'earas^ 

*  A  darling  daughter  of  the  bounteous  Thames^. 

*  Not  lovelier  feem'd  Narcifliis  to  the  cye^ 

*  Nor  when  a  flow'r  could  boaft  more  fragrancy. 

'  His  fkin  might  with  the  down  of  fwans  compar6  ; 

*  More  fmooth  than  pearl>  than  mountain-fnow  more  h^\ 

*  In  fhape  fo  poplars  or  the  cedars  pleafe  % 

*  But  thofe  are  not  fo  fbaight,  nor  graceful  th^e» 
'  His  flowing  hair  in  unforcM  ringlets  hung ; 

*  Tuneful  his  voice,  perfuaflve  was  his  tongue ; 

*  The  haughtieft  fair  fcarce  heard  without  a  woundv 

*  But  funk  to  fofthefs  at  the  melting  found. 

*  The  fourth  bright  luftre  had  but  juft  begun 

*  To  fliade  his  blofhing  cheeks  with  doubtful  down : 

*  All  day  he  rang'd  the  woods,  and  fpread  the  toils> 
'  And  knew  no  pleafures  but  in  fylvan  fpoils. 

*  In  vain  the  nymphs  put  on  6ach  pteafing  grace ; 

*  Too  cheap  the  quarry  feem'd,  too  fliort  the  chace : 
»  For  tho'  pofleffion  be  th*  undoubted  view, 

"*  To  fei^e  \$  tkr  lefs  pleafure  than  purfuew 

*  Thofe  nymphs  that  yield  too  fdon,  their  charms  impair^ 

*  And  prove  at  laH  but  defpicably  fair; 

*  His  t>wn  undoing  glutton  Love  decrees, 

*  And  palls  the  appetite  he  meant  to  pleafe : 

*  His  flender  ^ants  too  lafgely  he  fupplies> 

*  Thrives  on  Ihort  iheals,  but  by. indulgence  di^s. 

'  A  grot  there  was,  with  hoary  mofs  o'ergrowii^ 
^  Rough  with  rude  fliells,  and  arch'd  with  mouldering  l^one  $ 

« H  '  *  Sad 


a4»  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRT. 

'  Sad  filence  reigns  witkin  the  loneibne  walU 

*  And  woeping  rills  bat  wkifper  as  they  £dl : 
'  The  clafping  ivys  up  the  rain  creep, 

*  And  tliere  the  bat  and  drowzj  beetle  fleep* 

'  This  cell  fad  Echo  chofe,  by  Love  betray'd^ 
'  A  fit  retirement  for  a  mourning  maid. 
'  Hither,  fatigu'd  with  toil,  the  fylran  flies, 
'  To  (hun  the  calenture  of  fultry  fltics, 

*  But  feels  a  fiercer  flame;  Love's  keeneft  dart 
'  Finds  thro*  his  t^t%  a  paflage  to  his  heart. 

'  Penfive  the  virgin  fat  with  folded  arms, 
'Her  tears  but  lending  luftre  to  her  charms  i 

*  With  i4ty  he  beholds  her  wounding  woes, 
'  Bat  wants  himfelf  the  pity  k^t  beftows* 

**  Oh!  whether  of  a  mortal  bom/' he  cries, 
*'  Or  fome  fair  daughter  of  the  di/lant  flues, 
**  That  in  compaffion  leave  your  chryilal  iphere, 
•*  To  guard  fome  favoured  charge,  and  wander  herr  ; 
"  Slight  not  my  fuit,  nor  too  ungentle  prove^ 
*'  But  pity  one,  a  novice  yet  in  love. 
*'  If  words  avail  not,  fee  my  fuppliant  tearl, 
**  Nor  difregard  thofe  dumb  petitioners  I*' 

'  From  his  complaint  the  tyrant  virgin  flies, 

*  Afferting  all  the  empire  of  her  eyes. 

•  Full  thrice  three  days  he  lingers  ont  in  grief, 

*  Nor  feeks  from  fleep  or  fuilenance  relief* 

*  The  lamp  of  liie  now  cafls  a  glimmering  light, 

*  The  meeting  lids  his  fetting  e3res  bcnightt "'  ^'" 

*  What  force  remains  the  haplefs  lover  tries,  .- 

*  Invoking  thus  his  kindred  deities* 

*^  Hafte,  parents  of  the  flood  !  yonr  race  to  flMum 
**  With  tears  rfeplenifti  each  exhaufted  am: 
*'  Retake  the  life  you  gave,  but  let  the  mud 
**  Fall  a  juft  viftim  to  an  injar'd  fliade." 
'  More  he  endeavour'd  ;  but  the  accents  hong 
*<  Half  form'd,  and  ftopp'd  uofixufii'd  on  his  tongue. 
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•  For  kirn  the  Graces  their  fad  vigils  keep ; 

*  Love  broke  his  bow,  and  wilh'd  for  eyes  to  weep*     - 
'  What  gods  can  do,  the  mournful  Faunas  tries^ 

*  A  mount  ere&ing  where  the  fylvan  lies : 

*  The  rural  pow'rs  the  wond'rous  pile  furvey, 

*  And  pioufly  their  diiPrent  honours  pay, 

*  Th*  afcent  with  verdant  herbage  Pales  fpread, 

*  And  nymphs  transformed  to  laurels  lent  their  fhade  : 
^  Her  flream  a  Naiad  from  the  bafis  pours, 

*  And  Flora  ftrews  the  fammit  with  her  flow'rs  ; 

*  Alone  Mount  Latmos  claims  pre-eminence, 

*  When  filver  Cynthia  lights  the  world  from  thence. 

*  Sad  Echo  now  laments  her  rigour  more, 

*  Than  for  Narcifius,  her  loofe  flame  before ; 
'  Her  flefh  to  finew  (brinks,  her  charms  are  fled  ; 

*  All  day  in  rifted  rocks  flie  hides  her  head ; 

*  Soon  as  the  ev'ning  fliews  a  fky  ferene, 
'  Abroad  4»efirays,  but  never  to  befeen  ; 
'  And  ever  ii  the  weeping  Naiads  namo 

*  Her  cruelty,  the  nymph  repeats  the  fame. 

*  With  them  ihe  joins  her  lover  to  deplore, 

*  And  haunts  the  lonely  dales  he  rang'd  before : 

*  Her  fex's  privilege  flie  yet  retains, 

*  And  tho'  to  nothing  wafted,  voice  remains.* 
So  fung  the  Druids — then,  with  rapture  fir*d. 

Thus  utter  what  the  Delphick  god  infpir'd. 

*  Ere  twice  ten  centuries  fhall  fleet  away, 

*  A  Brunfwic)c  prince  fliall  Britain's  fceptre  fway. 

*  No  more  fair  Liberty  flxall  mourn  her  chains ; 

*  The  maid  is  refcu'd,  her  lov'd  Perfeus  reigns. 

*  From  Jove  he  comes,  the  captive  to  reftore, 

*  Nor  can  the  thunder  of  his  fire  do  more.    - 

*  Religion  fliall  dread  nothing  but  difguife, 

*  And  Juftice  need  no  bandage  for  her  eyes. 
'  Britannia^fmiles,  nor  fears  a  foreign  lord  | 
*   Her  fafety  to  fecure,  two  pow'rs  accord  ; 
'   Her  Neptune's  trident,  and  her  monarch's  fvtotd* 

2Hz  *  \A>i.^ 


I 


844  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY;, 

Like  him  (hall  his  Augaftus  fliine  in  anns^ 

Tho'  captive  to  his  Carolina's  charms : 

Ages  with  fatare  heroes  (he  (hall  b1efs» 

And  Venus  once  more  found  an  Alban  race* 

'  Then  (hall  a  Clare  in  honour's  caufe  engage  ; 

Exanaple  mud  reclaim  a  gracelcfs  age. 

Where  guides  themfelves  for  guilty  views  miflead;^ 

And  laws  e'en  by  the  legiflators  bleed> 

Hit  brave  contempt  of  (late  (hall  teach  the  proad. 

None  but  the  virtuous  are  of  noble  blood : 

For  tyrants  are  bat  princes  in  difguife, 

Tho'  fprung  by  long  defcents  from  Ptolemies. 

Right  he  (hall  vindicate^  good  laws  defend^ 

The  (irmeft  patriot,  and  the  wanneft  friend. 

Gfeat  Edward's  Order  early  he  (hall  weaFji 

New  light  reftoring  to  the  fuUy'd  ftar. 

Oft  will  his  leifure  this  retirement  dxnfe. 

Still  finding  future  fubjedts  for  the  Mafe  ;       , 

And  to  record  the  Sylvan's  fatal  flame,  7^ 

The  place  (hall  live  in  fong,  and  Claremoi^t  ik  the  name/ 


CYNTHIA, 

AN  ELEGIACK  POEM* 
BY  DR.  PERCY. 

•r-— Libcat  ^bi  Cynthia  mccom 
Rofcidamufcofis  antra  tenerejugis.  *    '  Piovs&T^ 

BENEATH  an  aged  oak*s  embow'ring  (hade> 
Whofe  fpreading  arms  with  grey  mofs  fringed  were. 
Around  whofe  trunk  the  clafping  ivy  (Iray'd,  ^ 

iV  loye-lorn  youth  oft  penfiye  would  repair*  *- 
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Faft  by,  a  Naiad  taught  her  Hream  to  glide. 

Which  through  the  dale  a  winding  channel  wore  | 

The  filver  willow  deck'd  it's  verdant  fide. 
The  whifp'ring  fedges  wav'd  along  the  fhore. 

Here  oft,  when  mom  peep'd  o'er  the  duiky  hill; 

Here  oft,  when  eve  bedew'd  the  mifty  vale ; 
Carelefs  he  laid  him  all  befide  the  rill. 

And  pour'd  in  ibains  like  thefe  his  artlefs  tale. 

•  Ah  !*  would  he  fay— and  then  a  figh  would  heave ; 

*  Ah,  Cynthia  !  fweeter  than  the  breath  of  monij 
'  Soft  as  the  gentle  breath  that  fans  at  eve, 

«  Of  thee  bereft,  how  fhall  I  live  forlorn  ? 


'  Ah !  what  avails  this  fweetly  folemn  bow*r, 
'  That  filent  ftream  where  dimpling  eddies  play  ; 

*  Yon  thymy  bank,  bedeck'd  with  many  a  flow'r, 

*  Where  maple-tufts  exclude  the  beam  of  day  ? 

*  Robb'd  of  my  love  ;  for  how  can  thefe  delight, 

*  Though  lavifh  Spring  her  fiailes  around  has  caft ! 
^  Defpair,  alas  !  that  whelms  tlie  ilbul  in  night, 

*  Dims  the  fad  eye,  and  deadens  ev'ry  taftc. 

^  As  droops  the  lily  at  the  blighting  gale ; 

*  Or  crimfon-fpotted  cowflip  of  the  mead, 

*  Whofe  tender  ftalk  (alas  !  their  ftalk  fo  frail) 

^  Some  hafty  foot  hath  bruis'd  with  heedlefs  tread : 

^  As  droops  the  woodbine,  when  fome  village  hind 

*  Hath  felPd  the  fapling  elm  it  fondly  bound  ; 
'  No  more  it  gadding  dances  in  the  wind^ 

jfci.^  But  trails  it's  fading  beauties  on  the  ground ; 
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*  So  droops  my  foal,  dev  maid,  downcmft  and  (kd^ 

*  For  ever !  ah,  for  ever  torn  fiwn  ihcc  I 

*  Bereft  of  each  fweet  hope,  which  once  it  had, 

*  When  love,  when  treacheroas  love«  firft  £nil'd  on  tte» 

'  Return,  blefs'd  days !  return,  ye  langhtiig  iioiin, 
V  Which  led  me  up  the  rofeate  fteep  of  yovth  ; 

*  Which  ftrew'd  my  fimple  path  with  vernal  flow'rt, 

«  And  bade  me  court  chaile  Science^  and  fair  Truth. 

*  Ye  know,  the  curling  breeze,  or  gilded  fly 
'  That  idly  wantons  in  the  noon-tide  air, 

*  Was  not  fo  free,  was  not  fo  gay  as  I, 

*  For,  ah  !  I  knew  not  then,  or  love,  or  care* 
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itnefs,  ye  winged  daughters  of  the  year, 

*  If  e'er  a  figh  had  leam'd  to  heave  my  breaft ! 
«  If  e'er  my  cheek  was  confcious  of  a  tear, 

*  Till  Cynthia  came,  and  robb'd  my  foul  of  reft  I 

*  O,  have  you  feen,  bath'd  in  the  morning  dew, 
'  The  budding  rofe  it's, xMuit  bloom  difplay  ; 

*  When  firft  it's  virgin  tints  unfold  to  view, 

*  It  fhrinks,  and  fcarcely  trufb  the  blaze  of  day. 

*  So  foft,  fo  delicate,  fo  fweet  (he  came,  )v;J 

*  Youth's  damafk  glow  juft  dawuiqg  on  her  cheek : 

*  I  gaz'd,  I  figh'd,  I  caught  the  tender  flame, 

*  Felt  the  fond  pang,  and  droop'd  with  paflion,  weak. 

*  Yet  not  unpity'd  was  my  pain  the  while  ; 

«  For  oft,  befide  yon  fwect-briar  in  the  dale, 

*  With  many  a  blufh,  with  many  a  melting  finile* 

*  She  fate  and  liilen'd  to  the  plaintive  tale. 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  247 

*  Ah,  me !  I  fondly  dream'd  of  pleafurcs  rare, 

'  Nor  deemM  fo  fweet  a  face  with  fcorn  could  glow ; 

*  How  could  you  cruel,  then,  pronounce  delpair, 

*  Ghai  the  waf m  hope,  and  plant  the  thorn  of  woe  ? 

*  What,  though  no  treafures  canker  in  my  cheft, 

*  Nor  crowds  of  fuppliant  vaiTals  hail  me  lord  ! 

*  What,  though  iny  roof  can  boaft  no  princely  gueft, 

*  Nor  furfeits  lurk  beneath  my  frugal  board  I 

'  *  Yet  ihould  Content,  that  fliuns  the  gilded  bed, 

*  with  fmiling  Peace,  and  Virtue  there  forgot,  ^ 

*  And  rofe-lip'd  Health,  which  haunts  the  ftraw-built  flied, 

*  With  cherub  Joy,  frequent  my  little  cot : 

*  Led  by  chafte  Love,  the  decent  band  ihould  come, 

*  O,  charmer,  would'ft  thou  deign  my  roof  to  Iharc  t 
Nor  fhoald  the  Mufes  fcorn  our  fimple  dome ; 

*  Or,  knit  in  myftick  dance,  the  Graces  fair. 

The  woodland  nymphs,  and  gentle  fays,  tt  £v^  4 

'  Forth  from  the  dripping  cave  and  mofly  dell;  ' 

Should  round  our  hearth  fantaflick  meafures  weave>       ^'^^^ 

*  And  fhield  from  mifchief  by  their  guardian  fpell. 

*  Come  then^  bright  maid,  and  quit  the  city  throng, 

*  HMWt  rural  joys  no  charm  to  win  the  foul  ? — 
'  She  proud,  alas !  derides  mjr  lowly  fong, 

'  Scorns  the  fond  vow,  and  iparns  the  rufTet  ilole. 

'  Then,  Love,  be  gone  !  thy  thriftlefs  empire  yield  ; 
'  In  youthful  toils  Pll  lofe  th*  unmanly  pain  : 

*  With  echoing  horns  I'll  rouze  the  jocund  field, 

*  Urge  the  keen  chacc,  and  fweep' along  the  plain. 


€ 


9 


t^  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

<  Or  all  in  fome  lone  mofs-grown  tow'r  fablime > 

*  With  midnight  lamp  I'll  watch  pale  C^mthia  rounds 

*  Explore  the  choiccft  rolls  of  ancient  Time, 

'  And  heal  with  Wifdom's  balm  my  haplefi  wound« 

*  Or  elfe  I'll  roam Ah,  no  !  that  iigh  profound 

*  Tells  me  that  ftubborn  love  difdains  to  yield; 

'  Nor  flighty  nor  Wifdom's  balm  can  heal  the  wound^ 
'  Nor  pain  forfake  me  in  the  jocund  field!' 


L   O    N    D    O    K; 

OR,     THE 

PROGRESS      OF      COMMERCE^ 
BY    RICrtARD    GLOVER,    ESQ;, 

YE  northern  blafls,  and  Earns  *,  wont  to  fweep 
With  rudeft  pinions  o'er  the  furrowed  waves. 
Awhile  fufpend  your  violence,  and  waft 
Tiom  fandy  Wefer  f  and  the  broad  mouth*d  Elbe/ 
My  freighted  veffels  to  the  deftin'd  ihore^ 
Safe  o'er  th'  unruffled  main  :  let  ev'ry  thought. 
Which  may  difquiet  and  alarm  my  bread, 
Beabfentnow;  that,  difpoflefs'd  of  care,  >♦■, 

And  free  from  ev'ry  tumult  of  the  mind. 
With  each  diflurbing  paJion  iMifll'd  to  peace, 
I  may  pour  all  my  fpirit  on  Ai  theme 
Which  opens  now  before  me,  and  demands 
The  loftier  ftrain.    The  eagle,  when  he  tow*rs 
Beyond  the  clouds,  the  -fleecy  robes  of  heaven, 
Difdains  all  objedls  but  the  golden  fun,  ' 

•   The  eaft  wind.  .    .^  * 

f  Bremen  is  lituated  oa  the  Wcfei^   snd  Hamburgh  on  the  Elbc# 

r0 


jFall  on  th' clFulgexit  orb  direa$  his  eye,       -  - 
J\nd  fails  QStulting  through  the  blaze  of  <lay  $   r  -   • 

So>  while  her  wing  attempts  the  boldeft  flight,  •         ' 
Reje«aing  each  inferior  theme  of  praife,^ 
Thee,  ornament  of  Europe,  Albion's  pride,        ' 
Fair  feat  of  wealth  and  freedom,  thee  my  Muft 
Shall  celebrate,  O  London  ;  thee  (he  hails. 
Thou  lov'd  abode  of  Commerce,  laft  retreat,* 
Whence  (he  contemplates  with  a  tranquil  mind 
Her  various  wand'rings  from  the  fated  hour. 
That  fhe  abandon'd  her  maternal  clime ; 
Neptunian  Commerce,  whom  Phoenice  bore, 
llluflrious  nymph,  that  nam'd  the  fertile  plaaas 
Along  the  founding  main  extended  far. 
Which  iflow'ry  Carmel  with  it's  fweet  perfuni<es> 
And  with  it's  cedars  Libanus  o'erfhades. 
Her  from  the  bottom  of  the  wat'ry  world. 
As  once  fhe  flood,  in  radiant  beauties  grac'd. 
To  mark  the  heaving  tide,  the  piercing  eye 
Of  Neptune  viewed  enamour'd :  from  thexLeep 
The  god  afcending  rufhes  to  the  beach,        '  s  .     < 
And  clafps  th'  affrighted  virgin.     From  that  djiy»  -^  . 

Soon  as  the  paly  regent  of  the  night  T 

Nine  times  her  monthly  progrefs  had  renew'd  f 

Thro*  Heaven's  illumined  vault,  Phcenice,  led 
By  fhamc,  once  more  the  fea-wom  margin  foughti 
There  pac'd  with  painfull  fteps  the  barren  iands, 
A  folitary  mourner  ;  and  the^Airge, 
Which  gently  roU'd  befide  he»,  now  no  more 
With  placid  eyes  beholding,  thus  exclaim'd. 
*  Ye  fragrant  (hrubs  and  cedars,  lofty  ftiade, 

*  Which  crown  my  native  hills,  ye  Spreading  palms, 

*  That  rife  majcflick  on  thefe  fruitful  meads, 

*  With  you,  wlio  gave  the  loft  Phoenice  birth, 

*  And  you,  who  bear  th'  endearing  name  of  friends, 

*  Once  faithful  partners  of  my  chaftcr  hours> 

2  I  •  Farewel  1 
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'  Farewel !  To  thee>  perfidious  god«  I  come, 
'  Bent  down  with  pain  and  aa^oifh  on  thy  (ands, 

*  I  come  thy  fuppliant ;  death  is  all  I  crave: ' 
'  Bid  thy  devouring  waves  inwrap  my  head, 

*  And  to  the  bottom  whelm  my  cares  and  fhame  !* 
She  ceas'dy  when  fudden  from  th'  indofing  deep 

A  chryibd  car  emerg'd»  with  glittering  fhells, 

Cull'd  from  their  oozy  beds  by  Tethy's  train. 

And  blufhing  coral  deck'd»  whoie  ruddy  glow 

Mix'd  with  the  wat'ry  luftre  of  the  pearl, 

A  fmiling  band  of  fea-born  nymphs  attend. 

Who  from  the  fhorc  with  gentle  hands  convey 

The  fear-fubdu'd  Phoenice,  and  along 

The  lucid  chariot  place.     As  there  with  dread 

All  mute,  and  ftruggling  with  her  painful  throes. 

She  lay,  the  winds,  by  Neptune's  high  command. 

Were  filent  round  her ;  not  a  zephyr  daPd 

To  wanton  o'er  the  cedar's  branching  top. 

Nor  on  the  plain  the  ftately  palm  was  feen 

To  wave  it's  graceful  verdure ;  o'er  the  main 

No  undulation  broke  the  fmooth  expanfe. 

But  all  was  huih'd  and  motionlefs  around. 

All  but  the  lightly-fliding  car,  impell'd 

Along  the  level  azure  by  the  llrength 

Of  adive  Tritons,  rivalling  in  fpeed 

The  rapid  meteor,  whofe  fulphureous  train 

Glides  o'er  the  brow  of  darknefs,  and  appears 

The  livid  ruins  of  a  falling  ftar. 

Beneath  the  Lybian  ikies,  a  blifsful  ifle. 
By  Triton's  *  floods  encircled,  Nyfa  lay. 
Here  youthful  Nature  wanton'd  in  delights. 
And  here  the  guardians  of  the  bounteous  horn. 
While  ]t«was  now  the  infancy  of  time. 
Nor  y^t  th*  uncultivated  globe  had  Icarn'd 

*  Triton,  a  river  and  lake  of  ancient  Lybia* 
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Tofmile,  Eucarpe*,  Dapfilpa  f  dwelt,  - 

With  all  tjie  nymphs,  whofe  fecret  care  ha4.nKrs^d 
The  eldeft  Bacchus.     From  the  flowery  fhore 
A  tarf-clad  valley  opens,  and  along 
It's  verdure  mild  the  wilUng  feet  allures ;. 
While  on  it's  floping  fides  afcends  the  pr^e 
Of  hoary  groves,  high-arching  o'er  the  v|ile   .  .  :  ^ 

With  day-rejedling  glooou     The  folemn  fhade 
Half  round  a  fpacious  lawn  at  length  expands, 
Clos'd  by  a  tow 'ring  clifFj,  whpfe  forehead,  glows 
With  azure,  purple,  and  ten  thoufand  dyes. 
From  it's  refplendent  fragments  beaming  round  ; 
Nor  lefs  irradiate  colours  from  beneath,,     ,  .  . 
On  ev'ry  fide  an  ample  grot  refledls,  .  ;    , 

As  down  the  perforated  rock  tjic  fua  ..     . 

Pours  his  meridian  blas^e  !  Rever'd  abode 
Of  Nyfa's  nymphs,  with  tv^ry  plant  attir'd. 
That  wears  undying  green,  xefrcih'd  with  rills 
From  cver.living  fountains,  and  enrich'd 
With  all  Pomona's  bloom  :  unfading  flow'rs   -.1  ■  -^        -   - 
Glow  on  the  mead,  andfpicy  fhrubs  perfume 
With  inexhaufted  fweets  the  cooling  gale. 
Which  breathes  incelTant  there;  while  ev'ry  bird  .  )    * 

Of  tuneful  note  his  gay  or  plaintive  fong  ^       ..    » 

Blends  with  the  warble  of  meandring  dreams. 
Which  o'er  their  pebbled  channels  murm'ring  lave 
-The  fruit-in  veiled  hills  that  rife  around*  •  . 
The  gentle  Nereids  to  this  calm  recefs 
Phcenice  bear  ;  nor  Dapfilea  bland,      *- 
Nor  good  Eucarpe,  ftudious  to  obey 
Great  Neptune's  will,  their  hofpitable  care 
Rcfufe ;  nor  long  Lucina  is  invok'd. 

•  Fruitfulneft. 

t  Plenty. 

X  Thit  whole  defcription  of  the  rock  and  grotto  is  taken  from  Diod.  Siculus^ 

i^t  ill.  p.  ao». 

zlz  Soon 
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Soon  as  the  wond'rous  infant  fpmng  (o-day. 

Earth  rockVl ttonnd  ;  with  all  their  noddingwoiodt^ 

And  ftreams  reveriing  to  theit  troubled  fourcc. 

The  mountain  fhook,  while  Lylna's  aeighb^iiig  god^ 

Myfterious  Ammon^  from  his  holliMif  ceH, 

With  deep-refounding  Accent  tlius  to^keaVen, 

To  earth,  and  fei,  the  mighty  birtli  prodaim'd. 

'  A  new-boiH  powl'r  behold  !  whotn  ttite'hiidi  cair4 

*  The  God's  imp«frfe6l  labour  to  coiiipleat 
'  This  widcieir^ation.     She  in  lonely  fands 

*  Shall  bid  the  tow^r-encircled  city  rife, 

«  The  barren  feaihall  people,  and 'the  wilds 

*  Of  dreary  nature  fhall  With  j^llinty  dotke  ; 

*  She  fhall  enlighten  man's  irnlett«r^d  fate, 

*  And  with  endearing  infeKdurfe  ufniee- 

*  Remoteft  nations,  'leorch-d  ^yfaliry-ftins, 

*  Or  freezing  near  the  fnow-tricirafted  pole  : 

'  Where'er  the'jbjrdUi  vine  diitlains  to  grow,  •'   " 

*  The  fruitful  olive,  or  the  golden  ear ;  .  *       « 

*  Her  hand  divirfcr,  "i^tlf  irtterpoiing  iid 
«  To  ev'ry  climate  fh^H  the  giftsfapply 

*  Of  Ceres,  Bacchus,  an^  the  Athenian  maid  ♦";' 
'  The  graces,  joys,  ettiohiinents  of  life, 

*  From  her  exhauftlefs'botinty  all  Ihdlllflow.* 
The  heavenly  proph^et  oeas'd.     Olympus  heard. 

Straight  from  their "^r-befpangled  thrones  defcenc} 
On  blooming  Nyfa  a  celeftial  band,  '  ■  ' 

The  ocean's  lord  to  honour  in  his  child ;  ■  "-^ 

When  o'er  his  oiFspring  fmiling,  thus  began 
The  trident  ruler.     *  Commerce  be  thy  name'; 

*  To  thee  I  give  the  empire  of  the  main, 

*  From  where  the  mornin;g  breathes  it's  eafterh  gstlt^  < 
«  To  th'  uudifcover'd  limits  of  the  well; 


•  Minerva,  thc.tutel;^ry  ^uddcfs  of  th?  Athe^hmsj  to  whom 'Ac  g w  th< 
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*  From  chilling  Boreas  to  ^^trenieft  footh, 
'  Thy  fire's  obfequious  billows  ihati  .exteacl 

*  Thy  univerfal  reiga,*     Minerva  Aoxt 
With  wifdom  bkife'd  iKr,  Merpnry  «ath  art. 

The  Lemnian  god?*  with  indtiftry  j  and  laft    -  ' 

Majeftick  I'hccbus  4>'^r  ^che  iniaiitdoKig 
In  contemplation  paufing,  thusdadsH-'A 
From  his  enraptur'd  lip  hfs  matchleis  boon. 

*  Thee  with  divine  invention  Iiendowr, 
'  That  fecret  wopdor,  :goddefs,  to  di^ctofe ; 
^  By  which,  the  wife,  the  virtttous.,  atnd  ithe  brftve, 

*  The  heaven-taught 'poet  andiexploiing  fagc, 

*  Shall  pafs  recorded rtb  the  verge  of: -time.* 

Her  years  of  childhood  now  were  nqmber'd'O'er, 
When  to  her  mother's. natal. foil  .icpair'd 
The  new  divinity,  iwhofe  parting  "ftcp 
Her  facred  nuria$?follow'd,  ever^ooiv 
To  her  alone  tnfeparably  join'd ; 
Then  firft  deferting  their ^Nyfeianfliois 
To  fpread  their  hoarded  bleflings-ronfld  the  w«Mrld  j       ^ 
Who  with  them  bgre  the  inexhatifted-horn 
Of  ever- fmiling  Plenty.     Th«s  adorn 'd. 
Attended  thus,  great  Goddefs,  thou -began'it 
Thy  all-enlivening  progrcfs  o'er  the  globe. 
Then  rude  and  joylefs,  deftin'd  to  repair 
The  various  ills  which  earlicft  ages  ru'd 
From  one,  like  thee,  diftinguifh'diby  the  gifts  . 
.Of  Heaven,  Pandora,  whofe  pernicious  hand. 
From  the  dire  vafe  releafs'd  th'  imprifon'd  woes. 

Thou,  gracious  Commerce,  from  his  chearlcfs  caves. 
In  horrid  rocks  and  folitary.  woods. 
The  helplefs  wand'rer  man,  forlorn  and  wild, 
Pidft  charm  to  fweet  fociety  ;  didft  cad 
The  deep  foundations,  where  the  future  pride 

♦  Vulcan,  the  tutelary  deity  of  Lemnos. 

Of 
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.Of  mightieft  cities  tofe,  and  o'er  the  nuift 
Before  the  wond'riiig  Nereids  didft  prefent 
The  farge-dividing  keel»  and  ftately  maft» 
Whofe  canvas  wings*  diftendtng  with  the  gale. 
The  bold  Phcenictan  through  Alddes'  flraits. 
To  northern  Albion's  tin-embowell'd  fields. 
And  oft  beneath  the  fea-obfcoring  brow 
Of  cloud-envelop'd  Teneriffe  convey'cL 
Next  in  (agacious  thought  th'  etherial  frfaiiis 
Thoa  trod'ft,  exploring  each  propitioaa  ftar,: 
The  danger-braving  mariner  to  guide ;    '^ 
Then  all  the  latent  and  myfterioas  powers 
Of  namber  didft  unravel :  laft,  to  crown 
Thy  bounties,  goddeis,  thy  unrival'd  toils 
For  man,  (till  urging  thy  inventive  mind. 
Thou  gav'ft  him  letters  * ;  there  imparting  all 
Which  lifts  the  ennobled  fpirit  near  to  heaven. 
Laws,  learning,  wifdom.  Nature's  works  ivveal'd 
By  godlike  fages,  all  Minerva's  arts, 
Apollo's  mofick,  and  th'  eternal  voice 
Of  Virtue  founding  from  the  hiftorick  roU, 
The  philofophick  page,  and  poet's  fong. 

Now  Solitude  and  Silence  from  the  ihores 
Retreat,  on  pathlels  mountains  to  refide  ; 
Barbarity  is  polifti'd,  infont  arts 
B!oom  in  the  defart,  and  benignant  peace. 
With  hofpitality,  begin  to  foothe 
TJnfocial  Rapine,  and  the  thirft  of  blood ; 
As  from  his  tumid  urn  when  Nilus  fpreads 
His  genial  tides  abroad,  the  favour'd  foil 
That  joins  his  fruitful  border,  firft  imbibes 
The  kindly  dream :  anon  the  bounteous  god 
His  waves  extends,  embracing  Egypt  round. 


*  Here  the  opinion  of  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  is  followed,  that  letters  were  £t^ 
rented  amongft  the  trading  parts  of  the  world. 
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Dwells  on  the  teeming  champain^  and  endows 
The  fleeping  grain  with  vigour  to  attire 
In  one  bright  harveil  all  the  Pharian  plains. 
Thus,  when  Pygmalian  from  Phoenician  Tyre 
Had  banifli'd  Freedom,  with  difdainful  fleps 
Indignant  Commerce,  turning  from  the  walls 
Herfelf  had  raisM,  her  welcome  fway  enlarged 
Among  the  nations,  fpreading  round  the  globe 
The  fruits  of  all  it's  climes  ;  Cecropian  •  oil. 
The  Thradan  vintage,  and  Panchaian  gums, 
Arabian  fpices,  and  the  golden  grain. 
Which  old  Oiiris  to  his  iEgypt  gave. 
And  Ceres  to  Sicania  f .     Thou  didil  raiie 
Th'  Ionian  name,  O  Commerce  !  thou  the  domes 
Of  fumptuous  Corinth,  and  the  ample  round 
Of  Syracufe  didil  people !  All  the  wealth 
Now  thou  ailembleft  from  Iberia's  mines. 
And  golden-channell'd  Tagus  ;  all  the  fpoils 
From  fair  Trinacria  (  wafted ;  all  the  powers 
Of  conquered  Africk's  tributary  realms. 
To  fix  thy  empire  on  the  Lybian  verge. 
Thy  native  tra^ :  the  nymphs  of  Nyfa  hail 
Thy  glad  return,  and  echoing  joy  refounds 
O'er  Triton's  facred  waters,  but  in  vain. 
The  irreverfible  decrees  of  Heaven 
To  far  more  northern  regions  had  ordsun'd 
Thy  lafting  feat :  in  vain  th'  imperial  port 
Receives  the  gather'd  riches  of  the  World  ; 
In  vain  whole  climates  bow  beneath  it's  rule  ; 
Behqld  the  toil  of  centuries  to  Rome 
Ifs  glories  yields,  and  mould'ring,  leaves  no  trace 
Of  it's  deep-rooted  greatnefs ;  thou  with  tears 

•  Adienian.     Athens  was  callM  Cccropia,  from  Cccrops  it's  firft  king. 

^  Sicily. 

t  Anotlicr  name  of  Sicily,  which  was  frequently  ravaged  by  the  Carthage- 

»«.  .     ■ 

From. 
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From  thy  extingai(h*d  Carthage  didft  retire^ 

And  thcfe  thy  pcrifliM  hoiKmrs  long  depl«M« 

What  though  rich  Gades  ♦,  what  though  polifli'di  Rhodes, 

With  Alexandria,  JEgypt^i  (pletMd  mart. 

The  Icarn'd  Maflylians  j-,  and  Ligurian  t  WWefs  f 

What  though  the  potent  Hanfcatick  IcagBtfi- 

And  Venice,  miftreft  of  the  Grecian  ifle»^^ 

With  all  the  iEgean  fldods,  awhile  might  ^titfe 

The  fad  remembrance;  what  though,  led  tKroagk dimM 

And  feas  unknown,  with  thee  th'  adTfcnt'roqs  fom 

Of  Tagus  II  pafs'd  the  ftormy  cape,  whkh  braires 

The  huge  Atlantick;  what  though  Antwerp  gi'ew 

Beneath  thy  fmiles,  and  thou  propitioas  there 

Didft  ihower  thy  bleffings  with  nnfparing  hands : 

Still  on  thy  grief-indented  heart  imprefs'd 

The  great  Amilcar's  vatenf,  (Ull  the  deeds 

Of  Afdrubal  and  Mago,  Rill  the  lofs 

Of  thy  unequal  Annibal  remainM  5 

Till  from  the  fandy  mioaths  of  echoing  Rhiiie» 

And  founding  margin  of  the  Scheld  and  Maeft> 

With  fudden  roar  the  angry  voice  of  war 

Alarm'd  thy  languor ;  wonder  turnM  thy  tjt. 

Lo  1  in  bright  arms  a  boldfliilitia  floods 

Arrang'd  for  battle  :  £ntm  afer  thou  fiiw'ft 

The  fnowy  ridge  of  Appentiiue,  the  fields 

Of  wild  Calabria,  amd  Pyittie's  hills,. 

The  Guadiana,  and  the  Dado's  banks. 

And  rapid  Ebro,  gath'fing  ati  their  powers 

To  crulh  this  daring  populace.     The  priie  j 

Of  fiercell  kings  with  more  inflasnM  revonge  *• 

Ne'er  mcwac'd  freedom  ;  nor  fincc  dauiHlefs  ^Gteecew 

*  Cadiz. 

f  Marfeillcs,  a  Grecian  colony,  the  mo&.  civilized,  as  w«ll  as  thc^at^^' 
log  city  of  ancient  Gaul. 
J  Genoa. 
H   The  Portuguefe  difwvered  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  in  1487. 
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And  Rome's  flern  oiBpiing,  none  hath  e'er  (orpafs'd 
The  bold  Batavian  *  in  his  glorious  t<Ml 
For  liberty,  or  death.     At  once,  the  thought 
Of  long-lamented  Carthage  flies  thy  breaft. 
And,  ardent  goddefs,  thou  doft  fpeed  to  lave 
The  gien*n)us  people.     Not  the  vernal  ihow'rs, 
Diftilling  copious  from  the  morning  clouds, 
Defcend  more  kindly  on  the  tender  fk>w'r. 
New-born  and  op'ning  on  the  lap  of  Spring, 
Than  on  this  rifing  ftate  thy  chearing  fmile 
And  animating  prefence ;  while  on  Spain, 
Prophetick  thus,  thy  indignatwn  broke. 

*  Infatiate  race  !  the  &ame  of  poti&'d  lands  I  • 
'*  Difgrace  of  Europe  \  for  inhuman  deeds 
'  And  infoleuce  renown'd  \  what  demon  led 

*  Thee  firft  to  plough  the  undifcwer^d  furge, 

'  Which  lav'd  an  hidden  world  ?  Whoie  malice  tau^t 

*  Thee  firft  to  taint  with  rapine  and  with  rage, 

*  With  more  than  favage  thirft  of  blood,  the  arts, 

*  By  me  for  gentlejft  interconrfe  ordain'd, 

*  For  mutual  aids,  and  hofpi table  ties 

*  From  fliore  to  fhore?  Or  that  pernicious  hour, 

*  Was  Heaven  difgufted  with  it's  wond'rous  works, 

*  That  to  thy  fell,  exterminating  hand, 

*  Th' immenfe  Peruvian  empire  it  refign'd,  • 

*  And  all  which  lordly  Montezuma  f  fway'd  ? 

.'  And  com'ft  thou,  ftrengthen'd  with  the  ihiniog  ftcyea 

*  Of  that  gold-teeming  hen^ifphere,  to  wafts 
'  The  fmiling^fields  of  Europe,  and  extend 

'  Thy  bloody  fhackles  o'er  thefc  happy  feat? 

*  Of  liberty  ?  Prefuniptuous  nation  1  learn, 

*  From  this  dire  period  fhall  thy  glories  fade, 

5  Thy  ilaughter'd  youth  ftiall  fettcn  Belgium's  ftnds, 

•  The  Dutch. 

•f  Montezuma,  Emperor  of  Mexico . 

2K  «  KxA. 
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*  And  Viaory  tgainft  her  Albion's  clifft 

*  Shall  fee  the  blood -cmpurpl'd  ocean  dafh 

'  Thy  wclt*iing  hofts,  and  (lain  the  chalky  ihore  r 

'  £Vn  thofe,  whom  now  thy  impious  pride  would  binj 

*  In  fervile  chains^  hereafter  fhail  fnpport 

'  Thy  weakened  throne ;  when  Heaven's  abiding  hind 

<  Of  all  thy  power  defppils  thee;  when  alone^ 

*  Of  all  which  e'er  hath  fignali?*4  tlyr  name, 

*  Thy  infolence  and  cruelty  remain/ 

Thus,  with  her  clouded  vifage  wrapped  in  frowni^ 
The  goddefs  threat^n'4>  and  the  daring  traia      , 
Of  her  untam'd  militia,  torn  with  wounds, 
Defpifing  fortune,  from  repeated  foils 
More  fierce,  and  braving  Famine's  keeneft  rage> 
At  length  through  deluges  of  blood  (he  led 
To  envied  greatnefs ;  e'en  while  clam'rous  Mars 
With  loudeft  clangor  bade  his  trumpet  (hake 
The  Belgian  champain,  ihe  their  flandard  ^ar*4 
On  tributary  Java,  and  the  fhores 
Of  huge  Borneo ;  thou,  Sumatra,  heard'ft 
Her  naval  thunder,  Ceylon's  trembling  fons 
Their  fragrant  (lores  of  cinnamon  re(ign'd. 
And  pdcur-brcathing  Tcrnate  and  Tidore 
Their  fpicy  groves.     And  O,  whatever  coaft 
The  Belgians  trace,  where'er  their  powV  is/preadj, 
To  hoary  Zembla,  or  to  Indian  funs. 
Still  thither  be  extended  thy  renown, 
O  William,  pride  of  Orange  ;  and  ador'd  ^ 

•  Thy  virtues,  which  difdaining  life,  or  wealthy 
Or  empire,  whether  in  thy  dawn  of  youth. 
Thy  glorious  nooji  of  manhood,  or  the  night. 
The  fatal  night  of  d^ath  *,  no  other  care 
Befides  the  piibUck  own'd.     And  dear  to  fame 

♦  Hfc  was anafljnaUd  at.Dclf.     His  dying  words  were,   *  Lord  har^   ^^'^ 

•  upon  this  fcople  !*     >ce  Grot.  d«  Bejl.  Belg, 

Be 
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3Bc  thou,  harmonious  Donza  • ;  cv'iy  Mufe, 

Your  laurel  flrcw  around  this  hero's  urn. 

Whom  fond  Minerva,  grac'd  with  all  her  arts. 

Alike  in  letters  and  in  arms  to  (hine> 

A  dauntlefs  warrior,  and  a  learned  bard. 

Him  Spain's  furriHinding  hoft  for  (laughter  Inark'd^ 

With  maiTacre  yet  reeking  ftom  the  ftreets 

Of  blood- ftain'd  Harlem :  he  on  LeydenVtdw'rs>        ^ 

With  Famine,  his  companion,  wan,  fubdu'd 

in  outward  form,  with  patient  virtue  ftood      ,       . 

Superior  to  defpair;  the  heav*nly  Nine 

His  fuff'ring  foul  with'great  examples  chear'd 

Of  memorable  bards,  by  Mars  adorn'd 

With  wreaths  of  fame ;  Oeagrus  f  tuneful  fon> 

Who  with  melodious  praife,  to  nobleft  deeds 

Charm'd  the  lolchian  heroes,  and  himfelf 

Their  danger  ftiar'd  ;  Tyrtseus  t>  who  rcviv'd 

With  animating  verfe  the  Spartan  hopes  $ 

Brave  iEfchylus  ||  and  Sophocles  §,  around 

Whofe  facred  broWs  the  tragick  ivy  twin'd, 

Mi^'d  with  the  warrior's  laurel;   all  furpafs'd 

By  Douza's  valour:  and  the  gen'rou^  toil. 

His  and  his  country^s  labours  foon  received 

Their  high  reward,  when  favouring  Commerce  raised 

Th'  invincible  Batavians,  till,  rever'd 

Among  the  mightieft,  on  the  brighteft  roll 

Of  fame  they  (hone,  by  fplendid  wealth  and  pow'r 

•  Janus  Douza,  a  famous  poet,  and  the  moft  jearned  man  of  his  time*  He 
commanded  in  Leyden,  when  it  was  fj  obfttnately  befieged  by  the  Spaniards  in 
4570.     Sec  Meurfii  Athtn.  Bat. 

f  Orpheus,  one  of  the  Argonauts,  who  fet  fail  Crom  Iblcos,  a  towa  in  Thef* 
^aUa. 

t  When  the  Spartans  were  greatly  diftreffed  in  the  Meflenian  war,  they  ap- 
^ied  to  the  Athenians  for  a  general,  who  fent  them  the  poet  Tyrtsus. 

I  i£fchylus,  one  of  the  moft  ancient  tragick  poets,  who  iignaUzed  himfdf 
ia  the  battles  of  Marathon  and  Salamis. 

§  Sophocles  commanded  his  countrymen,  the  Athtnians,  in.  ^Teral  txpedi- 
tioas. 

a  K  a  Grac'd 
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GracM  and  fupported  ;  thus  a  genial  ibil 
DifFafing  vigour  though  the  in£uit  oak. 
Affords  it  ftrength  to  fiourifli,  till  at  laft 
It*s  lofty  head,  in  verdant  honours  clad. 
It  rears  amidft  the  proudefl  of  the  ffgve. 

Yet  here  th'  eternal  fates  thy  laft  retioat 
Deny,  a  mightier  aatioa  they  prejiare 
For  thy  rqception ;  fofferers  alike 
By  th'  unremitted  infolence  of  pow'r 
From  reign  to  reiga^  nor  lefs  than  Belgium  koown 
For  bold  contention  oft  on  crimfon  fields. 
In  free-tongu'd  fenates  oft  with  nervous  laws  . 
To  circumfcribe»  or  conquering  to  depofe 
Their  fcepter'd  tyrants :   Albion,  iea-emhrac'd. 
The  joy  of  freedom,  dread  of  treach'roos  kings^ 
The  deftin'd  miftrefs  of  the  fubjed  main. 
And  arbitrefs  of  Europe,  now  demands 
Thy  prefence,  goddefs.    It  was  now  the  time. 
Ere  yet  perfidious  Cromwell  dar'd  profane 
The  facred  fenate,  and  with  impious  feet 
Tread  on  the  powers  of  magiftrates  and  laws. 
While  ev'ry  arm  was  chill'd  with  cold  amaze. 
Nor  one  in  all  that  dauntlefs  train  was  found 
To  pierce  the  ruffian's  heart ;  and  now  thy  name 
Was  heard  in  thunder  through  th'  affrighted  fliore^ 
Of  pale  Iberia,  of  fubraiffive  GauC 
And  Tagus,  trembling  to  his  utmofl  fource* 
O  ever  faithful,  vigilant,  and  brave. 
Thou  bold  afTerter  of  Britannia's  fame. 
Unconquerable  Blake:  propitious  Heav'n 
At  this  great  awa,  and  the  fage  decree* 
Of  Albion's  fenate,  perfeding  at  once. 
What  by  Eliza  f  was  (b  well  begun, 

•  The  aft  of  navigation. 

t  Qsecn  Elizabeth  wm  the  firft  of  our  princes,  who  gave  zaj  confidcnbr^ 
couragemeat  to  trade. 
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deeply  founded,  to  this  faarour'd  flaorc 
5  goddcfs  drew,  where  frateftxl  flie1>€itow'<i 
*  unbounded  empire  of  her  father's  floods, 
i  chofc  thee,  London,  for  Her  chief  abode, 
is'd  with  the  fijver  Thames,  it's  gentle  ib^aia, 
1  fmiling  banlcf,  it's  joy^diffiiiiQg  hills, 
ich  clad  with  fplendoar,  and  with  beauty  grac'd, 
flook  his  lucid  boiba;  pleasM  with  thee, 
>u  nurie  of  arts,  and  thy  anduflrious  race; 
Ls'd  with  their  candid  manners,  with  their  &ee 
icious  converfe,  to  enquiry  led, 
I  2eal  for  knowledge  :  hence  tlie  op'nijig  xaind 
gns  it's  errors,  and  onfeals  the  eye 
blind  Opinion ;  Merit  heace  is  hearxi 
idft  it's  blu^s,  dawning  arts  ariie, 
glooffiy  i:lottd8,  which  ig(H)raA£e  or  fear 
;ad  o'er  the  paths  of  Virttte»  are  difpell'd, 
ility  retires,  and  ev^ry  heart 
li  publick  cares  is  warsi'4i  thy  merchants  hea€«^ 
Irious  city,  thou  doft  raife  to  fame. 
'  many  names  of  glory  mayft  thou  trace 
1  earlieft  annals  down  to  Barnard's  *  times  ! 
O  !  if  like  that  eloquence  divine, 
:h  forth  for  Commerce,  for  Britannia's  rights, 
her  infulted  majefly  he  pour'd, 
e  humble  meafures  flow'd,  then  too  thy  walla 
It  itndiigrac'd  reibund  thy  poet's  name, 
now,  all-fearful  to  thy  praife,  attunes 
yrc,  and  pays  his  gratefwl  fong  to  thee, 
votary,  O  Commerce  1    Gracbus  Pow'r, 
inue  fUU  to  hear  my  vows,  and  bkfs 
honourable  induftry,  which  courts 
ther  fmile  but  thine ;  for  thoi)..alone 
:  wealth  beftow  with  independence  crown'd  i 


*  Sir^John  Barnftrd. 
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Nor  yet  exclade  contemplative  repofe; 
But  to  my  dwelling  grant  the  folcmn  calsf 
Of  learned  leifure,  never  to  rejeft 
The  vifitation  of  the  tunefal  Midd^^ 
Who  fcldom  deign  to  leave  their  facred  &aaiits^ 
And  grace  a  mortal  manfion  ;  thou  divide 
With  them  my  labours;  pleafure  I  refign. 
And,  all  devoted  to  my  midnight  lamp. 
E'en  now,  when  Albion,  o*er  the  foaming  breaft 
Of  groaning  Tethys  fpreads  it's  threatening  fleets, 
I  grafp  the  founding  (hell,  prepared  to  fing 
That  hero's  valour,  who  (hall  beft  confound 
His  injur'd  country's  foes;  e'en  now  I  feel 
Celeflial  fires  defcending  on  my  breafl,     • 
Which  prompt  thy  daring  fuppliant  to  explore. 
Why,  though  deriv'd  from  Neptune,  though  rever'd 
Among  the  nations,  by  the  gods  endow'd. 
Thou  never  yet  from  eldeft  times  haft  found 
One  permanent  abode;  why  oft  expell'd 
Thy  favour'd  feats,  from  clime  to  clime  haft  bOrne 
Thy  wand'ring  fteps ;  why  London  late  hath  fetn 
(Thy  lov'd,  thy  laft  retreat)  defponding  Care 
O'ercloud  thy  brow :  O  liften,  while  the  Mufe, 
Th'  immortal  progeny  of  Jove,  unfolds 
The  fatal  caufe.     What  time  in  Nyfa's  cave 
Th'  ethereal  train,  in  honour  to  thy  fire, 
Shower'd  on  thy  birth  their  blended  gifts  <  the  pow'f 
Of  war  was  abfent ;  hence,  unblefs'd  by  Mars, 
Thy  fons  relinqui(h'd  arms,  on  other  arts 
Intent,  and  ftill  to  mercenary  hands 
The  fword  entrufting,  vainly  deem'd,  that  wealth 
Could  purchafe  laftiug  fafety,  and  proteft 
^ .  Unwarlike  Freedom ;  hence  the  Alps  in  vain 
Were  pafs'd,  their  long  impenetrable  fnows 
And  dreary  torrents;  fwol'n  with  Roman  dead. 
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AftoniiU'd  Trebia  •  overflow'd  it's  banks 

la  vain,  and  deep-dy.'4  Trafimenus  roU'd 

It's  crimfon  waters ;  Canns^'s  iignal  day 

The  fame  alone  of  great  Amilcar's  fon 

Enlarg'd,  while  flill  undifciplin'd,  4i^in2y*d» 

Her  head  commercial  Carthage  bow'd  fit  la$ 

To  military  Rome ;  th'  unalter'd  will 

Of  Heaven  in  ev'fy  climate  hath  ordain'd, 

And  ev'ry  age,  that  empire  ihall  attend 

The  fword,  and  fteel  (hall  ever  conquer  gold^ 

Then  from  thy  fufF 'rings  learn ;  th'  aufpicioos  hoi^ 

Now  fmiles ;  our  wary  magiflrates  have  arm'd 

Our  hands  ;  thou,  goddefs,  animate  our  breafts 

To  caft  inglorious  indolence  aiide. 

That  once  again,  in  bright  battalions  rang'd» 

Our  thoufands  and  ten  thoufands  may  be  {eevk 

Their  country's  only  rampart,  and  the  dread 

Of  wild  Ambition.    Mark  the  Swediih  hind ; 

]H[e*,  on  his  native  foil  fhould  danger  lour 

Soon  from  the  entrails  of  the  dufky  mine 

Would  rife  to  arms ;  ^nd  other  fields  and  chiefs. 

With  Helfmgburgh  f  and  Steinboch  foon  would  ihare 

The  admiration  of  the  northern  world  : 

Helvetia's  hills  behold  ;  th'  aerial  feat 

Of  long-fupported  Lib/'Tty,  who  thence. 

Securely  refling  on  her  faithful  ilhield. 

The  warrior's  corfelet  flaming  on  her  breadi^ 

XiOoks  down  with  fcorn  on  fpacious  realms,  which  groan 

In  fervitude  around  her  ;  and,  her  fword 

With  dauntlefs  fkill  high  brandiihing,  defies 

*  Trebiai  Trafimenus  Lacus,  and  Cannae,  fttn^ous  for  the  vi^oriet  gained  hy 
Lnnibal  over  the  Romans. 

-f  Hel/ingbjurgh,  a  fmall  town  In  Schonen,  celebrated  for  the  vi€torf  vrh'tk 
lo^nt  Steinboch  gained  over  the  Danes,  with  an  army  for  the  moft  part  com- 
ofed  of  Swediih  peafants,  who  had  never  feen  an  enemy  before  :  it  is  rcmark- 
ble,  that  the  defeated  ti^ops  were  as  cumpleat  a  body  of  regular  farces  as  any 
1  all  Europe* 

The 
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The  Auflrian  eagle,  tnd  impcrioiis  Ganl. 

And  O  could  thofc  ilUfated  fhades  arife^. 

Whoie  valiant  rankb  along  th'  enfan^uin'J  daft 

Of  Newbury  •  lay  crouded,*  they  coald  tell. 

How  their  long-matchlefs  cavalry,  fo  oft 

O'er  hills  of  flain  by  ardent  Rupert  led, 

Whofe  dreaded  ftandard  Viftory  had  wav'd,  K.' 

Till  then  triumphant,  there  with  nobleft  blood  ^.v 

From  their  gor'd  fquadrons  dy'd  the  reflive  fpear 

Of  London's  firm  militia,  and  refign'd 

The  wcll-difputed  field ;  then,  goddefs,  fay. 

Shall  we  be  now  more  riirid,  when  behold  •-;  t"     ^ 

The  black'ning  florm  now  gathers  round  our  heads. 

And  England's  angry  genius  founds  to  arms  ? 

For  thee,  remember,  is  the  banner  fpread  ; 

The  naval  tower,  to  vindicate  thy  rights. 

Will  fweep  the  curling  foam :  the  thnnd'ring  bomb 

Will  roar,  and  ftartle  in  the  deepeft  grots  • 

Old  Nereus'  daughters ;  with  combuftion  ftor*d 

For  thee  our  dire  volcanos  of  the  main. 

Impregnated  with  horror,  foon  will  pour  if, 

Their  flaming  ruin  round  each  hoilile  fl«et.  ^jr  i;^^ 

Thou  then,  great  goddefs,  fummon  all  thyr|K>wfrs«      r:'' 

Arm  all  thy  fons,  thy  vafTals,  ev'ry  heart  >*  -  0 

Inflame  ;  and  you,  ye  fear-difdaiming  race,  •  ■       ^ 

Ye  mariners  of  Britain,  chofen  train  j^^j.     • 

Of  Liberty  and  Commerce,  now  no  more  ».{  Qjf 

Secrete  your  gen'rous  valour ;  hear  the  call  y,.^        • '  »- 

*  The  London  trained  bands,  and  auxllmry  regimentS9.(of  whofe  liiixpcn**^ 

of  danger,  or  any  kind  of  fervicc,  beyond  the  eafy  prance  of  their  poftures  in 
the  Artillery  Ground,  had  till  then  too  cheap  an  cftimation)  behaved  themfeli« 
to  wonder;  and  were,  in  truth,  the  prefervation  of  that  army  that  oijri  ^ 
t^y  ftopd  as  a  bulwark  and  rampire  to  defend  the  reft;  and  when  their  wing'" 
horfe  were  fcattered  and  difperfed,  kept  their  ground  fo  fteadily,  that  thou|^ 
Prince  Rupert  himfclf  led  up  the  choice  horfe  to  charge  them,  and  endured  the 
ftorm  of  fmall  fhot,  he  could  make  no  imprcffion  on  their  ftand  of  pikci>  ^'^ 
was  forced  to  wheel  about.— Clarendon,  book  7.  p.  347, 

Of 
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Of  injur*d  Albion  ;  to  her  foes  pxtfent 
Thofe  daring  bofoms,  which  alike  difdain 
The  death-difploding  cannon,  and  the  rage 
Of  warring  tempefts,  mingling  in  their  ibife 
The  feas  and  clouds :  though  }ong  in  iilence  hufh'd 
Hath  flept  the  Britilh  thunder ;  though  the  pride 
Of,  weak  Iberia  hath  forgot  the  roar ; 
SoOB  fhall  her  ancient  terrors  be  recall'd^ 
When  your  vidorions  fhouts  affright  her  fiiores^ 
None  BOW  ignobly  will  your  warmth  re&rain. 
Nor  hazard  more  indignant  Valour*t  curfe^ 
Their  country's  wrath,  and  Time's  eternal  foprn^ 
Then  bid  the  furies  of  Bellona  wak»» 
And  filver-mantled  Peace  with  welcome  fteps 
Anon  ihall  viiit  your  triumphant  ifle* 
And  that  perpetual  fafety  may  poflefs  ^j 

Our  joyous  fields,  thou.  Genius,  who  prefid'H 
O'er  this  illuftrious  city,  teach  her  ions  .«. 

To  wield  the  noble  inftruments  of  war; 
And  let  the  great  example  foon  extend 
Through  ev'ry  province,  till  Britannia  fees 
Vim  dedle  millions  fill  the  martial  pldn. 
Thca,  whatfoe*er  our  terrors  now  fuggeft 
Of  defolation  and  th'  invading  fword ; 
Though  tNith  hU  mafly  trident  Neptune  heav'd 
A  new4>orn  illhmus  from  the  Britifh  deep. 
And  i»  lt*s  parent  continent  rejoin'd 
Our  didky  (hoM ;  though  Mahomet  could  league 
His  powerful  crefcent  with  the  hoftile  Gaul, 
And  that  new  Cyrus  of  the  conquer'd  Eaft, 
Who  now  in  trembling  vaflalage  unites 
The  Ganges  and  Euphrates,  could  advance 
With  his  auxiliar  hoft ;  our  warlike  youth, 
^  With  equal  numbers,  and  with  keener  zeal 
J?or  children,  parents,  friends,  for  England  fir'd. 
Her  fertile  glebe,  her  wealthy  towns,  her  laws, 
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Her  liberty,  her  honour,  fliould  fuftain 

The  dreadful  onfct,  and  refifllefs  break  ' 

Th*  immenfc  array*  ;  thus  c'cn  the  lighteft  thoagbt  " 

E'er  to  invade  Britannia's  calm  repofe, 

Muft  die,  the  moment  that  aufpicious  Mars 

Her  fons  fhal!  blefs  with  difcipline  and  arms  ; 

That  cxil'd  race,  in  fuperftition  niirs'd. 

The  fervile  pupils  of  tyrannick  Rome, 

With  diflant  gaze  defpairing  fhall  behold 

The  guarded  fplendors  of  Britannia's  trown  5 

Still  from  their  abdicated  fway  edrang'd. 

With  all  th*  attendance  on  defpotidc  thrones, 

Priefts,  ignorance,  andl>onds  ;  with  watcfafal  fiep^    "'  ** . 

Gigautick  Terror,  ftriding' round  ourtoaft,  ' 

Shall  fhake  his  Gorgcn  sgis,  and  the  h^trts 

Of  proudeft  kings  appal :  tb^o^er  Ihores, 

Oar  angry  fleets,  when  infolence  and  wrongs. 

To  arms  awaken  our  v7n<S%ve  power. 

Shall  bear  the  hiideous  wade  of  rnthleis  wiof; 

But  Liberty,  Security',   and'  Fame, 

Shall  dwell  for  ever  on  our  chofen  pisdns*  ••'■ 

,    •* ' 
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LET  Obfervation,  with  extenfive  view. 
Survey  mankind,  fh>m  China: to  Peru; 
Remark  each  anxious  toil,  each  eager  flrife. 
And  watch  the  bufy  fcenes  of  crouded  life  ;       -  «i  i-  ■ 

'■ », » 
*  If  the  computatioo,  wb|ch  ailots  near  two  miiiioiM  of  €f/k4aBomti^ 
kiagdom,  may  be  relied  on,  it  is  not  eafy  to  conceiTe«  how  the  uBiled.foNe^ 
the  whole  world  could  alTemble  together,  and  rubfifl  in  an  eneniy^scoujitryygic*^ 
cr  numbers  than  they  would  find  oppofcd-to^^wm  here.       -    .'        *  •  "^ 
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Then  fay  how  Hope  and  Fear,  Defire  and  Hate,  ,        • 

O'erfpread  with  fnares  the  clouded  maze  of  Fate, 

Where  wav'ring  man,  betray'd  by  venturous  Pride, 

To  tread  the  dreary  paths  without  a  guide  ; 

As  treach'roQs  phantoms  in  the  miH  delude,  ^    ,  . 

Shuns  fancy'd  ills,  or  chafes  airy  good. 

How  rarely  reafon  guides  the  ftubbom  choice,       .  ^,.,. 

Rules  the  bold  hand,  or  prompts  the  fuppliant  voice ; 

How  nations  fink,  by  darling  fchemes  opprefs'd. 

When  vengeance  liftens  to  the  fool's  requeft. 

Fate  wings  with  ev'ry  wiih  th'  aiHiflive  dart,    . 

Esdi.gift  of  nature,  and  each  grace  of  art  ;^ . 

Wldk  fatal  heat  impetoous  courag^glows. 

With  fatal  fweetneif  elocution  4cm ;  .,  :  ..    .' 

Impeachment  flops  the  fpeaker*9  powerful  hr^th^^ 

And  rcftlefs  fire  precipitates  on  deatli*  .7  A 

But  fcarce  obferv'd,  the  knowing^  ^d  the  bold 
Fall  in  the  gen'ral  mafTacre  of  gold  5       . 
Wide- wafting  peft !  that  rages  uwconfin'd. 
And  crouds  with  crimes  the  records  of  mankind :  ■  f._ 

For  gold  his  fword  the  hireling  rnfHan  draws. 
For  gold  the  hireling  judge  didorts  the  laws  ; 
Wealth  heap'd  on  wealth,  nor  truth  nor  fafety  buys. 
The  dang^s  gather  as  the  treafures  rife. 

Let  hill'ry  tell  where  rival  kings  command^    r. 
And  dubious  title  fhakes  the  madded  land  : 
When  ftatues  glean  the  refufe  of  the  fword. 
How  much  more  fafe  the  vaflal  than  the  lord ;     . 
Low  fculks  the  hind  beneath  the  rage  of  pow'r,  ■         ji 
And  leaves  the  wealthy  traitor  in  the  Tow'r  ;  ... 

Untouched ]lis  cottage,  and  his  {lumbers  found, 
Thd'  Ccmfifcation's  vultures  hover  round. 

The  needy  traveller,  ferene  and  gay. 
Walks  the  wild  heath,  and  fings  his  toil  away.  r 

Does  envy  feize  thee— crufh  th*  upbraiding  joy* 
locreale  his  riches,  and  his  peace  deflroy  ;  i 
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New  ftars  in  dire  viciflitude  invade, 
Tke  raftling  brake  alanns«  and  quivering  ihade  ; 
Nor  light  nor  darknefs  bring  his  pain  relief. 
One  ibews  the  plunder,  and  one  hides  the  thitf. 

Yet  ftill  one  gen'ral  cry  the  ikies  afTails, 
And  gtsn  and  grandeur  load  the  tainted  gales  ; 
Few  know  the  toiling  flatefman's  fear  or  care, 
Th*  iniidioas  rival,  and  the  gaping  heir. 

Once  more,  Democritus,  arife  on  earth. 
With  chearful  wifdom  and  infbudtive  mirth  f 
$ee  motley  life  in  modem  trappings  drefi'd. 
And  feed  with  varied  fools  th'  eternal  jeft :  ■  '**H 

Thou,  wl^o  couldfl  laugh  where  Want-tsnchain'd  Caprioi^'-  ^ 
Toil  crnfli'd  Conceit,  and  man  was  of  t  piece  ; 
Where  Wealth  vnlov'd,  without  a  moohier  dyM, 
And  fcarce  a  fycophant  was  fed  by  Pride  i' 
Where  ne'er  was  known*  tiie  form  of  mock  debate,         ^ 
Or  feen  a  new-made  mayor's  unwieldy  ilate ; 
Where  cl^ange  of  fav'rites  tnade  no  change  of  lawsj 
And  fenates  heard  before  they  judged  a  caufe  ; 
How  wonldfl  thou  (hake  at  Britain's  modiih  tribe. 
Dart  the  quick  taunt,  and  edge  the  piercing  gibe  ? 
.  Attentive  Truth  and  Nature  to  decry. 
And  pierce  eacli  fcene  with  philofophick  eye. 
To  thee  were  fcJemn  toys  or  empty  flicw. 
The  robes  of  Pleafurc,  and  the  veils  of  Woe : 
All  aid  the  farce,  and  all  thy  mirth  maintain, 
Whofe  joys  are  caufclcfs,  or  whofe  griefs  are  vain. 

Such  was  the  fcorn  that  fill'd  the  fage*s  mind. 
Renewed  at  ev'ry  glance  on  human-kind ; 
How  juft  that  icom  ere  yet  thy  yoice  d^^ife. 
Search  ev'ry  ftate,  and  canvafs  ev'ry  pray*r. 

Unnumber'd  fuppliants  croud  Preferment's  gate,, 
Athirft  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great  j 
Pclufive  Fortune  hears  th'  inceflant  call,  "'  "" 

Thc^  mount,  they  fliine,  evaporate^  and  fall. 
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On  ev'ry  ftage  the  foes  of  PeAce  attend. 

Hate  dogs  their  flighty  and  Infult  mocks  their  end*  -i, 

]Love  ends  with  Hope ;  the  finking  ftatefman's  door 

Fours  in  the  morning  Worfliipper  no  moi'e ; 

For  growing  names  the  weekly  fcribbler  lies. 

To  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flics ; 

From  «ffry  room  defcends  the  painted  face. 

That  hung  the  bright  palladium  of  the  place. 

And  fmoak'd  in  kitchens,  or  in  audions  fold. 

To  better  features  yields  the  frame  of  gold  5 

For  now  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 

Ibroick  worth,  benevolence  divine :  ,  "*>'' 

THi^form  diHorted  ju'iUfies  the  fa^. 

And  deteftation  rids  th'  indignaij^  wall. 

But  will  not  Brittdn  hear  the  laft  appeal. 
Sign  her  foes  doom,  or  guard  her  fav'rites  zeal ; 
Tho'  Freedom's  ions  no  more  rem^nftrance  rings. 
Degrading  nobles,  and  controuling  kings ; 
Our  fupple  tribes  reprefs  their  patriot  throats. 
And  aik  no  queflions  but  the  price  of  votes ;  « 

With  weekly  libels  and  fepteamal  ale. 
Their  wifh  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail. 

In  full-blown  dignity  fee  Wolfey  ftaud, 
Jjaw  in  his  voice,  and  fortune  in  his  hand : 
To  him  the  church,  the  realm,  their  pow'rs  confign. 
Thro'  him  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  ihine  ; 
3till  to  new  heights  his  reiUefs  wiOies  tow'r. 
Claim  leads  to  claim,  and  pow'r  advances  pow'r ; 
Till  conqueil  unrefifted  ceas'd  to  pleafe. 
And  riehts  fubmitted,  left  liim  none  to  feize. 
At  length  his  San^wgn  f|r6wn& — the  train  of  (late 
^ark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  fign  to  hate. 
Where'er  he  turns  he  meets  a  ftranger*s  eye,    - 
His  fuppliants  fcorn  him,  and  his  followers  fly ; 
fit  once  is  loft  the  pride  of  awful  Hate, 
The  golden  canopy,  the  glitt'ring  plate. 

The 
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The  regtl  palace^  the  luxiirioua  boards 
The  liT'ried  arniy>  and  the  menial  lord. 
With  agr,  with  cares,  with  maladies  oppreis'd. 
He  feeki  the  refuge  of  monalHck  reft. 
Grief  aids  difcafe,  remember'd  folly  ftings. 
And  his  laft  lighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak  thou,  whofe  thoughts  at  humble  peace  re|ttiie« 
Shall  Wolfcy's  wealth,  with  Wolfey's  end,  be  thine  2" . 
Or  liv'ft  thou  now,  with  fafer  pride  content^  . 
The  wifeft  juftice  on  the  banks  of  Trent  ? 
Tor  why  did  Wolfey  near  the  ikttps  of  Pate, 
On  weak  foundations  raife  th'  enormous  weight  ?  '  J^ 

Why,  but  to  fmk  beneath  Misfortune's  blow,  /  '. 

With  louder  ruin  to  the  gulphs  below  ? 
What  gave  great  Villiers  to  th'  aflaflin**  k^fe. 
And  fix'd  difeafe  on  Harley's  clofing  lifr  f  ^ 
What  murdcr'd  Wentworth,  and  what  exilM  Hydest 
By  kings  protected,  and  to  kings  ally'd  ? 
What,  but  their  wifh  indulged  in  courts  to  fbiaet 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  refign  ? 

When  firft  the  college  rolls  receive  his  name» 
The  young  enthufiaft  quits  his  eafc  for  fame  ; 
Thro'  ail  his  veins  the  fevtr  of  renown 
Spreails  from  the  ftroiig  contagion  of  the  govm;  / 

O'er  Bodley's  dome  his  future  labours  (pread,  p. 

And  Bacon's  manfion  trembles  o'er  his  head*.  c 

Are  thefe  thy  views  ?  proceed,  illuftrious  yonik. 
And  Virtue  guard  thee  to  the  throne  of  Truth!  .  r 

Yet  Ihould  thy  foul  indulge  the  gen'rous  heat»      , ,  , 
Till  captive  Science  yields  her  laft  retreat  ;  .   .  ^^■■;  - 

Should  Rcafon  guide  thee  with  her  brigkbeftjay^        •  , .  > 
And  pour  on  mifty  Doubt  rcfiftlefs  day;  ,,..'  ,    ; 

*  There  is  a  tradition,  that  the  ftudy  of  Jriar  Bacon,  hiUt  ••  .^/^P^ 
Qver  the  bridge,  will  fill,  when  a  man  greater  than  Bacon  ftMjf^  under  j& 
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Should  no  Mfe  Kindneis  lore  to  loofe  d^fight. 

Nor  Praifc  relax,  nor  Difficulty  fright ; 

Should  tempting  Novelty  thy  cell  refrain. 

And  Sloth  eflTufe  her  opiate  fttines  in  vain  ;, 

Should  Beauty  blunt  on  fops  her  fatal  dart. 

Nor  claim  the  triumph  of  a  lettered  heart ; 

Should  no  Difeafe  thy  torpid  veins  invade. 

Nor  Melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  (hade  ; 

Yet  hope  not  Hfe  from  grief  or  dinger  free, 

Vor  think  the  doom  of  man  rerers^d  for  thee : 

Deign  on  the  paffing  world  to  turn  thine  eyes,  ^  . 

And  paufe  awhile  from  letters,  to  be  wife ; 

There  mark  what  ills  the  fcholar's  life  affail. 

Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jaiK 

See  nations  flowly  wife,  and  meanly  juft. 

To  buried  merit  nufe  the  tardy  bull*  • 

If  dreams  yet  flatter,  once  again  attend. 

Here  Lydiat^s  life,  and  Galileo's  end. 

Nor  deem*'  when  Learning  her  laft  prize  beftows* 
The^  glittMng  Mmnence  exempt  from  woes ; 
See,  when  the  vulgar  'fcape,  defpis'd  or  aw'd. 
Rebellion's  vengeful  talons  feize  on  Laud. 
From  meaner  minds,  tho'  fmaller lines  content,  '  *-'■ 
The  plundered  palace  or  fequtiler'd  rdht ; 
Mark'd  out  by  dangerous  pa^ts  he*'  meets  the  (hock. 
And  fatal  Learning  leads  him  to  the  block : 
Around  his  tomb  let  Art  and  Genius  weep. 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads — ^hear,  and  lleip*t 

The  feftal  bhzes,  the  triumphal  (how. 
The  raviih'd  ftandard,  and  the  captive  foe. 
The  fenate's  thanks,  the  Glizctte's  pompous  tale. 
With  force  reiifllefs'o^er  the  brave  jlrevail.  '  # 

Such  bribes  the  rapid  Greek  O'er  Afia  whirl'd. 
For  fttch  the  fleady  Romans  fhook  the  world ; 
For  fuch  in  diilant  lands  the  Britons  (hine,  -  '^ 

And  ibin  with  Uood  the  Dantibe  or  the  Rhine :  *  " 

This 
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This  pow*r  has  pnSft,  that  Virtue  fcarce  can  waim^  i 

Till  Fame  fuppUcs  the  univcrfal  charm. 

Yet  Reafon  frowns  on  War's  unequal  game^ 

Where  walled  nations  raifc  a  £ngle  name. 

And  morgag'd  dates  their  grandfires  wreaths  regret. 

From  age  to  age  in  everlafting  debt ; 

Wreaths  which  at  lafl  the  dear-bought  right  conrey 

To  ruH  on  medals,  or  ou  ftones  decay. 

On  what  foundation  (lands  the  warrior*<  pride. 
How  jufl  his  hopes  let  Swedilh  Charles  decide. 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  foul  of  fire. 
No  dangers  fright  him»  and  no  labours  dre; 
O'er  love,  o'er  fear,  extends  his  wide  domain^ 
Unconquer'd  lord  of  pleafure  and  of  pain : 
No  joys  to  him  pacifick  fceptres  yield,   . 
War  founds  the  trump,  he  rufhes  to  the  field. 
Behold  furrounding  kings  their  pow'r  oombiue. 
And  one  capitulate,  and  one  rcfign  ; 
Peace  courts  his  hand,  but  fpreads  her  chamia  in  vain ; 
<  Think  nothing  gain'd/  he  cries,  *  till  no^glit  remain, 
*  On  Mofcow's  walls  till  Gothick  ftandards  fly, 
'  And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  iky/ 
The  march  begins  in  military  ftate. 
And  nations  on  his  eye  fufpended  wait ;  ^ 
Stem  Famine  guards  the  folitary  boafl. 
And  Winter  barricades  the  realm  of  Frofl* 
He  comes  ;  not  want  and  cold  his  courie  delay-—* 
Hide,  Uufhing  Glory  ;  hide  Pultowa's  day  : 
The  vanquifh'd  hero  leaves  his  broken  bands. 
And  (hews  his  miferies  in  diflant  lands ; . 
Condemn'd  a  needy  fupplicant  to  wait. 
While  ladies  interpofe,  and  ilaves  debate. 
But  did  not  Chance  at  length  her  error  mend  ? 
Did  no  fubverted  empire  mark  his  end  ? 
Did  rival  monarchs  give  the  fatal  wound. 
Or  hoflile  millions  prefs  him  to  the  ground?   ,;....       i 
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VRs  fall  was  defHn'd  to  a  barren  fband^ 

A  petty  fortrefsy  and  a  dubious  hand ; 

He  left  the  name>  &t  which  the  world  grew  pale> 

To  point  a  morale  or  adorn  a  tale. 

All  times  their  fcenes  of  pompous  woes  affbrd> 
From  Periia's  tyrant  to  Bavaria's  lord. 
In  gay  hoftility,  and  barb'rous  pride. 
With  half  mankind  embattled  at  his  fide. 
Great  Xerxes  comes  to  feize  the  certain  pity> 
And  ftarves  exhaufted  regions  in  his" way : 
Attendant  Flitt'ry  counts  his  myriads  o'er. 
Till  counted  myriads  foothe  his  pride  no  more  i 
Frefh  praife  is  try'd,  till  madnefs  fires  his  mind. 
The  waves  he  lafiies,  and  Enchains  the  wind  t 
New  pow'rs  arc  claim'd,  new  pow'rs  are  ftill  beftow'<l> 
Till  rude  refinance  lops  the  fpreadihg  god. 
The  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martial  ihow>    '•' 
And  heap  their  vallies  with  the  gaudy  foe  : 
Th*  infultcd  fea  with  humbler  thoughts  h*  gains, 
A  Angle  fkiff  to  fpeed  his  fiight  remains  ; 
Th*  ittcumber'd  oar  fcarce  leaves  the  dreaded  coaft> 
Thro*  purple  billows,  and  a  floating  hofl:. 

The  bold  Bavarian,  in  a  lucklefs  hour,  '=     ' 

Tries  the  dread  fummits  of  Cefarean  pow'r  t 
With  unexpeded  legions  burfts  away. 
And  fees  defencelefs  realms  receive  his  fway. 
Short  fway !  fair  Auilria  fpreads  her  mournful  charms. 
The  queen,  the  beauty,  fets  the  world  in  arms ;  '  ' 

Prom  hill  to  hill  the  beacons  rouzing  blaze 
Spreads  wide  die  hope  of  plunder  ahd  of  praife* 
The  fierce  Croatian,  and  the  wild  HufFar, 
And  all  the  fons  of  ravage  croud  the  war ; 
The  baffled  prince,  in  honour's  fiatt'ring  bloom. 
Of  hafty  greatnefs  finds  the  fatal  doom. 
His  foes  derifion,  and  his  fubje6b  blame, 
Aad  ftealt  to  deaths  from  anguiih  and  from  (hame. 

A  M  '  Enlar^rt 
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*  Enlarge  my  life  with  multitude  of  days  1*  ^  -. 

In  healthy  in  ftcknefs^  thus  the  fuppliant  prays  ^ 
Hides  from  himfelf  his  flate^  and  ihuns  to  know» 
That  life  protradled,  is  protradted  woe. 
Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  deilroy^ 
And  fhuts  up  all  the  paiTagcs  of  joy : 
In  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  feafons  poar» 
The  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vernal  flow'r  ; 
With  lifllefs  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  ftore^ 
He  views,  and  wonders  that  they  pleafe  no  more. 
I^ow  pall  the  taflelcfs  meats,  and  joylefs  wines. 
And  Luxury  with  fighs  her  flave  refigns. 
Approach,  ye  minflrcls»  try  the  /bothing  ftnun. 
And  yield  the  tuneful  lenitives  of  pain  : 
No  founds,  alas !  would  touch  th'  impervioas  ear^ 
Tho'  daiicing  mountains  witnefs  Orpheus  near  ; 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  pow'rs  attend. 
Nor  fweeteronufick  of  a  virtuous  friend  ; 
But  everlailing  didates  croud  hi&  tongue, 
Perverfely  grave,  or  pofitively  wrong* 
The  ilill-retuming  tale,  and  lingering  jjeft. 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece  and  pamper'd  gnell. 
While  growing  hopes  fcarce  awe  the  gath'ring  {neer>     . 
And  fcarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear  :  .  ■    .     i 

The  watchful  guefts  ftill  hint  the  laft  ofiencc,  ;,, 

The  daughter's  petulance,  the  fon's  expenct ;  .   -J 

Improve  his  heady  rage  with  treacherous  (kill,  -/a 

And  mould  his  paffions  till  they  make  his  wilL  ,;/^ 

Unnumber'd  maladies  his  joinU  invade,. 
Lay  fiege  to  life,  and  prefs  the  dire  blockade  j        ,       -: 
But  unextinguifh'd  Av'rice  ftill  remains,  ;  •  r 

And  dreaded  lofTes  aggravate  his  pains  :  ;   . .  \ 

He  turns,  with  anxious  heart  and  crippled  hands,  < 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of.  lands ;     .      .      /. 
Or  views  his  coffers  with  fufpicious  eyes,  .; . 

Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it«-till  he  dies*    ■     .    ^^ 
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Bat  grants  the  virtues  of  a  temp'rate  prime 
Blefs  with  an  age  exempt  from  fcom  or  crime ;  * 

An  age  that  melts  in  unperceiv'd  decay. 
And  glides  in  model);  innocence  away  ; 
Whofe  peaceful  day  Benevolence  endears, 
Whofe  night  congratulating  Confcience  chears  ; 
The  gen'ral  fav'ritc,  as  the  gen'ral  friend  ; 
-  Such  age  there  is,  and  who  could  wifh  it's  end  ? 

Yet  e'en  on  this  her  load"  Misfortune  flings. 
To  prefs  the  weary  minutes  flagging  wings ; 
New  forrow  riies  as  the  day  returns, 
A  fifter  Sckens,  or  a  daughter  mourns* 
Now  kindred  Merit  Alls  the  fable  bier. 
Now  lacerated  friendfliip  claims  a  tear. 
Year  chafes  year,  decay  purfues  decay. 
Still  drops  fome  joy  from  withering  life  away ;  , 
New  forms  arife,  and  dilF'rent  views  engage. 
Superfluous  lags  the  vet'ran  on  the  ftage ; 
Till  pitying  Nature  figns  the  laft  releafc. 
And  bids  afllifled  worth  retire  to  peace. 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  thefe  await, 
Who  fet  unclouded  in  the  gulphs  of  Fate. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  fhould  the  fearch  defcend. 
By  Solon  caution'd  to  regard  his  end. 
In  life's  laft  fcene  what  prodigies  furprize. 
Fears  of  the  bfave,  and  follies  of  the  wife  ? 
From  Marlborough's  eyes  the  ftreams  of  dotage  flow. 
And  Swift  expires  a  driv'ler  and  a  (how. 

The  teeming  mother,  anxious  for  her  race. 
Begs  (or  each  birth  the  fortune  of  a  face : 
Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  ills  from  beauty  fpring  j 
And  Sedley  curs'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  king. 
Ye  nymphs  of  rofy  lips  and  radiant  eyes. 
Whom  Pleafure  keeps  too  bufy  to  be  wife  ; 
Whom  joys  with  foft  varieties  invite, 
Py  day  the  frolick,  and  the  dance  by  night ; 

z  M  z  Who 
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Wko  finown  with  vanity,  who  fmije  with  artj 

And  aflc  the  Uteft  faihion  of  the  heart ; 

What  care,  what  rules  your  heedleis  charms  ihall  faT«« 

Each  nymph  your  rival,  and  each  youth  your  4&ve  f 

Againft  your  fame  with  fondnefs  h^te  combines. 

The  rival  batters,  and  the  lover  mines. 

With  diftant  voice  negle£bd  Virtue  calls, 

Lefs  heard,  and  lefs,  the  faint  remonftrance  hlU  ; 

Tir'd  with  contempt,  (he  quits  the  flipp'ry  reign. 

And  Pride  and  Prudence  uke  her  feat  in  vsdn.^ 

In  croud  at  once,  where  none  the  pafs  defend. 

The  harmlefs  Freedom,  and  the  private  Friend* 

The  guardians  yield,  by  force  fuperior  ply'd ; 

By  IntVcft,  Prudence ;  and  by  Flatt'ry,  Pride. 

Now  Beauty  falls,  betray'd,  defpis'd,  diftre(s'd« 

And  hifling  Infamy  proclaims  the  reft. 

Where  then  (hall  Hope  and  Fear  their  dbjeds  find  i 
Muft  dull  Sufpenfe  corrupt  the  ftagn ant  mind  ? 
Mud  helplefs  man,  in  ignorance  fedate. 
Roll  darkling  down  the  torrent  of  his  fate  ? 
Mud  no  didike  alarm,  no  wi(hes  rife. 
No  cries  attempt  the  mercies  of  the  (kies  ? 
Enquirer,  ceafe  ;  petitions  yet  remain. 
Which  Heav'n  may  hear,  nor  deem  religion  vaii^f 
Still  raife  for  good  the  fupplicating  voice. 
But  leave  to  Heav'n  the  meafure  and  the  chojcpr 
Safe  in  his  pow'r,  whofe  eyes  difceni  afar 
The  fecret  ambufh  of  a  fpecious  pray'r. 
Implore  his  aid,  in  his  deci(ions  red^ 
Secure  whate'er  he  gives,  he  gives  the  bed. 
Yet  when  the  fenfe  of  Sacred  Prefence  fires, 
And  drong  devotion  to  the  (kies  afpires. 
Pour  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthful  niind. 
Obedient  pa(fions,  and  a  will  refign'd ; 
For  Love,  which  fcarce  colleftive  man  can  fill ; 
For  Patience,  fov'reign  o'er  tran(inutcd  ill ; 
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For  Faith,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  feat, 
Counts  death  kind  Nature's  Hgnal  of  retreat: 
Thefe  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  Heav'n  ordaia, 
Thefe  goods  he  grants,  who  grants  the  pow'r  to  g^ini 
With  thefe,  celeftial  Wifdoxn  calms  the  mind. 
And  makes  the  happinefs  ihe  does  not  find* 


MONIMIA     TO     PHILOCLES, 

BY    LORD    HERVEY. 

SINCE  language  never  can  exprefs  my  pain. 
How  can  I  hope  to  move  when  I  complain  ? 
Yet  fuch  is  woman's  frenzy  in  diftrefs. 
We  love  to  plead,  tho'  hopelefs  of  redrefs. 

Perhaps,  afFedling  ignorance,  thou'lt  fay, 
f  From  whence  thefe  lines  ?  whofe  meifage  to  convey  ?' 
Mock  not  my  grief  with  that  feign'd  cold  demand, 
^oo  well  you  know  the  haplefs  writer's  hand : 
But  if  you  force  me  to  avow  my  fhame. 
Behold  them  prefac'd  with  Monimia's  name. 

Loft  to  the  world,  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
JExpos'd  to  infamy,  reproach,  and  fcorn. 
To  joy  and  comfort  loft,  and  all  for  you. 
And  loft,  perhaps,  to  your  remembrance  too; 
pow  hard  my  lot !  what  refuge  can  I  try. 
Weary  of  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die  ! 
Of  hope,  the  wretch's  laft  refort,  bereft. 
By  friends,  by  kindred,  by  my  lover,  left. 
Oh  !  frail  dependance  of  confiding  fools. 
On  lovers  oaths,  or  friendftiip's  facred  rules! 
Too  late,  in  modern  hearts,  alas  !   I  find, 
jMonimias  fall'n,  and  Philocles*  unkind  !  i 

To  thefe  reflexions,  each  flow-wearing  day, 
^^d  ead^  revolving  night,  a  conftant  prey, 

Think 
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TUak  what  I  fufFer,  nor  ungentle  hear 

What  madnefs  difUtes  in  my  fond  defpair ; 

Gradge  not  this  (hort  relief — too  faft  it  flici  ! 

Nor  chide  that  weaknefs  I  myfelf  defpife. 

For  fure  one  nnoment  is  at  lead  her  dae« 

Who  facrific'd  her  all  of  life  for  you. 

Without  a  frown  this  farewel  then  receive. 

For  *tis  the  laft  my  faul  love  fhall  give; 

Nor  this  I  would,  if  reafon  could  command. 

But  what  reftridion  reins  a  lover's  hand  ? 

Nor  prudence,  (hame,  nor  pride,  nor  int*rc(l  (Ways  ; 

The  hand  implicitly  the  heart  obeys : 

Too  well  thi«  maxim  has  my  condudl  (hewn. 

Too  well  that  condud  to  the  world  is  known* 

Oft  have  I  writ,  as  often  to  the  flame 
Condemn 'd  the  after- witnefs  of  my  (hame ; 
Oft  in  my  cooler,  recolledted  thought. 
Thy  beauties  and  my  fondnefs  half  forgot, 
(How  (hort  thofe  intervals  for  reafon's  aid  I) 
Thus  to  myfelf  in  anguifh  have  I  faid. 

*  Thy  vain  remonflrance,  fooli(h  maid,  give  o'er ; 
«  Who  a6t  the  wrong,  can  ne'er  that  wrong  deplore.* 
Then  fanguine  hopes  again  delufivc  reign, 
I  form  thee  melting,  as  I  tell  my  pain. 
If  not  of  rock  thy  flinty  heart  is  made. 
Or  tigers  nurs'd  thee  in  the  defart  (hade. 
This  would  at  leaft  thy  cold  compalTion  prove. 
That  (lender  fuftenance  of  greedy  love ; 
Tho*  no  return  my  warmer  wiflies  find. 
Be  to  the  wretch,  tho'  not  the  ihntrefs,  kind } 
Nor  whilft  I  court  my  melancholy  (late. 
Forget  'twas  love,  and  thee,  that  wrought  my  fate. 
Without  rcftraint,  habituate  to  range 
The  paths  of  pleafure,  can  I  bear  the  change? 
Doom'd  from  the  world  unwilling  to  retire. 
In  bloom  of  life,  and  warm  with  young  de(irej| 
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In  lien  of  roofs,  with  regal  fplendor  gay,  . 

Condemn'd  in  diftant  wilds  to  drag  the  day;  '.,, 

Where  beafts  of  prey  maintain  their  favage  court. 
Or  human  brutes  (the  worft  of  brutes !)  refort. 
Yes,  yes,  this  change  I  could  unfighing  fee» 
For  none  I  mourn,  but  what  I  find  in  thee : 
There  centre  all  my  woes;  thy  heart  cftrang*d, 
I  weep  my  lover,  not  my  fortune,  chang'd. 
Blefs'd  with  thy  prefence,  I  could  all  forget^ 
Nor  gilded  palaces  in  huts  regret ; 
But  exil'd  thence,  fuperfluous  is  the  reft. 
Each  place  the  fame,  my  hell  is  in  my  breaH  ; 
To  pleafure  dead,  and  living  but  to  pain. 
My  only  fenfe,  to  fuffer  and  complain. 
As  all  my  wrongs  difh-efsful  I  repeat. 
Say,  can  thy  pulfe  with  equal  cadence  beat? 
Canft  thou  know  peace ?  is  confcience  mute  within? 
That  upright  delegate  for  fecret  fin ; 
Is  nature  fo  extinguifh'd  in  thy  heart,  ^  ^ 

That  not  one  fpark  remains  to  take  my  part  ?  ,.' 

Not  one  repentant  throb,  one  grateful  figh  ? 
Thy  breaft  unruffled,  and  unwet  thine  eye  ? 
Thou  cool  betrayer,  temperate  in  ill ! 
Thou,  nor  remorfe,  nor  thought  humane,  canfl  feels 
Nature  has  form'd  thee  of  the  rougher  kind,  ^ 

And  education  more  debas'd  thy  mind. 
Born  in  an  age  when  Guilt  and  Frapd  prevail. 
When  Juflice  deeps,  and  Int'refl  holds  the  fcale; 
Thy  loofe  companions,  a  licentious  crew, 
Moft  to  each  other,  all  to  us  untrue ; 
Whom  chance,  or  habit  mix,  but  rarely  choice. 
Not  leagued  in  friendihip,  but  in  focikl  vice ; 


i'-^ 


•'  H' 


Who,  indigent  of  honour,  as  of  fhame. 

Glory  in  crimes  which  others  blulh  to  nam? ; 

By  right  or  wrong  difdaining  to  be  mov'd,  ^       r 

Unprincipled,  unloving,  and  unlov'd. 


$Mt>  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRf^ 

The  fair,  who  trufb  their  proftituted  vow«. 
If  not  their  falfliood,  (till  their  boafts  ezpofe; 
Nor  knows  the  wifeft  to  elude  the  harm  ! 
E'en  (he  whofe  prudence  ihans  the  tinfel  charm. 
They  know  to  flander>  though  they  hH  to  warA: 
They  make  her  langniih  in  fiditious  flame« 
Affix  ibme  fpecious  fcandal  on  her  name. 
And  baffled  by  her  virtue,  triumph  o'er  her  hme  I 

Thefc  are  the  leaders  of  thy  blinded  youth, 
Thefc  vile  feducers  laugh'd  thee  out  of  truth  5 
Whofe  fcurril  jells  all  folemn  ties  profane. 
Or  Friendfhip's  band,  or  Hymen's  facred  chain | 
Morality  as  weaknefs  they  upbraid. 
Nor  6'en  revere  Religion's  hallow'd  head  ; 
Alike  they  fpum  divine  and  human  laws. 
And  treat  the  honed  like  the  chriftian  caufc* 
Curfe  on  that  tongue  whofe  vile  pernicious  art 
Delights  the  ear  but  to  corrupt  the  heart. 
That  takes  advantage  of  the  chearful  hour. 
When  weakened  Virtue  bends  to  Nature's  pow'ni 
And  would  the  goddefs  in  the  foul  efface^ 
To  fubditute  difhonour  in  her  place* 

With  fuch  you  lofe  the  day  in  falft  deKght, 
In  lewd  debauch  you  revel  out  the  night, 
{O  fatal  commerce  to  Monimia's  peace !) 
Their  arguments  convince  becaufe  they  pleafe  i 
Whilft  fophiftry  for  reafon  they  admit. 
And  wander  dazzled  in  the  glare  of  wit : 
Wit  that  on  ill  a  fpecious  luftre  throws. 
And  in  falfe  colours  cv'ry  objedl  fliows; 
That  gilds  the  wrong,  depreciating  the  right. 
And  hurts  the  judgment,  while  It  fealls  the  fight, 
€0  in  the  prifm,  to  the  deluded  eye. 
Each  piftur'd  trifle  takes  a  rainbow  dye; 
With  borrow'd  charms  the  gaudy  profpeCl  glows. 
But  truth  xevers'd  the  fiuthlcfs  mirror  fhows  ; 


Invcrtri 
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Inverted  fcenes  in  bright  confuiion  lie. 
And  lawns  impending  (hade  the  nether  iky ; 
No  juft,  no  real  images  we  meet. 
But  all  the  fhining  vifion  is  deceit. 

Oft  I  re\#^e,  in  this  diftrafted  mind. 
Each  word,  each  look,  that  fpoke  my  charmer  kind  ; 
But  oh  !  how  dear  their  memory  I  pay  ! 
What  pleafures  paft  can  prefent  cares  allay  ? 
Of  all  I  love  for  ever  difpofTefs'd : 
Ah  !  what  avails,  to  think  1  once  was  blefsM ! 
Hard  difpofition  of  unequal  fate, 
Mix'd  are  our  joys,  and  tranfient  are  their  date  j 
Nor  can  refledion  bring  them  back  again. 
Yet  brings  an  after-fting  to  ev'ry  pain. 

Thy  fatal  letters,  O  immoral  youth, 
Thoie  perjur'd  pledges  of  fidtitio us  truth,*  • 

Dear  as  they  were,  no  fecond  joy  afford. 
My  cred'Ious  heart  once  leap'd  at  ev'ry  word. 
My  glowing  bofom  throbb'd  with  thick-heav'd  fighs. 
And  floods  of  rapture  rufh'd  into  mine  eyes : 
When  now  repeated  (for  the  theft  was  vain. 
Each  treafur'd  fyllable  my  thoughts  retain) 
Far  other  paffions  rule,  and  diifF'rent  care. 
My  joys  are  grief,  my  tranfports  are  defpair. 

Why  doft  thou  mock  the  ties  of  conftant  love  ? 
But  half  it's  joys  the  faithlefs  ever  prove; 
They  only  tafte  the  pleafures  they  receive. 
When,  fure,  the  nobleft  is  in  thofe  we  give. 
Acceptance  is  the  heav'n  which  mortals  know. 
But  'tis  the  blifs  of  angels  to  bellow. 
Oh !  emulate,  my  love,    that  taflc  divine. 
Be  thou  that  angel,  and  that  heav'n  be  mine. 
Yes,  yet  relent,  yet  intercept  my  fate : 
Alas  !  I  rave,  and  fue  for  new  deceit. 
Firft  vital  warmth  fhall  from  the  grave  return. 
Ere  love,  extinguifli'd,  with  freih  ardour  burn. 

2  N  Ohl 
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Oh!  that  I  dar'd  to  a£t  a  Roman  part. 
And  flab  thy  image  in  this  faithful  hearty 
.    There  riveted  to  life  fccure  you  reign. 
Ah !  crnel  inmate  !  fharp'ning  ev^ry  pain  : 
While,  coward-like,  irrefolute  I  wait 
Time's  tardy  aid,  nor  dare  to  rufh  on  fate; 
Perhaps  may  linger  on  life's  lateft  ftage. 
Survive  thy  cruelties,  and  fall  by  age  : 
No— grief  Ihall  fpread  my  fails,  and  fpeed  me  o'er 
(Defpair  my  pilot)  to  that  quiet  fhore. 
Where  I  can  truft,  and  thou  betray  no  more. 
Might  I  but  once  again  behold  thy  charms. 
Might  I  but  breathe  my  lail  in  thofe  dear  arms> 
On  that  lov'd  face  but  fix  my  clofmg  eye. 
Permitted  where  I  might  not  live  to  die. 
My  foften'd  fate  I  wou'd  accufe  no  more ! 
But  fate  has  no  fuch  happlaefs  in  flore,, 
*Tis  paft,  'tis  done — what  gleam  of  hope  behind^ 
When  I  can  ne'er  be  falfe,  nor  thou  be  kind  ? 
Why,  then,  this  care? — 'tis  weak — 'tis  vain — ^farcwel— — 
At  that  laft  word  what  agonies  I  feel  I 

I  faint 1  die — ^—remember,  I  was  true 

'Tis  all  I  alk— eternally— adieu  !— — 


THE  LAWYER'S  FAREWEL  TO  HIS  MUSE* 

BY    WILLIAM    BLACKSTONE,    BSQ^ 

AS,  by  fome  tyrant's  flern  command, 
A  wretch  forfakes  his  n^five  land. 
In  foreign  climes  condemned  to  roam 
An  endlefs  exile  from  his  home ; 
Penfive  he  treads  the  deflin'd  way,  •  »-i 

And  dreadatogo,  nor  dares  to  flay;  ,: 

Till  on  fome  neighb'ring  moQntain!s  brQ^if,  ^^.         ,^^j^ 
.  Hf  flops,  arid  turns  his  eye>^  below ; 


Thcte, 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  i% 

«  '  ^  - 

There,  meldng  at  the  well-known  view. 
Drops  a  laft  tear,  and  bids  adieu : 
So  I,  thas  doomed  from  thee  to  part. 
Gay  queen  of  fancy  and  of  art, 
Relu^nt  move,  with  doubtful  mind. 
Oft  flop,  and  often  look  behind. 

.  Companion  of  my  tender  age. 
Serenely  gay,  and  fweetly  fage, 
How  blithfome  were  we  wont  to  rove 
9y  verdant  hill,  or  Ihady  grove. 
Where  fervent  bees,  with  humming  voice. 
Around  the  honey'd  oak  rejoice. 
And  aged  elms  with  awful  bend. 
In  long  cathedral  walks  extend  ! 
Loll'd  by  the  lapfe  of  gliding  floods, 
Chear'd  by  the  warbling  of  the  woods. 
How  blefs'd  my  days,  my  thoughts  how  free, 
In  fweet  fociety  with  thee ! 
Then  all  was  joyous,  all  was  young. 
And  years  unheeded  roU'd  along : 
Snt  now  the  pleafing  dream  is  o'er, 
Thefe  fcenes  muft  charm  me  now  no  more ; 
Loft  to  the  field,  and  torn  from  you— — 

Farewel ! a.  long,  a  laft  adieu. 

Me^  wrangling  courts,  and  ftubborn  Law, 
.    To  imoak,  and  crowds,  and  cities  draw; 

There  felfifti  Faftion  rules  the  day, 

And  Pride  and  Av'rice  throng  the  way  : 

Difeafes  taint  the  murky  air. 

And  midnight  conflagrations  glare ; 

Loofe  Revelry  and  Riot  bold. 

In  frighted  ftreets  their  orgies  hold; 

Or,  when  in  filence  all  is  drown'd. 

Fell  murder  walks  her  lonely  round  : 

No  room  for  peace,  no  room  for  you. 

Adieu,  celefliid  nymph,  adieu ! 

2  Na  Shakefpeare 
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Shakefpcare,  no  more  thy  fylvan  fon. 
Nor  all  the  art  of  Addifon, 
Pope's  heav'n-ftrung  lyre,  nor  Waller'^i  ea^. 
Nor  Milton's  mighty  felf  muft  pleafe: 
Inilead  of  ihefe,  a  formal  basd 
In  furs  and  coifs  around  me  ftand  ; 
W'itii  founds  uncouth,  and  accents  dry. 
That  grate  the  foul  of  harmony ; 
Each  pedant  iage  unlocks  his  ilore 
Of  myftick,  dark,  difcordant  lore; 
And  poiius  with  tott'rlng  hand  the  ways- 
That  lead  me  to  the  thorny  maxe. 

There,  in  a  winding,  clofe  retreat. 
Is  Juftice  dooni'd  to  iixJicrfeat; 
There,  fenc'd  by  bulwarks  of  the  \zw^ 
She  keeps  the  wond'ring  world  in  awe  ^ 
And  there,  fr6m  vulgar  fight  retir'd. 
Like  eaRern  queens,  is  more  admir'd* 

O  let  me  pierce  the  fecret  ihade 
Where  dwells  the  venerable  maid ! 
There  humbly  mark,  with  rev'rend  awc^ 
The  guardian  of  Britannia's  law ; 
Unfold  with  joy  her  facred  page, 
*       (Th'  united  boaft  of  many  an  age. 
Where  mix'd,  yet  uniform,  appears 
The  wifdom  of  a  thoufand  years) 
In  that  pure  fpring  the  bottom  view. 
Clear,  deep,  and  regularly  true. 
And  other  doftrines  thence  imbibe. 
Than  lurk  within  the  fordid  fcribe  : 
Obferve  how  parts  with  parts  unite 
In  one  harmonious  rule  of  right ; 
See  cou'ntlefs  wheels  diftindlly  tend 
By  various  laws  to  one  great  end ; 
While  mighty  Alfred's  piercing  foul 
Pervades  and  regulates  the  whole*. 


iik 
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Then  welcome  bi^iinefs,  Avclcotne  ftrifc. 
Welcome  the  cares,  the  thorns  of  life; 
The  vifage  wan,  the  pore-blind  fight. 
The  toil  by  day,  the  lamp  at  night ; 
The  tedious  forms,  the  folemn  prate. 
The  pert  difpute,  the  dull  debate  ; 
The  drowzy  Jjench,  the  babbling  hall ; 
For  thee,  fair  Juftice,  welcome  all ! 

Thus  tho^  my  noon  of  life  be  pafsM, 
Yet  let  my  fetting  fun,  at  laft. 
Find  out  the  ftill,  the  rural  cell. 
Where  fage  Retirement  loves  to  dwell  I 
There  let  me  tafte  the  home  felt  blifs 
Of  innocence,  and  inward  peace ; 
Untainted  by  the  guilty  bribe; 
Uncurs'd  amid  the  harpy-tribe ; 
No  orphan's  cry  to  wound  my  ear ; 
My  honour,  and  my  confcience  clear: 
Thus  may  I  calmly  meet  my  end. 
Thus  to  the  grave  in  peace  defcend ! 


VISIONS 

r OR       TH  B 

fTKRTAINMENT    AND    INSTRUCTION    OP   YOUNGER' MINDS. 
BY     DR.     COTTON, 

Virginibus  puerlfque  canto*  mok* 

TO    THE    REAOIR. 

AUTHORS,  you  know,  of  greateft  fame^^ 
Thro'  modefty  fupprefs  their  name  •  ; 
And  wou'd  you  wilh  me  to  reveal 
What  thefe  fuperior  Wits  conceal  ? 

•  Though  Dr.  Cotton  is  well-known  to  have  been  the  author  of  thefe  Vi- 
•d«>  they  have  hitherio  besn  publiihed  without  prefixing  his  name. 


Forc^ 
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Forego  the  fearch,  my  curious  friend^ 

And  hufband  time  to  better  end.    . 

All  my  ambition  is>  I  own. 

To  profit  and  to  plcafe  unknown  ; 

Like  ftreams  fnpply'd  horn  fprings  below> 

Which  fcatter  bleffings  as  they  flow. 

Were  you  difeas'd,  or  'prcfs'd  with  paiB^ 
Straight  you'd  apply  to  Warwick  Lane: 
The  thoughtful  doctor  feels  your  pulfe^ 
(No  matter  wheV^r  Mead  or  Hulfe)  i 

Writes Arabic  to  yon  and  me 

Then  figns  his  hhxd,  and  takes  his  fee. 

Now,  ihould  the  i^e  omit  his  name» 

Would  not  the  cure  remain  the  fame  ?  '» 

Not  but  phyficians  fign  their  bill,  ,     c 

Or  when  they  cure,  or  when  they  kill. 

'Tis  often  known,  the  mental  race 
Their  fond  ambitious  fires  difgrace.  :  ./. 

Dar'd  I  avow  a  parent's  claim,  .V 

Criticks  might  fneer,  and  friends  might  blame. 
This  dang'rous  fecret  let  me  hide, 
1*11  tell  you  ev'ry  thing  befide: 
Not  that  it  boots  the  world  a  tittle. 
Whether  the  author's  big  or  little; 
Or  whether  fair,  or  black,  or  brown ! 
No  writer's  hue  concerns  the  town. 

I  pafs  the  filent  rural  hour. 
No  flave  to  wealth,  no  tool  to  pow'r : 
My  maniion's  warm,  and  very  neat ; 
You'd  fay,  *  A  pretty  fnug  retreat  !* 
My  rooms  no  coftly  paintings  grace. 
The  humbler  print  fupplies  their  place. 
Behind  the  houfe  my  garden  lies. 
And  opens  to  the  fouthern  ikies : 
The  diftant  hills  gay  profpefts  yield. 
And  plenty  fmilei  in  ev^ry  field. 
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The  faithful  maftiff  is  iny  guard. 
The  fcather'd  tribes  adorn  my  yard  ; 
Alive  my  joy,  my  treat  when  dead. 
And  their  foft  plumes  improve  my  bed* 

My  cow  rewards  me  all  fhe  can ; 
(Brutes  leave  ingratitude  to  man) 
She,  daily  thankful  to  her  lord. 
Crowns,  with  nedareous  fweets,  my  board* 
Am  I  difeas'd — the  cure  is  known. 
Her  fweeter  juices  mend  my  own, 

I  love  my  houfe,  and  feldom  roam  ; 
Few  vifits  pleafe  me  more  than  home* 
I  pity  that  unhappy  elf 
Who  loves  all  company  but  felf ; 
By  idle  paflions  borne  away 
Toop'ta,  mafquerade,  or  play; 
Fond  of  thofe  hives  where  folly  reigns. 
And  Britain's  peers  receive  her  chains ; 
Where  the  pert  virgin  flights  a  name. 
And  fcorns  to  redden  into  fhame. 
Butlcnow,  my  fair,  (to  whom  belong 
The  poet  and  his  artlefs  fong) 
When  female  cheeks  refufe  to  glow, 
Farewel  to  virtue  here  below. 
Our  fex  is  loft  to  ev'ry  rule. 
Our  fole  diftin^lion,  knave  or  fooL 
'  ris  to  your  innocence  we  run ; 
Save  us,  ye  fair,  or  we're  undone : 
Maintain  your  modefty  and  ftation. 
So  women  fhall  preferve  the  nation. 

Mothers,  'tis  faid,  in  days  of  old, 
Efteem'd  their  girls  more  choice  than  gold ; 
Too  well  a  daughter's  worth  they  knew. 
To  make  her  cheap  by  publick  view : 
(Few,  vtho  their  diamonds  value  weigh, 
Expofe  thofe  diamonds  ev'ry  day.) 

Thcn^ 
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Then,  if  Sir  Plume  drew  near,  and  (oiil'dj 

The  parent  trembled  for  her  child : 
The  iirll  advance  alarm'd  her  breaH; 
And  fancy  pidur'd  all  the  reft« 
But  now  no  mother  fears  a  foe^ 
No  daughter  fh udders  at  a  beau. 

Pleafure  is  all  the  reigning  theme. 
Oar  noon-day  thought^  our  midnight  dream* 
In  Folly's  chace  our  youths  engage. 
And  fhamelefs  crowds  of  tott'ring  age. 
The  die,  the  dance,  th'  intemp'rate  bowl^ 
With  various  charms  ingrofs  the  foul. 
Are  gold,  fame,  health,  the  terms  of  vice  ? 
The  frantick  tribes  ihall  pay  the  price. 
But  tho'  to  ruin  poft  they  run. 
They'll  think  it  hard  to  be  undone. 

Do  not  arraign  my  want  of  tafte. 
Or  fight  to  ken  where  joys  are  plac'd. 
They  widely  err,  who  tliink  me  blind. 
And  I  difclaim  a  floick's  mind. 
Like  yours  are  my  fenfations  quite  ; 
I  only  drive  to  feel  aright. 
My  joys,  like  ftreams,  glide  gently  by, 
Tho'  fmall  their  channel,  never  dry ; 
Keep  a  ftill,  even,  fruitful  wave. 
And  blefs  the  neighboring  meads  they  lave.     ^ 

My  fortune  (for  I'll  mention  all. 
And  more  than  you  dare  tell)  is  fmall ; 
Yet  ev'ry  friend  partakes  my  ftore. 
And  Want  goes  fmiling  from  my  door. 
Will  forty  fliillings  warm  the  breaft- 
Of  Worth  or  Induftry  diftrefs'd  ; 
This  fum  I  chearfully  impart, 
*Tis  fourfcore  pleafures  to  my  heart; 
And  you  may  make,  byjneahs  like  thefe,. 
five  talents  ten,  whene'er  you  pleafe. 
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•Tis  true  my  little  purfc  grows  light ; 
JBut  tiien  I  deep  fo  fweet  at  night  I 
yhis  grand  (pedfick  will  prevail^ 
When  all  the  ^oftor's  opiates  fail. 

Yoii  aik  what  party  I  purfue ; 
Perhaps  yott  mean,  '  Whofc  fool  arc  you  ?* 
The  names  of  party  t  detefl. 
Badges  6f  flavery  at  beftr 
i've  too  much  grace  to  play  the  knave. 
And  too  much  pride  to  turn  a  flave. 

I  love  my  country  frorii  my  foul. 
And  grieve  when  knaves  or  fools  controul. 
i'm  pleas'd  when  vice  and  folly  fixiart. 
Or  at  the  gibbet  or  t&e  cart : 
Yet  always  pity,  where  I  can; 
Abhor  the  guilt,  out  mourn  the  man* 

Now  the  religion  of  your  poet— — 
Does  not  this  little  preface  ihow  it  ? 
My  Vilions  if  you  fcan  with  care, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  find  it  there* 
And  if  tny  adiions  fuit  my  fong, 
Vou  can't  in  conference  think  me  wrong. 


S    t;    A    N    D    E    R. 

XKSCAXBXB  TO  Mill  ****• 

VISION    L 

\/t  y  lovely  girl,  I  write  for  you, 
^^***  And  pray  believe  my  vlfions  true; 
They'll  form  your  mind  to  ev'ry  ^ace. 
They'll  add  new  beauties  to  your  face; 
And  when  old  age  impairs  your  prime, 
YouUl  triumph  o'er  the  fpoils  of  time* 

•  zO  CU1<(« 
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Childhood  and  youth  engage  my  pen, 
*Tis  labour  lod  to  talk  to  men  : 
Youth  may,  perhaps,  reform,  when  wrong  ; 
Age  will  not  liften  to  my  fong. 
He  who  at  Rfty  is  a  fool. 
Is  far  too  dubborn  grown  for  (choQi. 

What  is  that  vice  which  ftill  prevails^ 
When  almoft  ev'ry  paflion  fails ; 
Which  with  our  very  dawn  began. 
Nor  ends,  but  with  our  fetting  fun  ; 
Which  like  a  nojdous  weed,  can  fpoi! 
The  faireft  flow'rs,  an4  choak  the  foil  ? 
'Tis  Slander — and,  with  (han^  I  own. 
The  vice  of  hjjman-kind  aroiie. 

Be  Slander,  then,  my  leading  dream, 
Tho'  you're  a  ftranger  to  the  theme  ; 
Thy  fofter  breaft,  and  honeft  heart. 
Scorn  the  defamatory  art ; 
Thy  foul  a/Terts  her  native  fkies. 
Nor  alks  Detraftion's  wings  to  rife : 
In  foreign  fpoils  let  others  (Iiine, 
Intrinfick  excellence  is  thine. 
The  bird,  in  peacock's  plumes  who  fhone. 
Could  plead  no  merit  of  her  own : 
The  filly  thefx  betray'd  her  pride. 
And  fpoke  her  poverty  befide. 

Th'  infidious  fland'ring  thief  is  woHe 
Than  the  poor  rogue  who  fteals  your  purfe.- 
Say,  he  purloins  your  glitt'ring  (lore  : 
Who  takes  your  gold,   t^kes  tyufli-J— ho  more  f 
Perhaps  be  pilfers — 'to  b'b  fed-«— ^ 
Ah!  guiltlefs  wretch,  who  Heals  for  bread  !    ' 
But  the. dark  vill^n,  who  fliall  aim 
To  blaft,  my/air',  thy  fpotlefs  name, 
.  .  JHe'd  Ileal  a  precious  gem  awav, 
'Steal  what  both  Indies  caiTtVepay  I 

Heff 
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Here  the  Ib-ong  pleas  of  want  arc  vain. 
Or  the  more  impious  pleas  of  gain. 
No  linking  family  to  fave  ! 
No  gold  to  glut  th*  infaliate  knave! 

Improve  the  hint  of  Shakefpeare's  tongue  j 
*Twas  thus  immortal  Shakefpeare  fung*: 
And  truft  the  bard's  unerring  rule. 
For  Nature  was  that  poet's  fchooU 

As  I  was  nodding  in  my  chair, 
I  faw  a  rueful  wild  appear ; 
No  verdure  met  my  aching  fight, 
3ut  hemlock  and  cold  aconite  ; 
Two  very  pois'nous  plants,  'tis  true. 
But  not  fo  bad  as  vice  to  you. 

The  dreary  profpefl  fpread  around ! 
Peep  fnow  had  whiten'd  all  the  ground  ! 
A  black  and  barren  mountain  nigh, 
^xpos'd  to  ev'ry  friendlefs  fky ! 
Here  foul-mouth'd  Slander  lay  rccliil'd. 
Her  fnaky  treflcs  hifs'd  behind  : 
f  A  bloated  tgad-llool  rais'd  her  bead, 
*  The  plumes  of  ravens  were  her  bed  f  j' 
6he  fed  upon  the  yiptfs  brood, 
^nd  flak'd  her  impious  thirfl  with  blopd. 

The  rifing  fun,  and  weftern  ray. 
Were  witnefs  to  her  diftant  fway. 
The  tyrant  claim'd  a  mightier  lioft 
Than  the  proud  Perfian  e'er  could  boaft. 
No  conqueft  grac'd  Darius'  fon  % ; 
3.y  his  own  numbers  half  ui^dpnfs ; 

•  Othdlo.  '  ■  ' 

•f-  Garth's  Difpenfatory. 

J  Xerxes,  King  of  Perfia  and  fon  of  Darios.  He  fnvaded  Crccce  with  an 
rsny  condfting  of  more  than  a  mllUon  of  men,  (fome  ffty'mope.)chan  two  mil- 
ont)  who,  together  with  their  cattle,  periihed  in  grsat  meafure  through  the 
liability  of  the  couatiies  to/a^ly  fuch'A  vaft  ImA  vt^  ffoyiiiiMj^* 

2  0a*'*  Succefi 
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Saccefs  attended  Slander's  pow'r. 
She  reap'd  fre(h  laurels  ev'ry  hoar. 
Her  troops  a  deeper  fcarlet  wore 
Than  ever  armies  knew  before. 

No  plea  diverts  the  fury's  rage. 
The  fury  fpares  nor  fex  nor  age. 
E'en  Merit,  with  de(iru£Uve  charms. 
Provokes  the  vengeance  of  her'armsl 

Whene'er'  the  tyrant  founds  to  war. 
Her  canlcer'd  trump  is  heard  afar. 
Pride,  with  a  heart  unknown  to  yield. 
Commands  in  chief,  and  guides  the  field. 
He  ftalks  with  vaftgigantick  feidel,  "   ^* 
And  fcatters  fear  and  ruin  wide :  ^ ' 
So  the  impetuous  torrents  fweep. 
At  once,  whole  nations'  to  the  deep. 

Revenge,  that  bafe  Hcfperian  •,  known 
A  chief  fupport  of  Slander's  throne, 
Amidft  the  bloody  crowd  is  feeri. 
And  treachery  brooding  in  his  mien  ; 
The  monftcr  often  chang'd  his  gait,' 
But  march'd  refolv'd  and  Ax'd  ak  fate : 
Thus  the  fell  kite,  whom  hunger  fiings. 
Now  ilowly  'moves  his  out-flfetch'd  win^  ; 
Now  fwift  as  lightning  bears  away,  '  •  <-  ■  * 
And  darts  upon  his  trembling  prey; 

Envy  commands  a  fecret  band. 
With  fword  and  poifon  in  her  hand. 
Around  her  haggard  eye-balK  foil, 
A  thQufand  fiends  poflefs  hi^i*  C6uV 
The  artful  unfufpeftcd  fprite,* 
With  fatal  aim  attacks  by  night. 
Her  troops  advance  with  filent  tread. 
And  ftab  the  hero  in  his  bed;    '     •♦ 

•  Hefperia  indudet  Italy  ik  well  M  Sptia,  uid  the  lahabitauki  of  boU 
fotfwluUe  for  their  rcvtJSfeful  lUTpofitioAs*  *  -  *.^   .    - .    . 
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pi  ftoot  the  wing'd  malignant  lyt. 

And  femsile  honours  pine'and  die : 

iSo  prowling  wolves,  when  darlcnefs  reigns^ 

Intent  on  mnrderfcour  the  plains';       *     * 
Approach  the  folds,  where '  lambs  repofe, 
Whofe  g^uilelefs  breafts  fufpeft  no  foes  5 
The  favage  gluts  his  fierce  defires. 
And  bleating  innocence  expires. 

^lander  fmilM  horribly,  to  view 
How  wideher  conqueffe  dsdly  grew; 
Around  the  crouded  levees  Wait^ 
%Akt  oriental  flaves  of  date ;     ' 
Of  cither  fex  whole  armies  'prefs*d. 
But  chiefly  of  the  fair  and  befe.  * ' 

Is  it  a  breach  of  frien^ihip*s  law, 
.To  fay  what  female  fiiends  I  faw  i  ' 
Slander  afiumes  die  idol's  part. 
And  claims  the  tribute  of  the  heai^; 
The  bed,  ill  foihe  unguarded  hour, 
Have  bow'd  the  l;nee,  and  own'd  her  powV  ; 

Then  let  the  poet  not  reve4 

What  candour  wi(hes  to  conceal. 

If  I  beheld  fomc  faulty  fair, 
Mudi  worfe  delinquents  crouded  there: 
l^relates  in  facred  hiwn  I  Taw, 
tjTKvt  ^hyiick,  and  loquado'us  Law  ; 
Courtiers,  like  funimef  flies,  abound; 
And  hungry  poets  Twafm  around, 
^ut  now  my  partial  ftory  ends, 
ij^nd  mdtes  my  females  full  amends. 

ff  Albion's  ifle  ifuch  dreams  fulfils, 
•Tls  Albion's  ifle  which*  cures  diefe  ills : 
Ferule  of  ev'ry  worth  and  grace, 
^Vhich  warm  the  heart,  and  fluA  the  face. 

Fancy  difclos'd  a  fmiUng  train 
Of  Bridfli  nymphs,  that  tripp'd  the  plain. 
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Good-nature  firfl,  a  f>h*an  queen, 
Attir'd  in  robes  of  chearful  green  : 
A  fair  and  fmiling  virgin  fhe  ! 
With  ev'ry  charm  that  (hines  in  thee. 
Prndence  aJluni'd  the  chief  command| 
And  bore  a  mirror  in  her  hand  ; 
Grey  was  the  matron*s  head  by  age^ 
Her  mind  by  long  experience  Ugc  ; 
Of  ev'ry  diftant  ill  afraid. 
And  anxious  for  the  fimp*riog  maid. 
The  Graces  danc*d  before  the  fair  ; 
And  white- rob'd  Innocenc?  was  there. 
The  trees  with  golden  fruits  were  crown'd^ 
And  rifing  flow'rs  adorn'd  the  ground  ; 
1'he  fun  difplay'd  each  brighter  ray. 
And  (hone  in  all  the  pride  of  day. 

When  Slander  ficken'd  at  the  fight, 
/knd  fkulk'd  away  to  iliun  the  light. 


PLEASURE. 

VISION    11. 

XT  EAR,  ye  fair  mothers  of  our  ifle. 

Nor  fcorn  your  Poet's  homely  ftylc. 
What  tho'  my  thoughts  be  quaint  or  new^ 
I'll  warrant  that  my  dodrine's  true : 
Or  if  my  fentiments  be  old. 
Remember,  truth  is  Aerling  gold. 

You  judge  it  of  important  weight. 
To  keep  your  rifing  offspring  ftraight : 
For  this  fuch  anxious  moments  feel. 
And  afk  the  friendly  aids  of  fleel ; 
For  this  import  the  diftant  cane. 
Or  flay  the  monarch  of  the  main. 
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And  fliJill  the  foul  be  warp'd  afide 
By  paffion,  prejudice,  and  pride  f 
Deformity  of  heart  I  call 
The  worft  deformity  of  all. 
Your  cares  to  body  arc  confin'd  ; 
Few  fear  obliquity  of  mind. 
Why  not  adorn  the  better  part ! 
This  is  a  nobler  theme  for  art. 
For  what  is  form,  or  what  is  face. 
But  the  foul's  index,  or  it's  cafe  ? 

Now  take  a  fimile  at  hand. 
Compare  the  mental  foil  to  land. 
Shall  fields  be  tilled  with  annual  care. 
And  minds  lie  iallow  ev'ry  year  ? 
O,  iince  the  crop  depends  on  you. 
Give  them  the  culture  which  is  due  t 
Hoe  ev'ry  weed,  and  drefs  the  foil. 
So  harveft  Ihall  repay  your  toil, 

If  human  minds  refemble  trees, 
(As  ev'ry  moralift  agrees) 
Piune  all  the  ftragglers  of  your  vine. 
Then  (hall  the  purple  clufters  fhine. 
The  gard'ner  knows,  that  fruitful  life 
Demands  his  falutary  knife  : 
For  ev'ry  wild  luxuriant  fhoot. 
Or  robs  the  bloom,  or  ftarves  the  fruit. 

A  fatirift  *  in  Roman  times. 
When  Rome,  like  Britain,  groan'd  with  crime?, 
AlTerts  it  for  a  facred  truth. 
That  pleafures  arc  the  banc  of-  youth ; 
That  forrows  fuch  purfuits  attend. 
Or  fuch  purfuits  ift  forrows  end  : 
That  all  the  wild  advent'rer  gains 
Are  perils,  penitence,  and  pains. 

•  -Pcrfi«s« 

Approve, 
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Approve,  ye  fiur,  the  Roman  page^ 
And  bid  your  (bns  revere  the  (age  ; 
In  (Ittdy  fpend  their  midnight  oil» 
And  (bing  their  nerves  by  manly  tcnl* 
Tkas  ihall  they  grow  like  Temple  wKei. 
That  ftttore  Locket  and  Newtons  rifei 
Or  hardy  chiefs  to  wield  the  lancc» 
And  fave  us  from  the  chains  of  Franccf. 
Yes«  bid  your  fens  betimes  forego 
Thofe  treacherous  paths  where  pleafures  growl 
Where  the  young  mind  is  Folly's  flave, 
Wliere  ev*ry  virtue  finds  a  grave. 

Let  each  bright  chara£ler  be  nam'd« 
For  wifdom  or  for  valour  fam'd  : 
Are  the  dear  youths  to  fdence  prone» 
Tell  how  th'  immortal  Bacon  (hone ! 
Who,  leaving  meaner  joys  to  kings. 
Soared  high  on  Contempladon's  wings ; 
Aang'd  the  fair  fields  of  Nature  o^er. 
Where  never  mortal  trod  before : 
Bacon  !  whofe  vail,  capacious  plan, 
Befpoke  him  angel^  more  than  man ! 

Does  love  of  martial  fame  infpire» 
Cheri(h,  ye  fair,  the  gen'rous  fire  ; 
Teach  them  to  fpum  inglorious  reft. 
And  rouze  the  hero  in  their  breaft : 
Paint  CreiTy's  vanquifh'd  field  anew. 
Their  fouls  (hall  kindle  at  the  view  & 
Refolv'd  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 
When  liberty  and  Britain  call. 
Thus  (hall  they  rule  the  crimion  plain. 
Or  hurl  their  thunders  thro'  the  main ; 
Gain  with  their  blood,  nor  grudge  the  coft. 
What  their  degen'rate  (ires  have  loft: 
The  laurel  thus  (hall  grace  their  brow. 
As  ChurchiU^s  once,  or  Warren's  now« 

On 
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One  fummcr'f  cv'ning,  as  I  ftray'd 
Along  the  iileat  moon-light  glade ; 
With  thcfe  reflcdtipns  in  my  breaft. 
Beneath  an  oak  I  funk  tq  refts 
A  gentle  flumber  intervenes^  > 

And  fancy  drefs'd  inftrodive  fcenes* '    ;  : 

Methought  a  fpacious  road  I  fpy'd^  .« 

And  (lately  trees  adoru'd  it's  fide  ; 
Freqnented  by  a  giddy  crowd 
Of  thoughtlefs  mortals,  vain  and  loud; 
Who  tripp'd  with  jocund  heel  along. 
And  bade  me  join  their  fmiling  throng. 

I  ftraight  obey'd — Perfuaiion  hung 
Like  honey  on  the  fpeaker's  tongue: 
A  doudlefs  fun  improv'd  the  day. 
And  pinks  and  rofes  ftrew'd  our  way* 

Now  as  our  journey  we  purfue, 
A  beauteous  fabrick  roie  to  view  ; 
A  ftately  dome,  and  fweetly  grac'd 
With  ev*ry  ornament  of  tafte. 
This  fh*u6lure  was  a  female's  claim. 
And  Pleafure  was  the  monarch's  name* 

The  hall  we  enter'd  uncontroul'd. 
And  faw  the  queen  enthron'd  on  gold : 
Arabian  fweets  perfam'd  the  ground. 
And  laughing  Cupids  flutter'd  round; 
A  flowing  veil  adom'd  the  fair. 
And  flow'ry  chaplets  wreath'd  her  hair« 
Fraud  taught  the  queen  a  thoufand  wiles^ 
A  thoufand  foft  iniidious  fmiles ; 
Love  taught  her  lifping  tongue  to  fpeak. 
And  form'd  the  dimple  in  her  cheek ; 
The  lily  and  the  damafk  rofe 
The  tindure  of  her  face  compofe ; 
Nor  did  the  god  of  wit  diidain 
To  mingle  >Niik  the  fluning  train. 

a  P  H« 
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Her  votaries  flock  from  vmous  ptrts. 
And  chiefly  youth'  reii^M  their  heauta  ; 
The  old  in  fparing  UBinbcrs  prefs*d» 
But  aukward  devotees  at  bed. 

'  Now  let  us  range  at  large/  we  ay'd, 
*  Thro*  all  the  garden's  boallcd  pride.' 
Here  jafmines  fpread  the  filvcr  flow'r. 
To  deck  the  wall^  or  weave  the  bow'ri 
The  woodbines  mix  in  am'rons  play. 
And  breathe  their  fragrant  lives  away. 
Here  riflng  myrtles  form  a  fiiade^ 
There  rofes  blQfli>  and  fcent  the  glade; 
The  orange,  with  a  vernal  face. 
Wears  ev'ry  rich  autumnal  grace; 
While  the  young  bloflbms  here  nnlbld. 
There  ihines  the  fruit,  like  penAant  g<rfd» 
Citrons  their  balmy  fweets  exhale. 
And  triumph  in  the  diftant  gale. 
Now  fountains,  murm'ring  to  the  fimg> 
Roll  their  tranflucent  ftreams  aloiig; 
Thro*  all  the  aromatick  groves. 
The  faithful  turtles  coo  their  loves; 
The  lark  afcending  pours  his  notes. 
And  linnets  fwell  their  rapt'rous  fhroati* 

Pleafurc,  imperial  fair  !  how  gay 
Thy  empire,  and  how  wide  thy  fwty  I 
Enchanting  queen,  how  fofr  thy  feign ! 
How  man,  fond  man  !  implores  thy  chain! 
Yet  thine  each  meretricious  art. 
That  weakens,  and  corrupts  the  heart: 
The  childiih  toys  and  wanton  page. 
Which  fink  and  proftitute  the  ftage ! 
The  mafquerade,  that  juft  offence 
To  virtue,  and  reproach  to  fenfe  ! 
The  midnight  dance,  the  mantling  hffM, 
And  all  that  diffipate  the  febl ;  •  ^      . 


•i*/i 


BEAUTIES    OF    FOBTBVt-  zff: 

All  that  to  ruin  man  combine. 

Yes 9  fpecious  harlot^  all  are  thine  !  .    -it      -J 

Whence  fprung  th*  accurfed  luft  o£  play,  .  '  ' 
Which  beggars  thoufands  in  a  day  ?  •  j  ..    ' 

Speak,  forc^refs,  fpeak,  (for  thou  canft  tell) 
Who  call'd  the  treach'rous  card  from  hell?    '     "^ 
Now  man  profanes  his  reasoning  pow'rs. 
Profanes  fweet  Friendihip's  facred  hours;. 
AbanH  >n'd  to  inglorious  ends. 
And  faithlefs  to  himfelf  and  friends ; 
A  dupe  to  ev'ry  artful  knave. 
To  ev'ry  abjeft  wifh  a  flave  : 
But  who  againft  himfelf  combines. 
Abets  his  enemy's  deigns.  *      * 

Wlien  Rapine  meditates  a  blow. 

He  fhares  the  guilt  who  aids  the  foe.  *^ 

Is  man  a  thief  who  fteals  my  pelf- 
How  great  his  theft,  who  robs  himfelf! 
Is  man,  who  gulls  his  friend,  a  cheat- 
How  henious,  then,  is  felf-deceit! 
Is  murder  juftly  deem'd  a  crime- 
How  black  his  guilt,  who  mnrders  time ! 

Should  cuftom  plead,  as  cuftom  will. 

Grand  precedents  to  palliate  ill. 

Shall  modes  and  forms  avail  with  me. 

When  reafon  difavows  the  plea  ? 

Who  games,  is  feton  of  his  wealth. 

His  time,  his  liberty,  his  health : 

Virtue  forfakes  his  fordid  mind. 

And  Honour  fcoms  to  ftay  behind. 

From  man  when  thefe  bright  cherubs  part. 

Ah,  what's  the  poor  deferted  heart !     * 

A  favage  wild  that  (hocks  the  fight. 

Or  chaos,  and  impervious  night !      • 

Each  gen'rous  principle  deftroy'd,    ■  ^ 

^^d  daemons  croud  the-ftightftll -ticAd  r.  '       '        '    '" 
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ShaU  Sum  *t  elephant  fapply 
The  banefal  defolating  die  ? 
Againft  the  honeft  fylvan't  will» 
Yoa  uaght  his  iv'ry  tnfk  to  kill. 
HeaT'n^  fond  it*s  favours  to  difpenie. 
Gave  him  that  weapon  for  defence. 
That  weapon,  for  his  guard  defignM, 
Yott  render'd  fatal  to  mankind. 
He  plann'd  no  d^ath  for  thoaghtlefs  yoath» 
You  gave  the  venom  to  his  tooth. 
Blafli,  tyrant,  blnfli !  for,  oh !  'tit  tmc» 
That  no  fell  fcrpent  bites  like  you. 

The  guefb  were  order'd  to  depart, 
Rela6Unce  fat  on  er'ry  heart : 
A  porter  fliew'd  a  different  door; 
Not  the  fair  portal  known  before. 
The  gates,  methought,  were  opened  wide; 
The  crowds  defcended  in  a  tide : 
Bat  oh  !  ye  heav'ns,  what  vaft  furprize 
Struck  the  advent'rers  frighted  eyes ! 
A  barren  heath  before  us  lay,  f\ 

And  gath'ring  clouds  obfcnr'd  the  day ; 
The  darkncfs  rofe  in  fmoaky  fpires  ;  '^ 

The  lightnings  flafh'd  their  livid  fires :  i 

Loud  peals  of  thunder  rent  the  air,  ? 

While  vengeance  chiil'd  our  hearts  with  fear*  -« 

Five  ruthlefs  tyrants  fway'd  the  plain,  ■ 

And  triumph'd  o'er  the  mangled  Aain. 
Here  fat  Diftafte,  with  fickly  mien,  : 

And  more  than  half  devoured  with  fplcen  ; 
There  flood  Rcmorfe,  with  thought  opprefs'd^ 
And  vipers  feeding  on  his  bread : 
Then  Want,  dejrsdiedt^pale,  and  thin. 
With  bones  jail  flarting  thro' his  ikin; 
A  ghaflly  fiend  !-*and  clofe  behind  j 

Pifeafe  his  aching  heiid  fcclin'4rt  .^*^  -J: 

I.  Hi! 
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Km  everUfting  thirft  confefs'd 
The  fires  which  rag'd  within  his  bretft: 
Ceath  clos'd  the  train !  the  hideous  form 
Smil'd,  unrelenting,  in  the  (term ; 
When  ftraight  a  doleful  ihriek  was  heard; 
I  *woke— the  vifion  difappear'd* 
Let  not  the  unexperienc'd  boy 
Deny  that  pleafures  will  deilroy ; 
Or  fay  that  dreams  are  vain  and  wild^ 
Like  fairy  tales,  to  pleafe  a  child. 
Important  hints  the  wife  may  reaj^ 
From  fallies  of  the  foul  in  deep. 
And  fince  there's  meaning  in  my  dream. 
The  moral  merits  your  efteenu 


HEALTH. 

VISION  ra. 

ATTEND  my  vifions,  thoughtlefs  youths, 
^^    Ere  long  you*ll  think  them  weighty  trudis; 
Prudent  it  were  to  think  fo  now. 
Ere  age  has  filver'd  o'er  your  brow ; 
For  he,  who  at  his  early  years 
Has  (own  in  vice,  ihall  reap  in  tears* 
If  Folly  has  poflefs'd  his  prime, 
Difeafe  (hall  gather  ilrength  in  time^ 
Poifon  (hall  rage  in  ev'ry  vein— 
Nor  penitence  dilute  the  (lain  : 
And  when  each  hour  (hall  urge  his  fate. 
Thought,  like  the  doGtor,  comes  too  late* 

The  fubjea  of  my  fong  is  Health, 
A  good,  fuperior  far  to  wealth* 
Can  the  young  mind  diflruft  it's  worth ! 
Coofult  the  m^marcbs  of  iivi  earth';  ^^  *    w 
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Imperial  czars»  and  fultans^  own 
No  gem  fo  brigkt,  that  decks  thdr  tlmmed 
Each  for  this  pearl  bis  crown  would  qint^ 
And  turn  a  rultick,  or  a  cit* 

Mark,  tho'  the  bleflmg's  loft  wiA  eair^ 
Tis  not  recovered  when  yon  pleaiin. 
Say  not  that  gruels  (hall  avails 
For  falutary  gruels  fail: 
Say  not,  Apollo's  fpas  facceed» 
Apollo's  fon  b  Egypt's  •  recd# 
How  fruitlcfs  the  phyfician'si  (kill. 
How  vain  the  penitential. pill» 
The  marble  mon^nnents  proclaiiB» 
The  humbler  turf  confirm^  the  famf  ! 
Prevention  is  the  better  cure ; 
So  fays  the  Proverb,  and  'tis  fure. 

Would  you  exlend^your  narrow  fpan«    .  - 
And  make  the  mod  of  life  you  can ; 
Would  you,  when  med'cincs  cannot  feve^ 
Dcfcend  with  cafe  into  the  grave  ; 
Calmly  retire,  like  cr'ning  light. 
And  chearful  bid  the  world  good  night—* 
Let  Temp'rance  conftantly  prefidc. 
Our  bell  phyfician,  friend,  and  guide  ? 
Would  you  to  wifdom  make  pretence. 
Proud  to  be  thought  a  man  of  ienfe — • 
Let  Temp'rance  (always  friend  to  Fame) 
With  fteady  hand  direft  your  aim; 
Or,  like  an  archer  in  the  dark. 
Your  random  (haft  will  mift  the  mark  ; 
For  they  who  flight  her  golden  rules. 
In  Wiidom's  volume  fland  for  fools. 

But  morals,  unadbrri'd  by  art, 
Are  feldom  known  to  reach  the  heart: 

*  In  allufionto  2  KbgitfviSu  %%^  • 
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ni  therefore  ftrive  to  riife  my  thc^o 
With  all  ^hc.ftft^ery  of  jdrcafli.:  .  . 

Soft  were  my  fliimbqrs»  iw^etn^y.prt^, 
Sttch  as  the  infant's  on  the 4^11^(1:;   ^  '. 
When  Fancy,  ever  on  the  wi^,. 
And  fruitful  as  the^nial  (pfiskgp. 
Prefented  in  a  blaze  of  hghu 
A  new  creation  to  my  fight. 

A  rural  landfcape  I  defcry'd» 
PrefsM  in  tlie  robes  of  fummer  pride  ; 
The  herds  adorn'd  the  flctping  hills» 
That  glittcr'd  with  their  tinkling  rills  ; 
Below  the  fleecy  mothers  ftray'd. 
And  round  their  fportive  jsanbkiiis  play*d« 

Nigh  to  a  murm'riag  brook  I  ff^w 
An  humble  cott^ge^  thatch'd  with  il^w.; 
Behind  a  garden,  that  iupply'd 
All  things  for  ufe,  and  none  ler  pride : 
Beauty  prevailed  thro*  ey'ry  part. 
But  more  of  nature  than  of  art* 

*  Hail,  thou  iweet,  calm,  unenvy'd  feat  !* 
I  faid,  and  blefs'd  the  fair  retreat: 

*  Here  would  I  pafs  my  remnant  days, 

*  Unknown  to  cenfurc,  or  to  praife  ; 

*  Forget  the  world,  and  be  forgot, 

*  As  Pope  defcribes  his  veflal's  lot.' 
While  thus  I  mus'd,  a  beauteQus  maid 

Stepp'd  from  a  thicket's  neighb'ring  (hade  ; 
Not  Hampton's  gallery  can  boaft. 
Nor  Hudfon  paint  fo  fair  a  toaft : 
She  claim'd  the  cottage  for  her  own ; 
To  Health  a  cottage  is  a  throne* 

The  annals  fay  (to  prove  her  worth) 
The  Graces  folemnis^'d  her  birth. 
Garlands  of  various  flow-rs  they  wrought; 
The  orchard's  bluihing  pride  they  brought : 

Henco 
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Hence  in  her  hct  the  lily  fpeaki , 

And  hence  the  roie  which  jpeintt  her  cheeks'i 

The  cherry  gate  her  lips  to  glow« 

Her  eyes  were  debtors  to  the  floe  ; 

And»  to  compleat  the  loirely  fair, 

'Tis  faid  the  chefhnt  ftain'd  her  hair. 

The  virgin  was  averie  to  courts^ 
But  often  feen  in  roral  (ports :  -      .1 

When  in  her  rofy  veft  the  mom 
Walks  o'er  the  dew-befpangled  lawn. 
The  nymph  is  firft  to  form  the  race. 
Or  wind  the  horn,  and  lead  the  chace. 

Sadden  I  heard  a  (honting  train,  '^ 

Glad  acclamations  fiird  the  plain  : 
Unbounded  joy  improved  the  fcene. 
For  Health  was  loud  proclaim'd  a  queen* 

Two  fmiling  cherubs  graced  her  throne,        •        * 
(To  modem  courts,  I  feat,  unknown  :) 
One  was  the  nymph,  that  loves  the  light,  -    '' 

Fair  Innocence,  arrayM  in  white  ;  .      :  -j  \. 

With  a&tr  Peace  in  clofc  embrace. 
And  heav'n  all  opening  in  her  face. 

The  reign  was  long,  the  empire  great. 
And  Virtue,  minifter  of  ftate* 
In  other  kingdoms,  ev'ry  hour. 
You  hear  of  Vice  preferred  to  FowV : 
Vice  was  a  perfeft  llranger  here ; 
No  knaves  engrofs'd  the  royal  car ;  ' 

No  fools  obtain'd  this  monarch's  grace; 
Virtue  difposM  of  ev'ry  place. 

What  fickly  appetites  are  ours. 
Still  varying  with  the  varying  hours  ! 
And  tho'  from  good  to  bad  we  range, 
'  No  matter,'  fays  the  fool,  *  'tis  change/ 

Her  fubjefts  now  exprefs'd  apace 
pifiktisfadion  in  their  &ce : 

fa 
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Some  view  the  fUte  with  Envy's  eye. 
Some  were  dirplea^'d,  they  knew  not  why  j 
When  Fa^on,  «rer  bold- and  raift. 
With  rigour  tax'd  their  monarch's  xeign. 
Thus,  fhould  an  angel  from  above. 
Fraught  with  benevolence  and  love, 
Dtfcend  to  earth,  and  here  impart 
Important  truths  to  mend  the  heart. 
Would  not  th'  inftrudive  gueft  difpeafe 
With  pa£ion,  appetite,  and  fenfe ; 
We  Ihoufd  his  heav'nl^  lore  defpife. 
And  fend  him  to  his  former  flties, 
A  dangerous  hoftile  po^cr  arbfe 
To  Health,  whofe  houfhold  were  her  foes : 
A  harlot's  loofe  attire  (he  wore. 
And  Luxury  the  name  fhe  bore. 
This  princefs  of  unbounded  fway. 
Whom  Afia's  fofter  fons  obey. 
Made  war  againft  the  queen  of  Health, 
Affifted  by  the  troops  of  Wealth. 

The  queen  was  firft  to  take  the  field, 
ArmM  with  her  helmet  and  her  fhield  | 
Temper'd  with  fuch  fuperior  art. 
That  both  were  proof  to  ev'ry  dart. 
Two  warlike  chiefs  approach'd  the  grefen. 
And  wond'rous  fav'rites  with  the  queen  ; 
Both  were  of  Amazonian  race. 
Both  high  in  merit,  and  in  place. 
Here  Refolution  march'd,  whofe  foul 
No  fear  could  fhake,  no  pow'r  controul ; 
The  heroine  wore  a  Roman  veft, 
A  lion's  heart  informM  her  bread. 
There  Prudence  (hone,  whofe  bofom  wrought 
With  all  the  various  plans  of  Thought ; 
*Twas  her's  to  bid  the  troops  engage. 
And  teach  the  battle  where  to  rage^t'  * 

?  Q^  And 
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V-      And  n©w  the  Syren's  armict  prc6. 
Their  vfth  w^s  headed  by  Excefs  | 
The  mighty  wings,  tha;  fofm'd  the  fide. 
Commanded  by  that  giant«  Pride  ; 
While  Sicknefs,  and  her  Mers,  Paii| 
And  Poverty,  tlie  centre  gain  ; 
Repentance,  with  a  trqw  fevcre. 
And  Death,  were  ftation'd  in  the  rear. 

Health  rang'd  jier  troops  with  matchlefs  art. 
And  afted  the  defenfive  part ; 
Her  army,  pofted  on  ^  hill. 
Plainly  befpoke  fuperior  (kill, 
Hence  were  difcover'd,  thro'  the  plaip| 
The  motions  pf  the  hoflile  train  : 
While  Prudence,  to  prevent  furpri^Ci 
Oft  fally'd  with  her  trufty  fpies  ; 
Explor'd  each  ambufcad^  below. 
And  reconnoiter'd  well  the  foc« 

Afar,  when  Luxury  defcry'4 
Inferior  force  by  art  fupply'd. 
The  Syren  fpake — *  Let  Fraud  prevail, 

*  Since  all  my  numerous  hofts  rfiuft  fail  j 

*  Henceforth  hoftilities  (liall  ceafe, 

'  ril  fend  to  Healtl^  and  oiFe;-  peace' 

Straight  fhe  difpatch'd,  with  pow'rsL  compleat^ 

Pleafure,  her  n^iniller,  to  treat. 

This  wicked  flrumpet  topp'd  her  part. 

And  fow'd  fedition  in  the  heart ! ' 

Thro'  ev'ry  troop  the  poifon  ran. 

All  were  iufedled  to  a  man ; 

The  wary  generals  were  won 

By  Pleafure's  wiles,  and  both  undoncj- 

Jove  hejd  the  troops  in  high  difgrace. 
And  bade  difeaf^s  blaft  their  race  ; 
Juook'd  on  the  queen  with  melting  eyes, 
And  fnatch'd  his  davling  to  the  ikicj  ^ 
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Who  ftill  regards  thofe  wifer  few. 

That  dares  her  di£bites  to  purfue:  ' ;. 

For  where  her  ftridcr  law  prevails, 

Tho'  paffion  prompts,  or  vice  aflails  i 

Long  ihall  th(f  cloudlefs  fkies  behold. 

And  their  takn  fun-fet  beam  With  gold; 


CONTENT* 

VISION     IV-. 

TV/r  A  N  is  deceived  by  outward  Ihow^ — 

'Tis  a  plain,  Homefpuii  truth,  I  know  ; 
The  fraud  prevails  at  ev'ry  age; 
So  fays  the  fchool-boy,  and  the  fage : 
Yet  ftill  we  hug  the  dear  deceit. 
And  dill  exclaim  againit  the  cheat. 
But  whence  this  inconfiftent  part  ?  ^ 

Say,  moralifts,  who  know  the  heart : 
If  you'll  this  labyrinth  purfue, 
I'll  go  before,  and  find  the  clue. 

I  dream'd  ('twas  on  a  birth-day  night) 
A  fumptuous  palace  rofe  to  fight : 
The  builder  had,  thro'  ev'ry  part, 
Obferv'd  the  chafteft  rules  of  art ; 
Raphael  and  Titian  had  difplay'd 
All  the  full  force  of  light  arid  fliade. 
Around  the  livery *d  ferVants  wait ; 
An  aged  porter  kept  the  gate. 

As  I  was  traverfing  the  hall. 
Where  Brufl!els  looms  adorn 'd  the  wall, 
(Whofe  tap'fhy  fhew^,  without  my  aid, 
A  nun  is  no  fuch  ufelefs  maid) 
A  graceful  perfon  came  in  view, 
(Hh  form>  it  fecms,  is  known  to  few ;) 
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His  drefs  was  unadorned  mftk  lace. 
But  charms !  a  thoufand  in  his  hcM. 

•  This,  Sir,  your  property  V  I  ory'd; 
'  Matter  and  manfion  coincide : 

*  Where  all,  indeed,  is  truly^great, 

«  And  proves,  that  blifs  may  dwell  with  ftater 

*  Pray,  Sir,  indulge  a  ftranger's  daim^ 
^  And  grant  the  favour  of  your  name/ 

•  Content!*  the  lovely  form  reply'd  ; 

*  But  think  not  here  that  I  refide : 

*  Here  lives  a  courtier,  bafe  and  fly  ; 
'  An  open,  honeft  ruftick,  I. 

'  Our  tafle  and  manners  di&gree ;  ' 

*  His  levee  boafts  po  charms  for  me: 
«  For  titles,  and  the  fmiles  of  kings, 

*  To  me  are  cheap,  unheeded  things* 

*  ('Tis  virtue  can  alone  impart 
«  The  patent  of  a  ducal  heart : 

*  Unlefs  this  herald  fpeaks  him  great, 
«  What  fhall  avail  the  glare  of  ftate  i) 
'  Thofe  fccret  charms  are  my  delight, 

*  Which  (hine  remote  from  publick  fight : 
'  Paflions  fubdu'd,  defires  at  reft— 

'  And  hence  his  chaplain  (hares  my  breaft* 

•  There  was  a  time  (his  grace  can  teH) 

*  I  knew  the  duke  exceeding  well ; 

*  Knew  ev'ry  fecret  of  his  heart ; 

*  In  truth,  we  never  were  apart : 

*  But  when  the  court  became  his  end, 

*  He  turn'd  his  back  upon  his  friend. 
'  One  day  I  calPd  upon  his  grace^ 

*  Juft  as  the  dukeliad  got  a  place  : 

*  I  thought  (but  thought  amifs^  'tis  cleac) 
'  I  ihould  be  welcome  to  the  peer; 

*  Yes,  welcome  to  a  man  in  pow'r  j  .      - 

*  And  Co  I  was-^or  hal£  aa  hour* 


But  he  grew  Weary  of  his^gacft,..  .  .  ,  Tf  * 


'  And  Toon  difcarded  m&  Us  bre^Ul; 
'  Upbraided  me  with  want  of  merits 

•  But  inoft  for  poverty  of.fpirit.  r  , 

*  You  relifh  not  the  great  man's  lot ! 

•  Come^  hafbn  to  my  h)i»bler  cot« 
'  Think  me  not  partial  to  the  grea^ 
'  I'm  a  fworn  fo^  to  pride  and  flate  ; 

'  No  monarch  fhares  my  kind  embrace^ 

*  There's  fcarce  a  monarch  knows  my  fiicei 
'  Content  fhuns  courts,  and  oft'ner  dwells 

•  With  modcft  .Worth  in  rural  cells i;^ 

'  There's  no  complaint, .  tho*  brown  the  bread, 

'  Or  the  rude  turf  failain  the  h<^aj ; 

'  Tho'  hard  the  couch,  and  coarfe  the.  meat« 

*  Still  the  brown  loaf  ^d  fleep  are  fweeu 

*  Far  from  the  city  Irefidc^ 

*  And  a  thatch'd  cottage©  ail  my  pride. 
'  True  to  my  heart,  I  feldom-roam* 

'  Becaufe  I  find  my  joys  at  hom^; 
'  For  foreign  vifits  then  begin, 
'  When  the  man  feels  a  void  within. 
'  But  tho'  from  towns  and  crowds  I  fly, 

*  No  humorift,  nor  cynick,  I.  .  , 
^  Amidft  fequeller'd  (hades  I  prize 

'  The  friendfhips  of  the  good  and  wife, 
"Bid  Virtue  and  her  fons  attend  : 

•  Virtue  will  tell  thee,  I'm. her  friend; 

'  Tell  thee,  Vm  faithful,  coaHant,  kind^ 
'  And  meek,  and  lowly,  and  reiign'd ; 
'  Will  fay,  there's  no  diiliu£lioa  known 
'  Betwixt  her  houfhold  and  my  own.' 

AVTUOa*. 

If  thefe  the  friendfliipa  yoii  purfuef 
Your  friends,  ][  fear,  ^crtry,  few# 
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So  little  company,  yoo  fwy. 
Yet  fond  of  home  from  day  to  day  f 
How  do  you  ihun  Detra£ti6n's  rod  ? 
I  doubt  yoor  neighbours  think  you  odd  ! 

CONTENT. 

I  commune  with  myfelf  at  night. 
And  afk  my  heart  if  all  be  right : 
If,  *  Right,*  replies  my  faithful  breaftrf 
I  finile,  and  clofe  my  eyes  to  reft* 

AUTHOR. 

You  feem  regardlefs  of  the  town  : 
Pray,  Sir,  how  (land  you  with  the  gown  If 

CONTEKT. 

The  clergy  fay  they  love  me  well ; 
Whether  they  do,  they  bed  can  tell  i 
They  paint  me  modeft,  friendly,  wi(e« 
And  always  praife  me  to  the  ikicis  ; 
But  if  conviction's  at  the  heart. 
Why  not  a  correfpondent  part? 
For  (hall  the  learned  tongue  prevail. 
If  actions  preach  a  different  tale  ? 
Who'll  feek  my  door,  and  grace  my  walls^ 
When  neither  dean  nor  prelate  calls  ? 

With  thofe  my  friend  ihips  mod  obtain. 
Who  prize  their  duty  more  than  gain ; 
Soft  flow  the  hours  whene'er  we  meet. 
And  confcious  virtue  is  our  treat ; 
Our  harmlefs  breads  no  envy  know. 
And  hence  we  fear  no  fecret  foe; 
Our  walks  Ambition  ne'er  attends. 
And  hence  we  aflc  no  pow*rful  friends ; 
We  wi(h  the  beft  to  church  and  ftate. 
But  leave  the  lleerage  to  the  great ; 
Carelefs,  who  rifes,  or  who  falls. 
And  never  dream  of  vacant  ilalla  i 
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Much  Icfs,  by  pride  or  int'rell, drawn,  '    -  ^v.  ^ 

Sigh  for  the  mitre,  and  the  lawn. 

Obferve  the  fecrets  of  my  art^ 
Fll  fundamental  troths  import:  " 

If  youMl  my  kind  advice  purfue, 
I'll  quit  my  hut,  and  dwell  with  yoot  .        -  . 

The  paffions  are  a  num'rous  crowd^ 
Imperious,  pofitive,  and  loud ; 
Curb  thefe  licentious  fons  of  ftrife  ;         • 
Hence  chiefly  rife  the  ilorms  of  life ; 
Jf  they  grow  mutinous,  and  rayc. 
They  are  thy  mailers,  thou  their  flaye« 

Regard  the  ^vorld  with  cautious  eye« 
Nor  raife  your  expedtation  high. 
See  that  the  balanc'd  fpales  be  fetch* 
You  neither  fear  nor  hope  tQO  much: 
For  difappointment's  QOt  the  thing; 
*  lis  pride  and  paflion  point  the  Ikingf 
lAk  is  a  fea,  where  ilorms  mufl  rife  ; 
'Tis  Folly  talk?  of  cloudlefs  Ikies  « 
Jle  who  contradts  his  fwelling  fail, 
Eludes  the  fury  of  the  gale. 

Be  ftill,  nor  anxious  thoughts  employ,  ,  \ 

piftjruft  cmbittcM  prefent  joy  :         . 
Qn  God  for  all  events  depend  ; 
You  cannot  want  when  God's  your  friend. 
Weigh  well  your  part,  and  do  your  beft  5  *• 

l^^eave  to  your  Maker  all  the  reft. 
The  Hand  which  form'd  thee  in  the  womb. 
Guides  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
Can  the  fond  mother  flight  her  boy ; 
Can  flie  forget  her  prattling  joy  ? 
Say,  then,  fliall  Sov'reign  l^ove  defert 
The  humble,  and  the  honeft  heart  ? 
Heav'n  may  not  grant  thee  all  thy  mind  ; 
Yet  fay  not  thou  that  Heaven's  unkind. 

Gad 
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God  is  alike,  both  good  and  wife. 
In  what  he  grants,  and  what  dem«k :        >     : : 
Perhaps,  what  Goodncfs  give^  to-daf. 
To-morrow  Goodnefs  taket  away.    ^  * 

Yon  fay,  that  troubles  intervene. 
That  forrows  darken  half  the  fcene.  "   " 

True— and  this  confeqoence  you  fee,  ■         ■" 

The  world  was  ne'er  defign'd  for  thee  e  "^ 

You're  like  a  paffcngcr  below. 
That  ftays  perhaps  a  night  or  fo; 
But  ftill  his  native  country  lies 
Beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  ikies. 

Of  Heav'n  dk  virtue,  wifdom,  healthy  »»**     ^ 

But  never  let  thy  pray'r  be  wealth. 
If  food. be  thine,  (tho*  little  gold)  -^ '        i 

And  raiment  to  repel  the  cold  ;  . •  .      .    . . ..^ 

Such  as  may  Nature's  wants  fuffice,  .  ..    .] 

Not  what  fiom  pride  and  folly  rife ;  ^ 

If  foft  the  motions  of  thy  foul,  . .  .    j  ui  l 

And  a  calm  confcicnce  crowns  the  whcde;-     *  /^^ 

Add  but  a  friend  to  all  this  ftorc,  -    ;.*'  A 

You  can't  in  rcafon  wifti  for  mote :  .     -  I 

And  if  kind  Heav'n  this  comfort  brxng^^         -  '    ^  '-^ 
Tis  more  than  Heav'n  befbws  on  kingt«  •'  -  ••  '^^ 

: '  .'.■•  :;■  ■  -iV 

He  fpake— the  airy  ^edre  fites^.   .    .  v  -  .       li  r 
And  ftraight  the  fweet  illuiion  dtes».  .    :^\! 

The  vifiop,  at  the  early  dawn,  .i 

Confign'd  me  to  the  thoughtful  momi  . .  .  / 

To  all  the  cares  of  waking  day^ 
And  inconiiitent  dreams  of  day^  a' 

.v:    ./ 

..:       \ .    n 

•      •■  ?^  .•   ■  ...a  u^V 
^^  HAPPINESS. 
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HAPPINESS. 
VISION    V. 

\T  £  dttdile  youths^  whoie  ri£ng  fuii 

^     Hath  many  circles  (till  to  run  ; 
Who  wifely  wifh  the  pilot's  chart. 
To  fteer  thro'  life  th'  unfteady  heart ; 
And  all  the  thoughtful  voyage  paft> 
To  gain  a  happy  port  at  laft : 

Attend  a  Seer's  inftru^tive  fong;  ,  ^  . 

For  moral  truths  .to  dreams  belong; 
I  iaw  this  wond'rous  viiion  {ooa. 
Long  ere  my  fun  had  i^^ch'd  it's  noon  | 
Jttft  when  the  riiing  beard  began 
To  grace  my  chin,  and  call  me  man.  .    -.    .  ^ 

One  night,  when  balmy  fl  umbers  ihed 
Their  peaceful  poppies  o'er  my  he^d. 
My  fancy  led  me  to  explore 

A  thoufand  fcenes  unknown  before;  :  .        J 

J  fiiw  a  plain  extended  wide. 

And  crowds  pour'd  in  from  cv'ry  fide ; 

All  feem'd  to  flart  a  difPrent  game. 

Yet  all  dedar'd  their  views  the  fame : 

The  chace  was  Happinefs,  I  found  p  > 

But  all,  alas  !  enchanted  ground. 

Indeed,  T  judg'd  it  wond'rous  firange;  •• 

To  fee  the  giddy  numbers  range 

Thro'  roads,  which  promised  nought,  at  beft* 

But  forrow  to  the  human  breaft* 

Methought,  if  blifs  was  all  their  view. 

Why  did  they  diiPrent  paths  purfue  ? 

The  waking  world  has  long  agreed. 

That  Baglhot's  not  the  road  to  Tweed ; 
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And  he  wlio  Befw^ck  fedct  tkro*  Suunst 

Shall  have  hts  labour  for  his  pains. 

As  Parnell  fays  ^,  piy  boC^m'jifrwght     . 
With  travail  of  uncertaia  thoaght ; 
Andy  ms  an  angel  helped  the  drtn. 
My  angel  chofe  to  intervene : 
The  drefs  of  each  was  mach  the  (aiiie» 
And  Virtue  was  my  fisrapVs  name. 
When  thas  the  angel  file^ce  bipke; 
Her  voice  was  muiick  as  ihe  (poke. 

*  Attend*  O  man !  nor  l^ave  my  fide, 

*  And  fafety  Ihall  thy  footHeps  guide  ; 

'  Such  truths  Til  teach,  fuch  fecrets  fiiow, 

*  As  none  but  favouf'd  mortals  know*' 
She  faid — and  ftraight  we  mareh'fl  alba^ 

To  join  Ambiti(m*8  adive  throng : 
Crowds  urg'd  on  crowds,  with  eager-pace. 
And  happy  he  who  led  the  race. 
Axes  and  daggers  lay  onfeen 
in  ambufcade  along  the  gi^en  ; 
While  vapours  ihed  deluiive  Oglity 
And  bubbles  mock'd  the tlifhmt  light. 

We  faw  a  (hining  mountain  rife, 
Whoie  tow'ring  fummit  reached  the  ikies ; 
The  flopes  were  fteep,  and  fbrm'd  ofglafi. 
Painful  and  hazardous  to  pafs : 
Courtiers  and  fbttefinen  led- the  wzj; 
The  faithlefs  paths  their  fteps  betray; 
This  moment  feen  aloft  to  foar. 
The  next  to  fall,  and  rife  no  more. 

'Twas  here  Ambition  kept  her  court, 
A  phantom  of  gigantick  port : 
The  fav'rite  that  foifeiin*d-hfer  throne^ 

Was  Faifliood,  by -her  mard  knovlfn ;       ' 

-  f 

•  SesthdHtanait* 


Next  flood  Miftruft,  with  frequent  fig^, 
Diforder'd  look,  and  fqolDting  eye; 
While  meagre  Envy  daim'd  a  place. 
And  Jealoafy  with  jaimdicM  face. 

•  But  where  is  Ha]^nef$  V  I  cry'd. 
My  guardian  tum'd,  and  thps  reply'd. 

*  Mortal,  by  Folly  ftillbegnil'd, 

»  Thou  haft  not  yet  out-ftripp'd  the  child; 

*  Thou,  who  haft  twenty  winters  feen^ 

*  (I  hardly  think  thee  paft  fifteeu) 

*  To  afk  if  Happinefs  .qin  dwell 

*  With  cv*ry  dirty  imp  of  hell ! 

'  Go  to  the  fchooUboy,  he  fliall  preach 

*  What  twenty  winters  cannot  teadi ; 

*  He'll  tell  thee,  from  his  weekly  theme*  ' 
'  That  thy  purfuit  is  all  a  dream ; 

'  That  blifs  ambitious  views  dilbwns, 

*  And  felf«dependent,  laughs  at  thmnes; 

*  Prefers  the  ftiades,  and  lowly  feats, 
«  Whither  fair  Innocence  retreats : 

*  So  the  coy  lily  of  the  vale, 

*  Shuns  eminence,  ai^d  loves  the  dale.* 

I  blufh'^d ;  and  now  we  crofs'd  the  plain. 
To  find  the  money-getting  train  ; 
Thofe  filent,  fnug,  commercial  bands^ 
With  bufy  looks,  and  dirty  hands. 
Amidft  thefe  thoughtful  crowds,  the  old 
Plac'd  all  their  happinefs-in  gold: 
And  furely  if  there's  blifs  below, 
Thefe  hoary  heads  the  fecret  know. 

We  joumey'd  with  the  plodding  crew. 
When  foon  a  temple  rofe  to  view ; 
A  Gothick  pile  !  with  mofs  o'er-grown  ; 
Strong  were  the  walls,  and  built  with  ftone. 
Without  a  thoufand  nuftiffs  wait ; 
A  thoufand  bolts  fecure  the  gate* 
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We  foaght  admiffion  long  in  rm  i 

For  here  all  favours  fell  for  gain; 

iThe  greedy  porter  yields  to  gold. 

His  fee  receir'd^  the  gates  unfold. 

Afiembled  nadons  here  we  found. 

And  view'd  the  cringing  herds  around^ 

Who  daily  facri£c'd  to  Wealth, 

Their  honour,  confdence,  peace,  and  health* 

I  faw  no  charms  that  could  engage  i 

The  god  appearM  like  fordid  age. 

With  hooked  nofe,  and  famiih'd  jaws. 

But  ferpeQt*s  eyes,  and  harpy's  claws  :  .  -^ 

behind  ftood  Fear,  that  refUeis  fprite. 

Which  haunts  the  watches  of  the  night  j; 

And  viper  Care^'  that  fQngs  fo'deepi      ' 

Whofe  deadly  venom  murders  ileep'. 

We  haftcn  now  to  Pleafure''^  bow'rs  ; 
Where  the  gay  tribes  t$t  crowned  with  flow'rt : 
Here  Beauty  ev'ry  charm  di^layM, 
And  Love  inflam'd  the  yielding  maid ; 
Delicious  wine  our  tafte  employs. 
His  crimfen  bowl  exalts  our  joys.* 
I  felt  it's  generous  pow*r,  and  thought 
The  pearl  was  found,  that  long  I  fought.  ..; 

Pctermin'd  here  to  fix  my  home, 
I  blcfs'd  the  change,  nor  wifh'd  to  roam : 
The  feraph  difapprov'd  my  ftay. 
Spread  her  fair  plumes,  and  wing'd  away, 

Alas!  whene'er  we  talk  of  blifs,  ' 

How  prone  is  man  to  judge  amifs!  ' 
See,  a  long  tr^A  of  ills  cohfpires ' 
To  fcourge  our  uncontroul'd  defircst 
Like  fummer  fwarms  difeafes  trond, 
£ach  bears  li  crutch,  or  i^^ch  a  ihrottd : 
J^ever^  that  thirfty  fury,  came,.  ' 
With  incxtinguifhable  flame  I    '  .  :  ■    ' 

^]  :"  -    '  '    '  ^onfumpt 
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Conftimption,  fworn  ally  of  Death ! 

Crept  (lowly  on  with  panting  breath ;  '    '  ."• 

Gout  roar'd;^  :^nd  fliew^  his  throbbing  feetj|      .      '^ 

And  Dropfy  took  the  drunkard's  feat : 

Stone  brought  his  tott'ring  racks ;  and  near 

Sat  Palfyj^  ihaking  in  her  chair* 

A  mangled  youths  beneath  a  ihade^ 
A  melancholy  fcene  difplay'd : 
His  nofelefs  face,  and  loathfome  flains, 
Proclaini'd  the^oifon  in  his  veins  ; 
H^  rais'd  his  ey'es,  he  fmote  his  breaft. 
He  wept  aloud,  and  thqs  addrefs'd. 

'  Forbear  the  harlot's  falfe  unbrace, 

*  Tho*  lewdnefs  wear  an  angel's  face  i  ' 
f  Be  wife,  by  my  experience  taught ; 

♦  I  die,  alas!  for  want  of  thought!* 

As  he  who  travels  Lybia's  pl^ns^  ; 

Where  the  fierce  lion  lawleft  'r^i|;n9. 
Is  feiz*d  with  fear  and  ^d  difm&y^ 
When  the  grim  foe  obftru^s  his  way  ; 
My  foul  was  pierc'd  with  equal  fright^ 
My  tott'ring  limbs  oppos'd  my  flight : 
I  call'd  on  Virtue,  but  in  vain  i 
Her  abfence  quickened  ev'ry  pain* 
At  length  the  (lighted  angel  heard  ; 
The  dear  refulgent  form  appear*d« 

•  Prefumptuous  youth  1*  (he  faid,  and  frownM; 
(My  heart-ftrings  ftutterM  at  the  found ;) 

Who  turns  to  me  reluctant  ears. 

Shall  (hed  repeated  floods  of  tears. 

Thefe  rivers  fliall  for  ever  laft; 

There's  no  retradling  what  is  pad : 

Nor  think  avenging  ills  to  (hun  ; 

Play  a  falfe  card;  stnd  you're  undone* 

«  Of  Pleafure's  gilded  baits  beware,  ^^ 

Nor  tempt  the  Syren's  fata!  fdM  ;r 
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'  Forego  this  cors^dU  docrtedpfact, 
'  Abhor  the  ftroapct^.  and  her  nee. 

*  Had  700  thoie  kSvex  paths  pprla'd«. 
'  Perdition,  ftrippliog,  had  enlb'^^i 

*  Yes,  fly*-— yoflfUad  upon  tt'a  brinks: 
«  To-morrow  is  too  late  to  think* 

'  Ind^id,  unwolcometrothaltell^ 

*  But  mark  roy  iacred  leflbo  well-: 
^  With  me  whoprer  lives  at  ftiifi^ 
'  Lofes  his  better  fiieod  for  life  1 

'  With  me  who  lives-  ia  friead/bip^s  tiais 

*  Finds  all  that's  foa^t  for  by  the  wiiei.         •     ^  xr  •» 

*  Folly  exdaimfy  and  well  ibc  may,  ... 

*  Becaoie  I  take  her  maik  away  ;\    . 

*  If  once  I  bring  her  to  the  fnn^. 
'  The  painted  half ot  is  niido1ie.r 

«  Bat  prize,  my  child»  oh!  piKfemy^rdlf^  .     .    fy 

*  And leavt  Deception  n»  her^mla.  ..  ^  .,  ^  , 
*  Ambition  deals  in  tinfeltDyi^  ;.../. 

'  Her  traffick  gewgaws,  fleeting  joys!  ..  ,W!  ' 

«  An  errant  jirggler  in  difgoifc^  .     .  —  1  ,\  - 

'  Who  holds  £aUe  opticks  to  yoar  eyet*;,    ^   .   «  , ,  . 

*  But,  ah !  how  qaick.the  ihadows  pa& !  -.  ^  ^ 
«  Tho*  the  bright  vifiona  thro'  her  glafa      ,. ;  ^ .  j- 

'  Charm  at  a  diftance ;  yet,  when  near, 

*  The  bafelefs  fabricks  difappear,. 

'  Nor  riches  boaft  intrinfick  worth  ;. 

*  Their  charms,  at  beft,  fuperior  earth:  ' 

<  Thefe  oft  the  heav'ti-rborn  mind  enflavf^ 

'  And  make  an  honeft  man  a  knave* 

«*  Wealth  cures  my  watots  IV  the  iitlfci^  emi  3  .  •.     - 

*  BenotdeceivM,  themiierlyes;       .  .   1  .  * 

*  One  want  he  has,  with  all  his  flore^  ■  ;  ^  •    •t\  \ji  : 
«  That  worfi  of  wanCs-^he wtet  of  jsottb  t..      .  :^  i- 

i   -        ••  Take  Pleafure,  Wealth,  and  Porap^awsy; 
*«  And  where  is  Uappinefsf''  yon  fay. 

•  »Tis 
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•  'Tis  here— .afcd  may  be-youtsHAr^ 

*  I'm  all  that's  happinefs -below. 

•  To  Vice  I  lea^cP  t4MnQ]ttt<His  joys  $  ^  *^  * ' 

*  Mine  is  the  ftill  aiid  fijfter  ¥6ice, 

^  That  whifpew  peace  ^tfrk^n  ^lorms  iirfiiQte^      ' 
'  And  mufick  chro^  ikeiimdftight'fiiade. 

•  Come,  then,  be  mincin  ev'iy  part^ 

*  Nor  give  me  left  duo. all  your: Jieart;  ■^''    ■ 
»  When  troubles  difaMnpofeyoorbteafl^      '^  ' 

*  I'll  enter  there  a  chearfol  g»«ft : 

*  My  converfe  fhall  yoGF  cares-bcguHe^  '     ' 

*  The  little  world  MitbrnOiaUsfaiMet; 

*  And  then  it  icarce  imports  a  jot, 

*  Whether  the  great  world  frowns  or-ii6l%  ' 
'  And  when  the  cld^gfcenm  prevail, 

«  When  wealth,  ibte, -pleaftire,  Mi^oiUBSli       » 
'  All  that  a  foolifii  worlds  adflures, 

*  Or  Paffion  craves,  or  Pride  lAfpires:: 

*  At  that  important  hoar  of  need, 

*  Virtue  (hall  prove  a-fiiend  indeed!  '     ^ 

*  My  hands  Aall  finooth  thy  dying  bed»  -  *  • ' 

*  My  arms  fafl^n  thy  drooping  head : 

*  And  when  the  punfol  ftrtiggle*s  o'er,^ 

*  And  that  v^utt^ing,  the  woiid,  no  moires 

*  I'll  bear  my  fav'rite'fon  away, 
"  To  rapture,  and-eteiteal  day/ 


FRIENDSHIP. 

VISION    VI*  ^^   « 

FHIBNDSHIP!  thou  foft  propitious pwVt 
Sweet  cegent  of  thr  focial  hour !. 
SttUime  thy  joys,  ttoruttderAood^ 
Xttt  by  the  Tirntous  and  the  good  1 

Cabal 


it 
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Cibal  and  RJot  take  Ihy  naBie^ 
Bat  'tb  a  hlk,  tSeSbtd  claim  ; 
In  keaT'ii  if  lore  and  fiiendihip  imil, 
Caa  they  a&date  e'er  wick  hell  ^ 

TkoQ  art  tkefiune  tkro^  ckange  of  timet> 
Tkio^  fioien  zones^  and  burning  cHmes^ 
Fxooi  the  eqnator  to  the  pole, 
Tke  (ame  kind  angel  thro'  the  whole  i 
And  fince  thy  choice  is  always  free» 
I  Uefs  thee  for  thy  fmiles  on  me. 

When  forrows  fwell  the  tempeft  high^ 
Tho»»  a  kind  port»  art  always  nigh  ; 
For  aching  hearts  a  fov'reign  core^ 
Not  (oft  Nepenthe  •  half  iq  fure  I 
And  when  retuQUBg  comforu  riie. 
Thou  the  liright  fan  that  gilds  our  (kies* 

While  thde  ideas  warm'd  my  breaft^ 
My  weary  eye-lids  ilole  to  refls 

When  ^cy  re-aflum'd  the  theme,  ^ 

And  fomifli'd  this  inftradiye  dream4 

I  iail'd  npon  a  ftormy  fea, 
(Thoufands  embark'd  alike  with  me) 
My  fluff  was  fmall,  and  weak  beiide. 
Not  built,  methottght,  to  ftem  the  tide* 
The  winds  along  the  furges  fweep. 
The  wrecks  lie  fcatter'd  thro'  the  deep  j 
Aloud  the  foaming  billows  roar. 
Unfriendly  rocks  forbid  the  fhore. 

While  all  our  various  courfe  purfue, 
A  fpadous  ifle  falutes  our  view : 
Two  queens,  with  tempers  diff'ring  wide. 
This  new  difcover'd  world  divide ; 

e  Nepenthe  it  an  herb,  which  being  infufed  in  wine,  difpel•,grief^  It  il 
mnkttown  to  the  moderns ;  but  fo«ae  believe  it  t  kind  of  Ofio8l»  and  •then 
^flu  it  for  a  fpeciea  of  buglofs..    PUo.  xiu*  fti.  f*  ft  xxr*  a  • 

Arinr 
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A  river  parts  their  proptr  cTabn, 
And  Truth  it's  celebrated  name. 

One  iide  a  beanteotr^  traid  of  ground 
Prefcnts,  with  living  verdure  crowned : 
The  feafons  temperate,  foft,  and  hiild. 
And  a  kind  fun  that  tilways  fmilM. 
Few  florms  molefl  the  natives  here  ; 
Cold  is  the  only  ill  they  fear. 
This  happy  clime,  and  grafteRil  foil,   - 
With  plenty  crowns  the  lab'rei^s  toil. 

Here  Friendihip's  happy  kingdom  grew. 
Her  realms  were  fmall^  her  fubjefts  few : 
A  thoufand  charms  the  palace  gxace, 
A  rock  of  adamant  it^s  bafe. 
Tho*  thunders  roll,  and  lightilrngs  fly. 
This  ih-udture  braves  th*  inclement  fky^ 
fl'en  time,  which  other  piles  devours. 
And  mocks  the  pride  of  human  powers. 
Partial  to  Friendfhip's  pile  alone. 
Cements  the  joints,  and  binds  the  done  ; 
Ripens  the  beauties  of  the  place. 
And  calls  to  life  each  latent  grace. 

Around  the  throne,  in  prder  ftand 
Fonr  Amazons,  a  trufty  band  ! 
Friends  ever  faithful  to  advife. 
Or  to  defend  when  dangers  rife. 
Here  Fortitude  in  coat  of  mail ! 
There  Juftice  lifts  her  jgolden  fcale ! 
Two  hardy  chiefs,  who  perfevere. 
With  form  ereft,  and  brow  fevere ; 
Who  fmile  at  perils,  pains,  and  death. 
And  triumph  with  their  lateft  breath. 

Temp'rance,  that  comely  matron's  near, 
Guttrdian  of  all  the  virtues  here ; 
Adom'd  with  cv'ry  blooming  grace. 
Without  one  wrinkle  in  her  &ce. 

2  S  But 
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But  Prudence  moft  attraas  the  flght^ 
And  ihinet  pre-eminently  bright. 
To  view  her  various  thoaghta  that  rife» 
She  holds  a  mirror  to  her  eyes ; 
The  mirror,  ^thful  to  it's  charge, 
Reflefts  the  virgin's  foal  in  large. 

A  Virtue  with  a  fofter  air. 
Was  handmaid  to  the  regal  fair. 
This  nymph,  indulgent,  conftant,  kind. 
Derives  from  Heav'n  her  fpotlefs  mind : 
When  adions  wear  a  dubious  face. 
Puts  the  beft  meaning  on  the  cafe  ; 
She  fpreads  her  arms,  and  bare's  her  breaft. 
Takes  in  the  naked  and  difhrefs'd  ; 
Prefers  the  hungry  orphan's  cries. 
And  from  her  queen  obtains  fupplies« 
The  maid,  who  a^  this  lovely  part, 
Graip'd  in  her  hand  a  bleeding  heart- 
Fair  Charity,  be  thou  my  gueft. 
And  be  thy  conftant  couch  my  breafl. 

But  virtues  of  inferior  name. 
Croud  round  the  throne  with  equal  claim  j; 
In  loyalty  by  none  furpafs'd. 
They  hold  allegiance  to  the  laft. 
Not  ancient  records  e'er  can  fhow 
That  one  deferted  to  the  foe. 

The  river's  other  fide  difplay'd 
Alternate  plots  of  flow'rs  and  fhade. 
Where  poppies  (hone  with  various  hue. 
Where  yielding  willows  plenteous  grew; 
And  humble  plants  *,  by  trav'lcrs  thought 
With  flow  but  certain  poifon  fraught. 


*  The  humble  plant  bends  down  before  the  touch,  (is  the  (kpSitifp  plant 
fhripks  from  (he  (ouch}  and  is  faid,  by  fome,  to  be  the  flow  poifon  of  the  In* 


Beyond 
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Beyond  thefe  fccncs,  the  eye  defcryM 
A  pow'rful  realm  extended  wide ; 
Whofe  bound  *ries  from  north-eaft  began. 
And  ibretchM  to  meet  the  fouth-wefl  fun* 
Here  Flatt'ry  boafts  defpotick  fway. 
And  bafks  in  all  the  warmth  of  day. 

Long  pradtis'd  in  Deception's  ichool. 
The  tyrant  knew  the  arts  to  rule ; 
Elated  with  th'  imperial  robe. 
She  plans  the  conqueft  of  the  globe  ; 
And  aided  by  her  fervile  trains. 
Leads  kings,  and  fons  of  kings,  in  chains* 
Her  darling  miniftcr  is  Pride, 
(Who  ne'er  was  known  to  change  his  fide) 
A  friend  to  all  her  interefts  juft. 
And  a£Hve  to  difcharge  his  traft ; 
Carefs'd  alike  by  high  and  low. 
The  idol  of  the  belle  and  beau  : 
In  ev'ry  fhape,  he  ihews  his  (kill. 
And  forms  her  fubjedb  to  his  will ; 
Enters  their  houfes  and  their  hearts. 
And  gains  his  point  before  he  parts. 
Sure  never  minifter  was  known 
So  zealous  for  his  fov'reign's  throne ! 

Three  fillers,  fimilar  in  mien. 
Were  maids  of  honour  to  the  queen : 
Who  fartherffavours  Ihar'd  befide. 
As  daughters  of  her  ftatefman.  Pride. 
The  firft  Conceit,  with  tow'ring  creft. 
Who  look'd  with  fcorn  upon  the  reft ; 
Fond  of  hcrfelf,  nor  lefs,  I  deem. 
Than  duchefs,  in  her  own  eftcem. 

Next  AfFeAation,  fair  and  young. 
With  half-form'd  accents  on  her  tongue; 
Whofe  antick  fhapes,  and  various  face^ 
Piftorted  cv'ry  native  grace* 

2S2  t\k3Wk 
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Then  Vanity,  a  wanton  maid. 
Flaunting  in  Bruflels  and  brocade ; 
Fantailick,  frolickfome,  and  wild» 
With  all  the  trinkets  of  a  child. 

The  people,  loyal  to  the  queen. 
Wore  their  atuchment  in  their  mien  : 
With  chearful  heart  they  homage  paid^ 
And  happiefl  he  who  mod  obeyM. 
While  they  who  fought  their  own  applauie> 
Promoted  moil  their  fov'reign's  caufe. 
The  minds  of  all  were  fraught  with  guile*. 
Their  manners  difTolute  and  vile; 
And  ev'ry  tribe,  like  Pagans,  rua 
To  kneel  before  the  rifing  fun. 

But  now  fome  clam'rous  founds  arife^ 
And  all  the  pleafmg  vifion  flies. 

Once  more  I  clos'd  my  eyes  to  fleep> 
And  gun'd  th'  imaginary  deep  ; 
Fancy  prefided  at  the  helm. 
And  fleer'd  me  back  to  Friendfliip's  realm^ 
But,  oh !  with  horror  I  relate 
The  revolutions  of  her  ftate ; 
The  Trojan  chief  could  hardly  more- 
His  Afiatick  tow'rs  deplore. 

For  Flatt'ry  view'd  thofe  fairer  plains. 
With  longing  eyes,  where  Friendlhip  reigns  j 
With  envy  heard  her  neighbour's  fame. 
And  often  figh'd  to  gain  the  fame. 
At  length,  by  pride  and  intVeft  fir'd. 
To  Friend  (hip's  kingdom  fhe  afpir'd. 

And  now  commencing  open  foe. 
She  plans  in  thought  fome  mighty  blow  ; 
Draws  out  her  forces  on  the  green. 
And  marches  to  invade  the  queen. 

The  river  Truth  the  hoils  withftood. 
And.  roli'd  her  formidable  flood : 
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^er  current  ftrong,  and  deep^  and  clear. 
No  fords  were  founds  no  ferries  near. 
But  as  the  troops  approach'd.  the  waves> 
Their  fears  fuggefl  a  thonfand  graves  ; 
They  all  retired  with  hafte  extreme. 
And  ihudder'd  at  the  dang'rous  ftreanu 

Hypocrify  the  gulph  explores; 
She  forms  a  bridge^  and  joins  the  fhores. 
Thus  often  art  or  fraud  prevails^ 
When  military  proweis  fails: 
The  troops  an  eafy  paflage  find. 
And  vift'ry  follows  clofe  behind. 

Friendfhip  with  ardour  charg'd  her  foes. 
And  now  the  fight  promifcuoas  grows  ; 
But  Flatt'ry  threw  a  poifon'd  dart. 
And  pierc'd  the  emprefs  to  the  heart. 
The  virtues  all  around  were  feea 
To  fall  in  heaps  about  the  queen. 
The  tyrant  fbipp'd  the  mangled  £dr. 
She  wore  her  fpoils,  aiTum'd  her  air  ; 
And  mounting  next  the  fufiPrer's  throne, 
Claim'd  the  queen's  titles  as  her  own. 

'  Ah,  injur 'd  maid  V  aloud  I  cry'd. 
'  Ah,  injur'd  maid  I'  the  rocks  reply 'd. 
But  judge  my  griefs,  and  ihare  them  too. 
For  the  iad  tale  pertains  to  you ; 
Judge,  reader,  how  fevere  the 'wound. 
When  Friendfiiip's  foes  were  mine,  I  found; 
When  the  fad  fcene  of  pride  and  guile 
Was  Britain's  poor  degen'rate  ifle  I 

The  Amazons,  who  propjp'd  the  date. 
Haply  furviv'd  the  general  fate. 
»    Juftice  to  Fowls  Houfe  is  fled. 
And  Yorke  fuftains  her  radiant  head. 
The  virtue,  Portitnde,  ajq)ears 
In  open  day  at  lagomer's  ; 
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nioftriotts  heroine  of  the  fky. 
Who  leads  to  vanqaiih  or  to  die  ! 
Twas  (he  our  vet'rans  breads  infpir*d. 
When  Belgians  faithlefs  fons  retired  : 
For  Tonmay's  treach*roas  towVs  can  tell 
Britannia's  children  greatly  fell. 

No  partial  virtue  of  the  plain  ! 
She  rous'd  the  lions  of  the  main  : 
Hence  Vernon's  •  little  fleet  fucceeds. 
And  hence  the  gen'rous  Cornwall  f  bleeds. 
Hence  Grenville  X  glorions ! — for  fhe  fmil'd 
On  the  young  hero  from  a  child. 

Tho*  in  high  life  fuch  virtues  dwell. 
They'll  fuit  plebeian  breads  as  welK 
Say,  that  the  mighty  and  the  great 
Blaze,  like  mcridiarf  funs  of  (late  ; 
Effulgent  excellence  difplay, 
like  Hallifax,  in  floods  of  day  ; 
Our  lefTcr  orbs  may  pour  their  light. 
Like  the  mild  crefcent  of  the  night. 
Tho'  pale  our  beams,  and  fmall  our  fphere. 
Still  we  may  (bine  ferene  and  clear. 

Give  to  the  judge  the  fcarlet  gown. 
To  martial  fouls  the  civick  crown  : 
What  then  ?  Is  merit  their's  alone  ? 
Have  we  no  worth  to  call  our  own  ? 
Shall  we  not  vindicate  our  part. 
In  the  firm  breaft  and  upright  heart  ? 
Reader,  thefe  virtues  may  be  thine, 
Tho'  in  fuperior  life  they  (hine., 
I  can't  difcharge  great  Hardwicke's  truft— 
True but  my  foul  may  ftill  be  juft  : 

•  At  Porto  BeHo. 

f  Againft  the  combined  fleets  of  France  widSpiin. 

J  Died  ui  a  later  engagement  with  the  French  fleet. 
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And  tho*  I  can't  the  ftate  defend, 
1*11  draw  the  fword  to  ferve  my  friend. 

Two  golden  virtues  are  behind. 
Of  equal  import  to  the  mind ; 
Prudence,  to  point  out  Wifdom's  way. 
Or  to  reclaim  us  when  weftray ; 
Temp'rance,  to  guard  the  youthful  heart,- 
When  Vice  and  Folly  throw  the  dart : 
Each  virtue,  let  the  world  agree. 

Daily  reiides  with  yon  and  me.  « 

And  when  our  fouls  in  friendihip  join«  i 

We'll  deem  the  focial  bond  diyine ; 
Thro*  ev^ry  fcene  maintain  our  truft. 
Nor  e'er  be  timid  or  unjuft. 
That  breail,  where  Honour  builds  his  throne^ 
That  breaft,  which  Virtue  calls  her  own, 
Nor  Int'reft  warps,  nor  Fear  appals. 
When  Danger  frowns,  or  Lucre  calls. 
No !  the  true  friend  collected  (lands, 
Fearlefs  his  heart,  and  pure  his  hands; 
Let  Int*reft  plead,  let  ftofms  arife. 
He  dares  be  honeil,  tho*  be  dies  { 


MARRIAGE, 

IKSCRIBED     TO     MISS    ••*• 

VIS-'ION    VIL 

rp  A I R  E  S  T,  this  vifion  is  thy  due ; 
*     I  form'd  th*  inftruftive  plan  for  you. 
Slight  not  the  rules  of  thoughtful  age. 
Your  welfare  actuates  ev*ry  page ; 
But  ponder  well  my  facred  theme. 
And  tremble,  while  yqu  read  my  dream* 

Thofc 
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Thofe  iwfttl  words,  «  Till  death  do  p«t,* 
May  well  alarm  tlie  yoathful  heart : 
No  after-thoaght,  when  once  a  wife. 
The  die  is  caft,  and  cafl  for  fife; 
Yet  thoafands  venture  ev'iy  dajr. 
At  feme  bafe  paffion  leads  the  waf  ^ 
Pert  Silvia  talks  of  wedlock  feenes, 
Tho*  hardly  enterM  on  her  teens ; 
Smiles  on  her  whining  fpark,  and  heara 
The  fugar'd  fpeech  with  raptar'd  ears  $ 
Impatient  of  a  parent's  rule. 
She  leaves  her  fire,  and  weds  a  fool* 
Want  enters  at  the  guardlefs  door. 
And  Love  is  fled,  to  come  no  more. 

Some  few  there  are  of  fordid  mould, 
Who  barter  youth  and  bloom  for  gold ; 
Carelefs  with  what  or  whom  they  mate. 
Their  ruling  paffion's  all  for  ftate. 
But  Hymen,  genVous,  juft,  and  kind. 
Abhors  the  pnercenary  mind : 
Such  rebels  groan  beneath  his  rod. 
For  Hymen's  a  vindiAive  god ; 
*  Be  joylcfs  cv'ry  night/  he  faid ; 
'And  barren  be  their  nuptial  bed !' 

Attend,  ray  fair,  to  Wifdom's  voice  j 
A  better  fate  fhall  crown  thy  choice. 
A  married  life,  to  fpeak  the  beft. 
Is  all  a  lottery  confefs'd : 
Yet  if  my  fair-one  will  be  wife, 
I  will  infure  my  *girl  a  prize ; 
Tho'  not  a  prize  to  match  thy  worth. 
Perhaps  thy  equaPs  not  on  earth ! 

'Tis  an  important  point,  to  know 
There's  no  perfection  here  below. 
MaQ*s  an  odd  compound,  after  all, 
A;nd  ever  h^  been  fince  the  fUl, 
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Say,  that  he  loves  you  from  his  foul. 

Still  man  is  prpud,  nor  brooks  controul ;  •  '     * 

And  tho'  a  flave  in  love's  foft  fchool. 

In  wedlock  clain^s  his  right  to  rylei  ' 

^he  befl,  in  fliort,  has  faults  about  him  ; 

If  few  thofe  faults,  you  muft  not  flout  him. 

With  fbme,  indeed,  you  can't  difpeafc. 

As  want  of  temper  and  of  fenfe : 

For  when  the  fun  deferts  the  flcics. 

And  the  dull  winter  evenings  rife. 

Then  for  a  hufband's  focial  pow'r. 

To  form  the  calm,  converfive  hour ;. 

The  trcafures  of  thy  breaft  explore,  ^ 

From  that  rich  mine  to  draw  the  ore  ; 

Fondly  each  gen'rous  thought  refine. 

And  give  thy  native  gold  to  (hine ; 

Shew  thee,  as  really  thou  art, 

Tho*  fair,  yet  fairer  Hill  at  heart. 

Say,  when  life*s  purple  bloflbms  fade. 
As  foon  they  mud,  thou  charming  maid  i 
When  in  thy  cheek  ^he  rofes  die. 
And  iicknefs  clouds  that  brilliant  eye  ^ 
Say,  when  or  age  or  pains  invade. 
And  thofe  dear  limbs  ihall  call  for  aid ; 
If  thou  art  fetter'd  to  a  fool. 
Shall  not  his  tranfient  paflipn  cool ! 
And  when  thy  health  and  beauty  end, 
Shall  thy  weak  mate  periifl  a  friend  1 
But  to  a  man  of  fenfe,  my  dear, 
Ven  then  thou  lovely  (halt  appear ; 
He'll  fhare  the  griefs  that  wound  thy  hearty 
And  weeping,  claim  the  larger  part : 
Tho'  age  impairs  that  beauteous  face, 
'    He'll  prize  the  pearl  beyond  it's  cafe.    . 
In  wedlock  when  the  fexes  meet, 
Friendfhip  is  only  then  compkat« 

a  T  ♦  Blcft'd 
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'  Bleis'd  ftate  !  where  fouls  each  other  draw» 

*  Wliere  love  is  liberty  and  law  I' 

The  choiceft  bleiliog  found  below. 

That  man  can  wiihj  or  Heav'n  beflow  I 

Trull  me,  thefe  raptures  are  divine. 

For  lovely  Chk>e  once  was  mine ! 

Vox  fear  the  vamifh  of  my'ftyle ; 

Tho*  poet,  Pm  cftrangM  to  guile. 

Ah,  me !  my  faithful  lips  impart 

The  genuine  language  of  my  heart ! 

When  bards  extol  their  patrons  high. 
Perhaps  'tis  gold  e^rtorts  the  lye; 
Perhaps  the  poor  reward  of  bread- 
But  who  bums  incenfe  to  the  dead ! 
He,  whom  a  fond  affection  draws, 
Carelefs  of  cenfure  or  applaufe  ; 
Whofe  foul  is  upright  and  iincere. 
With  nought  to  wifli,  and  nought  to  ffcart 

Now  to  my  vifionary  fcheme 
Attend,  and  piofit  by  my  dream* 

Amidft  the  fl  umbers  of  the  night> 
A  ftatcly  temple  rofe  to  fig^t ; 
And  ancient  as  the  human  race. 
If  Nature's  purpofes  you  trace  : 
This  fane  by  all  the  wife  rever'd. 
To  wedlock's  pow'rful  god  was  rear'd. 
Hard  by  I  faw  a  graceful  fage. 
His  locks  were  froftcd  o'er  by  age ; 
His  garb  was  plain^  his  mind  ferene. 
And  wifdom  dignify'd  his  mien. 
With  curious  fearch  his  name  I  fought. 
And  found  'twas  Hymen's  fav'ritc — Thougbtr 

Apace  the  giddy  crowds  advance. 
And  a  lewd  fatyr  led  the  dance. 

I  griev'd  to  fee  whole  thoof^nds  ruB> 
For,  oh!  what  thoufaods  were  undone! 
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The  fage  when  thefe  mad  troops  he  (py*d. 

In  pity  flew  to  join  their  iide : 

The  difconcerted  pairs  began 

To  rail  againft  him  to  a  man ; 

Vow'd  they  were  ftrangers  to  his  name^ 

Nor  knew  from  whence  the  dotard  came* 

But  mark  the  fequel for  this  truth 

Highly  concerns  impetuous  youth. 
liOng  ere  the  honey-moon  could  wane. 
Perdition  feiz'd  on  ev'ry  twain  ; 
At  ev'ry  Jioufe,  and  all  day  long. 
Repentance  ply'd  her  fcorpion  thong : 
Difguft  was  there  with  frowning  mien. 
And  ev'ry  wayward  child  of  Spleen* 
Hymen  approach'd  his  awful  fane^ 
Attended  by  a  nu^ierous  train. 
Love,  with  each  foft  and  namelefs  grace. 
Was  firft  in  favour  and  in  place  : 
Then  came  the  god  with  folemn  gait, 
Whofe  ev'ry  word  was  hig  with  fate; 

His  hand  a  flaming  taper  l^ore. 

That  facred  fymbpl,  fam'd  jof  yore. 

Virtue,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  charm, 

Suflain'd  the  god's  incumbent  arm>; 

Beauty  improv'd  the  glowing  fcene 

With  all  the  rofes  of  eighteen : 

Yoi^th  led  the  gaily  fmiling  fair. 

His  purple  pinions  wav'd  in  air ; 

Wealth,  a  clofe  hunks,  walk'd  hobbling  nigh. 

With  vulture-daw  and  eagle-eye. 

Who  threefcore  years  had  feen,  or  more, 

('Tis  faid  his  coat  had  feen  a  fcore;) 

Proud  was  the  wretch,  tho'  cla4  in  ragp, 

Prefuming  much  upon  his  bags* 
A  female  next  her  arts  difplay'd^ 

^oets  alone  can  ^aint  the  maid; ^ 

?  T  ^  Truft 
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Truft  me,  Hogarth,  (tho*  great  thy  fame) 
*Twould,pofe  thy  ikill  to  draw  the  fame  ; 
And  yet  thy  mimick  pow'r  is  more 
't'han  ever  painter's  was  before. 
Now  ihe  was  fair  as  Cygnet's  down> 
Now  as  Mat  Prior's  Emma,  brown  ; 
And  changing  as  the  changing  flow'r. 
Her  drefs  ihe  varied  ev'r}'  hour. 
•Twas  Fancy,  child ! — you  know  the  fair-— 
Who  pins  your  gown,  and  fets  your  hair. 

Lo !  the  god  mounts  his  throne  of  ftatc. 
And  fits  the  arbiter  of  fate  : 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  ditfs'd^ 
Gently  reclin'd  on  Virtue's  breail. 
Love  took  his  flation  on  the  right; 
His  quiver  beam'd  with  golden  light  ^ 
Beauty  ufurp'd  the  fccond  place. 
Ambitious  of  diftinguilh'd  grace  | ' 
jShe  claim'd  this  ceremonial  joy, 
Be^aufe  related  to  the  boyj      /• 
(Said  it  was  hcr's  to  point  im  dart, 
And  fpeed  it's  paflage  to  tBf  Jieart)*   * 
While  Qi^  the  god's  infvior  hand  .  * 

Fancy  and  Wealth  obtain'd  their  fitndv         '  * 

And  now  the  hallow'd  rites  proceed,' 
And  now  a  thoufand  heart-ilnngs  bleedf 
I  faw  a  blooming,  trembling  bride^ 
A  toothlefs  lover  join'd  her  fide  ; 
Averfe  flic  turn'd  her  weeping  face^ 
And  fhudder'd  at  the  Cold  embrace. 

But  various  baits  their  force  ifhpart : 
T)ius  titles  lie  at  Celiacs  heart. 
A  paflion  much  too  foal  to  name, 
Cofts  fupercilipus  prudeS  their  fame:  ' 
Prudes  wed  to  publicans  and  iinners;^ 
^hc  hungry  poet  weds  for  dinuert* 
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The  god,  with  frown  indignant,  vicw'd 
The  rabble,  covetous  or  lewd ; 
By  ev'ry  vice  his  altar  ilain'd. 
By  ev'ry  fool  his  rites  prophan'd: 
When  Love  complain'd  of  Wealth  aloud. 
Affirming  Wealth  debauch'd  the  crowd  ; 
Drew  up  in  form  his  heavy  charge, 
Defiring  to  be  heard  at  large. 

The  god  confents,  the  throng  divide. 
The  young  efpous'd  the  plaintiiPs  fide  ^ 
The  old  declared  for  the  defendant. 
For  age  is  money's  fworn  attendant. 

Love  faid,  that  wedlock  was  defign'd 
By  gracious  Heav'n  to  match  the  mind  ; 
To  pair  the  tender  and  the  juft. 
And  his  the  delegate'd  trufl : 
That  Wealth  had  play'd  a  knavlfli  part. 
And  taught  the  tongue  to  wrong  the  heart. 
But  what  avails  the  faithlefs  voice  ? 
The  injur'd  heart  difdains*  the 'choice. 

Wealth  ftralght  repl^'4,  t^t  Love  was  blind. 
And  tajk'd  at  random  of  th«  mind : 
That  killing  eyes,.  >^nd,  bleeding  Hearts, 
And  all  th'* artillery  of  darts. 
Were  long  ago  exploded  fancies. 
And  laugh'd  at,  even  in  romances. 
Poets  indeed  ftyle  love  a  treat, 
.  Perhaps  for  want  of  better  meat : 
And  love  might  be  delicious  fare. 
Could  we,  like  poets,  live  on  air. 
But  grant  that  angels  feaJl  on  love, 
(Thofe  purer  efiences  above) 
Yet  Albion's  fons,  he  underftood, 
Preferr'd  a  more  fubftantial  food. 
Thus  while  with  gibes  he  drefs'd  his  Cftttfc, 
Jfis  gfcy  admirers  hemn^M  applauf^. 
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With  ieeming  CMiquefl  pert  ^nd  proud. 
Wealth  (hook  his  fides,  and  cliucklod  lottd ; 
When  Fortune,  to  rcftrain  his  pride. 
And  fond  to  favoar  Love  befide, 
Op'ning  the  miifef's  tape-tyM  veil, 
Difclos'd  the  cares  which  ftung  his  breaft*: 
Wealth  ftood  abafh'd  at  his  difgrace. 
And  a  deep  crimfon  |lu(h*d  his  face. 

Love  Jweetly  fknper'd  at  the  fight  j  . 
His  gay  adherents  laogh'd  outright. 
The  god,  tho'  grave  his  temper,  fiiiil'd^ 
For  Hymen  dearly  pria^'d  the  child. 
But  he  who  triumphs  o'er  his  brother. 

In  torn  is  laugh'd  at  by  another. 

Such  cruel  fcores  we  often  find 

Repaid  the  criminal  in  kind  : 

For  Poverty,  that  fanrifli'd  fiend  t 

Ambitious  of  a^  weaJthy  friend. 

Advanced  into  the  miftr's  place. 

And  ftar'd  the  ftripling  in  the  face ; 

Whofe  lips  grew  p^le,  and  told  as  clay  | 

I  thought  the  chit  would  Twoon  away* 
The  god  was  ftudious  to  enjpk^ 

His  cares  to  aid  the  vanquifh'd  bey  ^ 

And  therefore  iflu'd  his  decree. 

That  the  two  parties  ftraight  agree : 

When  both  obey'd  the  god's  commands,        / 

And  Love  and  Riches  join'd  their  hands. 

What  wond'rous  change  in.  each  was  wrought. 

Believe  me,  fair,  furpaffes  thought. 
If  Love  had  many  charms,  before^ 

He  now  had  charms  ten  thcMifand  more  :  , 

If  Wealth  had  ferpent8:ixi.his  breaft. 

They  now  were  dead,  or  lulPd  to  reft.  . 
Beauty,  that  vain^  affei&ed,  thing,  — 

Who  join*d  the  hyxjieneal;  ting, 

Appn)A:h 
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Approach'cl  with  round  anthinking  face> 
And  thus  the  trifler  ftatcs  her  cafe. 

She  faid  that  Love's  complaints,  'twas  know^R, 
Ex^aiy  tally 'd  with  her  own; 
That  Wealth  had  leam'd  the  felon's  arts. 
And  robb'd  her  of  a  thoufand  hearts  ; 
Defiring  judgment  againft  Wealth, 
For  falfhood,  perjury,  andftealih: 
All  which  fhe  could  on  oath'  depofe. 
And  hop'd  the  court^  would  flit  his  nofc* 

But  Hymen,  when  he  heard  her  nam** 
Caird  her  an  interloping  dame ; 
Look'd  thro*  the  crowd  with  angry  ftatf , 
And  blam*d  the  porter  at  thr  gate. 
For  giving  entrance  to  the  fair. 
When  fhe  was  no  tfkntial  there. 

To  fmk  this  h^ghty  tyrant's  pride. 
He  order'd  Fancy  to  prcfide. 
THence,  when  debates  on- beauty  riir. 
And  each  bright  fair  difputes  the  pri'Stc^ 
To  Fancy's  court  we  ftraight  apply. 
And  wait  the  fentence  of  her  eye-; 
In  Beaut^s  realms  fhe  holds  the  feals,  ^  ' 

And  her  awards  preclude  appeals. 


LIFE. 

VISION  viir. . 

T    E  T  not  the  yOung  my  pffecepts  fhun ; 

•^^    Who  flight  godd  couhfels  are  undone. 

Your  poet  fung  of  love's  delights. 

Of  halcyon  days  and  joyous  nights  ; 

To  the  gay  fancy  lovely  thein^s ; 

And  fain  I'd  hope  they're  mOre  thaA  it$m9. 


1^  lEAUTIES    OP    POETRY. 

Bat,  if  you  pleafe,  before  wc  part, 
Fd  {peak  a  language  to  your  heart. 
We'll  talk  of  Life,  tho'  much  I  fear 
Th*  ungrateful  tale  will  wound  your  ear. 
You  raife  your  fanguine  thoughts  too  higlu 
And  hardly  know  the  reafon  why : 
^ttt  fay  Life's  tree  bears  golden  fruity 
Some  canker  (hall  corrode  the  root ; 
Some  unexpected  ftorm  fliall  rife ; 
Or  fcorching  funs,  or  chilling  (kies  ; 
And  (if  experienced  truths  avail) 
All  your  autumnal  hopes  ihall  fail. 

*  But,  poet,  whence  fuch  wide  extremes  ? 

Well  may  you  llyle  your  labours  dreams. 

A  fon  of  forrow  thou,  I  ween, 

Whofe  Vflions  are  the  brats  of  Spleen. 

Is  blifs  a  vague,  unmeaning  name  ?— 

Speak  then  the  paffiens  ufe  or  aim  : 

Why  xage  deiires  without  controul; 

And  rouze  fuch  whirlwinds  in  the  foul  ? 

Why  Hope  ere6b  her  tow'ring  creft, 

^d  laughs,  and  riots  in  the  breafli 

Think  not,  my  weaker  brain  turns  ronnd  ; 

Think  not,  I  tread  on  fairy  ground ; 

Think  not>  your  pulfe  alone  beats  true»-^ 

Mine  makes  a*  healthful  mufick  too. 

Qur  joys,  when  Life's  foft  fpring  wc  trace. 

Put  forth  their  early  buds  apace. 

See  the  bloom  loads  the  tender  fhoot. 

The  bluom  conceals  the  future  fruit. 

Yes,  manhood's  warm  n^eridian  fun 

Shall  ripen  what  in  fpring  begun. 

Thus  infant  rofes,  ere  they  blow. 

In  germinating  clufters  gfrow ; 

And  only  wait  the  fummer's  ray. 

To  burit  and  b)pifom  to  the  day« 

Wkat 
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What  faid  the  gay,  unthinking  boy  !— 

Mcthought  Hilario  talk'd  of  joy ! 

Tell,  if  thou  canft,  whence  joys  arife> 

Or  what  thofe  mighty  joys  you  prize. 

You'll  find  (and  truft  faperior  years) 

The  vale  of  life  a  rale  of  tears. 

Could  wifdom  teach, ,  where  joys  abound. 

Or « riches  purchafe  them,  when  found. 

Would  fcepter'd  Solomon  complain. 

That  all  was  fleeting,  falfe,  and  vain; 

Yet  fcepter'd  Solomon  could  fay. 

Returning  clouds  obfcur'd  his  day. 

Thofe  maxims  which  the  preacher  drew,    . 

The  royal  fage  experienced  ti-ue. 

He  knew  the  various  ills  that  wait 

Our  infant  and  meridian  Hate  ; 

That  toys  our  earlieft  thoughts  engage. 

And  difPrent  toys  maturer  age  ;  * 

That  grief  at  ev'ry  ftage  appears. 

But  difPrent  griefs  at  difPrent  years; 

That  vanity  is  feen,  in  part, 

Infcrib*d  on  ev'ry  human  heart ; 

In  the  child's  bread  the  fpark  began. 

Grows  with  his  growth,  and  glares  in  man. 

But  when  in  life  we  journey  late. 

If  follies  die,  do  griefs  abate  ? 

Ah  !  what  is  life  at  fourfcore  years- 
One  dark,  rough  road,  of  iighs,  groans,  pains,  and  tears  I 
"     Perhaps  you'll  think  I  aft  the  fame 

As  a  fly  fharper  plays  his  games 

You  triumph  ev'ry  deal  that's  paft. 

He's  fure  to  triumph  at  the  laft; 

Who  often  wins  fome  thoufands  more 

Than  twice  the  fums  you  won  before. 

But  I'm  a  lofer,   with  the  refl ; 

For  life  ii  ^1  a  deal,  at  belt ;     ^ 
/  z\J  Where 
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Where  not  the  prize  of  wealth  or  fame^ 
Repays  the  trouble  of  the  game : 
(A  truth  no  winner  e'er  deny'd. 
An  hour  before  that  winner  dy'd») 
Not  that  with  me  thefe  prizes  ihine. 
For  neither  fame  nor  wealth  are  mine. 
My  cards  ! — a  weak  plebeian  band. 
With  fcarce  an  honour  in  my  hand. 
And  fince  my  trumps  are  very  few. 
What  have  I  more  to  boail  than  you  ? 
Nor  am  I  gainer  by  your  fall ; 
That  harlot.  Fortune,  bubbles  all ! 

*Tis  truth,  (receive  it  ill  or  well) 
»Tis  melancholy  truth  I  tell. 
Why  (hould  the  preacher  take  your  peDce> 
And  fmother  truth  to  flatter  fenfe  ? 
I'm  fure  phyficians  have  no  merit. 
Who  kill,  thro'  lenity  of  fpirit. 

That  life's  a  game,  divines  confefs; 
This  fays  at  cards,  and  that  at  chefs  : 
But  if  our  views  be  centered  here, 
*Tis  all  a  lofing  game,  I  fear. 

Sailors,  you  know,  when  wars  obtain^ 
And  hoftile  veiTels  croud  the  main. 
If  they  difcover  from  afar 
A  bark  as  diilant  as  a  flar. 
Hold  the  perfpedlive  to  their  eyes. 
To  learn  it's  colours,  flrength,  and  fize  ; 
And  when  this  fecret  once  they  know. 
Make  ready  to  receive  the  foe. 
Let  you  and  I  from  failors  learn 
Important  truths  of  like  concern. 

I  clos'd  the  day,  as  cuftom  led^ 
With  reading,  till  the  time  of  bed ; 
Where  Fancy,  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Again  difplay'd  her  magick  pow'iCi 
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(For  know,  that  Fancy,  like  a  fprite. 
Prefers  the  (ilent  fcenes  of  night.) 
She  lodged  me  in  a  neighb'ring  wood. 
No  matter  where  the  thicket  flood ; 
The  Genius  of  the  place  was  nigh. 
And  held  two  piftures  to  my  eye. 
The  curious  painter  had  portray'd 
Life  in  each  juft  and  genuine  fhade. 
They,  who  have  only  known  it's  dawn. 
May  think  thefe  lines  too  deeply  drawn ; 
But  riper  years,  f  fear,  will  Ihew 
The  wifer  artifts  paint  too  true. 

One  piece  prefents  a  rueful  wild. 
Where  not  a  fummer's  fun  had  fmil'd : 
The  road  with  thorns  is  cover'd  wide. 
And  Grief  fits  weeping  by  the  fide  ; 
Her  tears  with  conftant  tenor  flow. 
And  form  a  mournful  lake  below; 
Whofe  filent  waters,  dark  and  deep. 
Thro'  all  the  gloomy  valley  creep. 

Paffions  that  flatter,  or  that  flay. 
Are  beafts  that  fawn,  or  birds  that  prey. 
Here  Vice  aflumes  the  ferpent's  ftiape ; 
There  Folly  perfonates  the  ape : 

Here  Av'rice  gripes  with  harpies  claws ;  "•! 

There  Malice  grins  with  tiger's  jaws ; 
While  fons  of  mifchief,  art  and  guile. 
Arc  alligators  of  the  Nile. 

E'en  Pleafure  z6ts  a  treach'rous  part. 
She  charms  the  fenfe,  but  flings  the  heart.  ,        ' 

And  when  flie  gulls  us  of  our  wealth. 
Or  that  fuperior  pearl,  our  health ; 
Reftores  us  nought  but  pains  and  woe. 
And  drowns  us  in  the  lake  below. 

There  a  commiflion'd  angel  ftands. 
With  defolation  in  his  hands ! 

2Vz  Be 
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He  (ends  the  all-devouring  flame, 
And  cities  hardly  boaft  a  name ; 
Or  wings  the  peftilential  blaft. 
And  lo  !  ten  thonfands  breathe  their  lail» 
He  rpeaks— obedient  tempers  roar» 
And  guilty  nations  are  no  more : 
He  fpeaks — the  fury,  Difcord,  raves. 
And  fweeps  whole  armies  to  their  graves  : 
Or  Famine  lifts  her  mildew'd  hand. 
And  hanger  howls  thro'  all  the  land. 
*  Oh  !  what  a  wretch  is  man !'  I  cry'dj 

•  Expos'd  to  death  on  ev'ry  fide ! 
'  And  fure  as  born,  to  be  undone 

•  By  evils  which  he  cannot  (hun  ! 
«  Befides  a  thoufand  baits  to  fin, 

•  A  thoufand  traitors  lodg'd  within  Z 
i  For  foon  as  Vice  aiTaults  the  heart, 

•  The  rebels  take  the  daemon's  part.* 
I  figh,  my  aching  bofom  bleeds  ; 

When  ilraight  the  milder  plan  fucceeds : 
The  lake  of  tears,  the  dreary  fhore,  . 
The  fame  as  in  the  piece  before. 
But  gleams  of  light  are  here  difplay'd. 
To  chcar  the  eye  and  gild  the  (hade  i 
AfHiftion  fpeaks  a  fofter  ftyle,. 
And  Difappointmen;  wears  a  foiilc* 
A  group  of  virtues  bloHom  near; 
Their  roots  improve  by  ev'ry  tear. 

Here  Patience,  gentle  maid !  is  niglv 
To  calm  the  ftorm,  and  wipe  the  eye ; 
Hope  afts  the  kind  phyfician's  part. 
And  warms  the  folitary  heart : 
Religion  nobler  comfort  brings, 
Difarms  our  griefs,  or  blunts  their  dings  ^ 
Points  out  the  balance  on  the  whole. 
And  Heaven  rewards  the  ftruggling  foul* 
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Bat  while  thefe  raptures  I  parfue^ 
The  Genius  fuddenly  withdrew* 


DEATH. 

VISION    THB    LAST. 

>npi  S  thought  my  vifions  are  too  grave  •  ; 

^    A  proof  I*m  no  defigning  knave. 
Perhaps  if  int'reft  held  the  fcales» 
I  had  devis'd  quite  different  tales  ; 
Had  join'd  the  laughing,  low  bufibon. 
And  fcribbled  fatire  and  lampoon ; 
Or  ftirr'd  each  fonrce  of  foft  defire. 
And  fann'd  the  coals  of  wanton  fire : 
Then  had  my  paltry  yifions  fold. 
Yes,  all  my  dreams  had  turn'd  to  gold; 
Had  prov'd  the  darlings  of  the  town. 
And  1—4  poet  of  renown ! 

Let  not  my  awful  theme  furprize; 
Let  no  unmanly  fears  arife. 
I  wear  no  melancholy  hue. 
No  wreaths  of  cyprcfs  or  of  yew. 
The  ihroud,  the  coffin,  pall,  or  hearfe. 
Shall  ne'er  deform  my  fofter  verie. 
Let  me  conilgn  the  fun'ral  plume. 
The  herald's  paint,  the  fculptur'd  tomb. 
And  all  the  folemn  farce  of  graves. 
To  undertakers  and  their  flaves. 

You  know,  that  moral  writers  fay. 
The  world's  a  ftage,  and  life  a  play : 
That  in  this  drama  to  fuccced, 
Reqmres  much  thought  and  toil,  indeed ! 

*  Ste  the  Monthly  Rcrkw  of  new  bookn  for  Febnttfj  1751* 

Thium 
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There  fUlI  remains  one  kboar  more^ 
Perhaps  a  greater  than  before. 
Indulge  the  fearch,  and  you  fhall  find 
The  harder  tafk  is  flill  behind  : 
That  harder  tafk,  to  quit  the  fUge 
In  early  youth,  or  riper  age ; 
To  leave  the  company  and  place. 
With  firmnefs,  dignity,  and  grace. 

Come,  then,  the  clofmg  fcenes  farvcy^ 
•Tis  the  laft  aft  which  crowns  the  play. 
Do  well  this  grand  deeifive  part. 
And  gain  the  plaudit  of  your  heart. 
Few  greatly  live  in  Wifdom^s  eye- 
But,  oh!  how  few,  who  greatly  die ! 
Who,  when  their  days  approach  an  end. 
Can  meet  the  foe,  as  friend  meets  friend. 

Inftruftive  heroes  !  tell  us  whence 
Your  noble  fcorn  of  flefh  and  fenfe  ! 
You  part  from  all  we  prize  fo  dear. 
Nor  drop  one  foft,  reluftant  tear : 
Part  from  thofe  tender  joys  of  life. 
The  friend,  the  paient,  child,  and  wife. 
Death's  black  and  ftormy  gulph  you  brave. 
And  ride  exulting  on  the  wave ; 
Deem  thrones  but  trifles  all ! — ^no  more— 
Nor  fend  one  wifhful  look  to  fliore. 

For  foreign  ports,  and  lands  unknown^ 
Thus  the  firm  failor  leaves  his  own; 
Obedient  to  the  rifmg  gale. 
Unmoors  his  bark,  and  fpreads  his  fail ; 
Defies  the  ocean,  and  the  wind. 
Nor  mourns  the  joys  he  leaves  behind. 

Is  Death  a  pow'rful  monarch  ?     True— • 
Perhaps  you  dread  the  tyrant  too  ! 
Fear,  like  a  fog,  precludes  the  light. 
Or  fwells  the  objeft  to  the  fight. 


Attend 


BEAUTIES  OP    POBT&T.  341 

Attend  my  vifionary  page. 
And  I'll  difarm  the  tyrant's  rage. 
Come,  let  this  ghaftly  form  zpp&ir. 
He's  not  fo  terrible  when  near. 
Diftance  deludes  tk*^  unwary  eye, 
Saclpuds  feem  mongers  in  the  fkf : 
Hold  frequent  converfe  with  him  now* 
He'll  daily  wear  a  milder  brow. 
Why  is  my  theme  with  terror  fraught? 
Becaufe  you  fhun  the  frequent  thought* 
Say,  when  the  captive  pard  is  nigh. 
Whence  thy  pale  cheek  and  frighted  eye  ! 
Say,  why  difmay'd  thy  manly  breaft. 
When  the  grim  Uon  ihakes  his  cceft! 
Becaufe  thefe  fairage  fights  are  new  ; 
No  keeper  fhuddets  at  the  view: 
Keepers,  accuftom'd  to  the  fcene. 
Approach  the  deni  with  look  fereiK ;  .  ^ 

Fearlefs  their  grifly  charge  explore. 
And  fmile  to  hear  the  tyrants  rckar. 
«  Ay&— but  to  die !  to  bid  adieu  I 

*  An  everlafling  farewel  too !  • 

*  Farewel  to  ev'ry  joy  around  ! 

«  Oh  !  the  heart  fickens  at  the  feund.' 

Stay,  ftrippling— ithon  art  poorly  taught-^P 
Joy,  didft  thou  fay !  diicard  the  thought. 
Joys  are  a  rich  celeftial  fruit. 
And  fcorn  a  fublunary  root: 
What  wears  the  face  of  joy  below. 
Is  often  found  but  fplendid  woe. 
Joys  here,  like  unfubftantial  fame. 
Are  nothings  with  a  pompous  names  '' 

Or  elfe,  like  comets  in  the  fphere. 
Shine  with  deftfudion  in  their  rear. 

Paffions,  like  clouds,  obfcure  the  figkt, 
jajcnoB  mortals  jTeldoin  jiidf^  «%hti 
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The  world's  a  har(h  unfruitful  foil. 
Yet  ftill  we  hope,  and  itill  we  toil ; 
Deceive  ourfelves  with  wond'rous  art. 
And  difappointment  wrings  the  heart. 

Thus  when  a  mift  collet  around. 
And  hovers  o'er  a  barren  ground. 
The  poor  deluded  trav'ler  fpies 
Imagin'd  trees  and  ftrudures  rife  ;    * 
But  when  the  ihrouded  fun  is  clear. 
The  defart  and  the  rocks  appear.    . 

«  Ah — ^but  when  youthful  blood  runs  high« 

*  §ure  'tis  a  dreadful  thing  to  die  ! 

*  To  die !  and  what  exalts  the  gloom, 

'  I'm  told,  that  man  furvives  the  tomb ! 

'  O !  can  the  learned  prelate  find  ^ 

*  What  future  fcenes  await  the  mind  ! 

*  Where  wings  the  foul,  diflodg'd  from  clay  ! 
«  Some  courteous  angel  point  the  way  ! 

*  That  unknown  fomewhere  in  the  ikies, 

'  Say,  where  that;  unknown  fomewhere  lies; 

*  And  kindly  prove,  when  life  is  o'er, 

*  That  pdns  and  forrowt  are  no  more;  '  ' 
'  For  doubtlefs  dying  is  a  curfe, 

'  If  prcfent  ills  be  chang'd  for  worfc.' 

Hufh,  my  young  friend,  forego  the  theme^ 

And  lifben  to  your  poet's  dream. 
Ere  while  I  took  an  ev'ning  walk, 

Honorio  join'd  in  fodal  talk. 

Along  the  lawns  the  zephyrs  fweep. 

Each  ruder  wind  was  luU'd  afleep.  "* 

The  iky,  all  beauteous  to  behold. 

Was  ftreak'd  with  azure,  green,  and  gold  ; 

But  tho*  ferenely  foft  and  fair,  ^ 

Fever  hung  brooding  in  the  air ; 

Then  fettled  on  Honorio's  breaft. 

Which  fliudder'd  at  the  fatal  gueft. 

No 
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No  drugs  the  kindly  wi(h  fulfil, 
Difeafe  elu  ^es  the  do6lor's  (kill : 
The  poifon  fpreads  through  all  the  framCj 
Ferments,  and  kindles  into  flame. 
From  fide  to  fide  Honorio  turns, 
And  now  with  third  infatiate  burns  : 
His  eyes  re/ign  their  wonted  grace, 
1  hofe  friendly  lamps  expire  apace! 
The  brain's  an  ufelefs  organ  grown. 
And  Reafon  tumbled  from  his  throne. 

But  while  the  purple  furges  glow. 
The  currents  thicken  as  they  flow : 
The  blood  in  cv'ry  diftant  part. 
Stagnates  and  difappoints  the  heart; 
Defrauded  of  it's  crimfon  flore. 
The  vital  engine  plays  no  more.  ^ 

Honorio  dead,  the  fun'ral  bell  /  . 

Call'd  ev'ry  friend  to  bid  fareweL 
I  join'd  the  melancholy  bier. 
And  dropp'd  the  unavailing  tear. 

The  clock  ftruck  twelve — when  nature  fought 
Repofe  from  all  the  pangs  of  thought ; 
And  while  my  limbs  were  funk  to  reft, 
A  vifion  footh'd  my  troubled  breaft. 

I  dream'd  the  fpedtre.  Death,  appear'd  ! 
I  dream'd  his  hollow  voice  I  heard  ! . 
Methought  th'  imperial  tyrant  wore 
A  ftate  no  prince  aflum'd  before  : 
All  nature  fetch'd  a  gen'ral  groan. 
And  lay  expiring  round  his  throne. 

I  gaz'd — when  ftraight  arofe  to  fight. 
The  moft  detefted  fiend  of  night. 
He  fliuflied  with  unequal  pace. 
And  confcious  fhame  detorm'd  his  face. 
With  jealous  leer  he  fquinted  round. 
Or  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground* 

z  X  From 
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From  hell  this  frightful  monfter  camc» 
Sin  was  his  fire,  and  Guilt  his  name. 

This  fury,  with  officious  care. 
Waited  around  the  fov'reign's  chair  ; 
In  robes  of  terrors  drefs'd  the  king. 
And  arm'd  him  with  a  baneful  (ling  ; 
Gave  ficrcencfs  to  the  tyrant's  eye. 
And  hung  the  fword  upon  his  thigh, 
Difeafes  next,  a  hideous  crowd  ! 
ProclaimM  their  mailer's  empire  load  ; 
And,  all  obedient  to  his  will. 
Flew  in  commiffion'd  troops  to  kill.* 

A  rifing  whirlwind  (hakes  the  poles. 
And  lightning  glares,  and  thunder  rolls. 
The  monarch  and  his  train  prepare 
To  range  the  foul  tempelluous  air. 
Straight  to  his  fhoulders  he  applies 
Two  pinions  of  enormous  fize ! 
Me  thought  I  faw  the  ghaftly  form 
Stretch  his  black  wings,  and  mount  the  Aorm  i 
When  Fancy's  airy  horfe  I  ftrode. 
And  join'd  the  army  on  the  rpad. 
As  the  grim  conq'ror  urg'd  his  way. 
He  fcatterM  terror  and  difmay. 
Thoufands  a  pcnfive  afped  wore, 
Thoufands  who  fneer'd  at  dtath  before. 
Life's  records  rife  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  Confcicnce  fpreads  thofe  volumes  wide  ; 
Which  faithful  regillers  were  brought 
By  pale-ey'd  Fear  and  bufy  Thought. 
7'hofe  faults  which  artful  men  conceal. 
Stand  here  cngrav'd  with  pen  of  fteeJ, 
By  Confcience,  that  impartinl  fcribc  ! 
Whcf'^  hvoneft  palm  difdains  a  bribe  : 
Their  aftions  all  like  criticks  view. 
And  all  like  faithful  criticks  too. 
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As  Guilt  had  ftain'd  life's  various  flagc. 
What  tears  of  blood  bedew'd  the  page  ! 
All  fhudderM  at  the  black  account. 
And  fcarce  believ'd  the  vaft  amount  \ 
All  vow'd  a  fudden  change  of  lieart. 
Would  Death  relent,'  and  fheathe  his  dartt 
But,  when  the  awful  foe  withdrew. 
All  to  their  follies  fled  anew. 

So  when  a  wolf,  who  fcours  at  large. 
Springs  on  the  fhepherd's  fleecy  charge. 
The  flock  in  wild  diforder  fly. 
And  caft  behind  a  frequent  eye  ; 
But  when  the  viftim's  borne  away. 
They  rulh  to  pafture  and  to  play. 

Indulge  my  dream,  and  let  my  pen 
Faint  thofe  unmeaning  creatures,  men. 

Carus,  with  pain  and  ficknefs  worn. 
Chides  the  flow  rtight,  and  fighs  for  mom% 
Soon  as  he  views  the  eaftern  ray. 
He  mourns  the  quick  return  of  day  ; 
Hourly  laments  protraftei  breath. 
And  courts  the  healing  hand  of  Death. 

Verres,  opprefs'd  with  guilt  and  fliame, 
Shipwreck'd  in  fortune,  health,  and  fame> 
Pines  for  his  dark  fepulchral  bed. 
To  mingle  with  th'  unheeded  dead. 

With  fourfcore  years  grey  Natho  bends^ 
A  burden  to  himfelf  and  friends ; 
And  with  impatience  feems  to  wait 
The  friendly  hand  of  lingering  Fate* 
So  hirelings  wifli  their  labour  done. 
And  often  eye  the  weftern  fun. 

The  monarch  hears  their  various  grief, 
Defcends,  and  brings  the  wifli'd  relief. 
On  Death,  with  wild  furprize  they  Hai'dp 
All  fcem'd  averfe  !  all  unprepar'd  ! 

2X2  A* 
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As  torrents  r>yeep  with  rapid  force> 
The  grave's  pale  chief  purfu'd  his  courfe. 
No  human  pow'r  can  or  withfland. 
Or  (hun  the  conquefts  of  his  hand. 
Oh !  could  the  prince  of  upright  mind^ 
Andy  as  a  guardian  angel,  kind. 
With  cv'ry  heart-felt  worth  befidc. 
Turn  the  keen  Ihaft  of  Death  afidc,  . 
When  wonld  the  brave  Auguftus  join 
The  afhes  of  his  {acred  line ! 
But  Death  maintains  no  partial  war> 
He  mocks  a  fultan,  or  a  czar  : 
He  lays  his  iron  hand  on  all— 
Yes>  kings,  and  Tons  of  kings>  muft  fall ! 
A  truth  Britannia!  lately  felt. 
And  trembled  to  her  centre—*  ! 

Could  ableft  fl^tefmen  ward  the  blow. 
Would  Granville  own  this  common  foe  i 
For  greater  talents  pe'er  were  known 
To  grace  the  fav'ritc  of  a  throne. 

Could  genius  fave — wit,  learning,  fire-^ 
Tell  me,  would  Chcfterfield  expire  ! 
Say,  would  his  glorious  fun  decline. 
And  fet  like  your  pale  ftar  or  mine  ? 

Could  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  iky — 
Would  Herring t,  Butler  J,  Seeker ||,  die! 

Why  this  addrefs  to  peerage  all— 
Untitled  Allen's  virtues  call ! 
If  Allen's  worth  demands  a  place. 
Lords,  with  your  leave,  'tis  no  difgrace. 
Tho'  high  your  ranks  in  heralds'  rolls. 
Know,  Virtue,  too,  ennobles  fouls. 

*  Referring  to  the  death  of  his  late  Royal  Highaeft  Frederick  Priac 
Wales.  , 

•f  Arcnbiihop  of  Canterbury. 
J  Late  Bi(hop  of  Durham. 
H  Bifli^p  of  Oxford* 
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By  her  that  private  man's  renown'd. 
Who  pours  4  thou(and  bleiSngs  round.  . 
While  Allen  takes  Affliction's  part. 
And  draws  out  all  his  gen'rous  heart; 
Annous  to  feize  the  fleeting  day. 
Left  unimprov'd  it  deals  away: 
While  thus  he  walks,  with  jealous  ffarife. 
Thro*  gpodnefs,  as  he  walks  thro*  life. 
Shall  not  I  mark  hi?  radiant  path  !•— • 
Rife,  Mnfe,  and  iing  the  Man  of  Bath ! 
Publifh  abroad,  could  Goodnefs  fave, 
Allen  would  difappoint  the  grave  ; 
Tranflated  to  the  heav*nly  fhore. 
Like  Enoch,  when  his  walk  was  o'er. 

Nor  Beauty's  powerful  pleas  reftrain^«» 
Her  pleas  are  trifling,  weak,  and  vain  ; 
For  women  pierce  with  fhrieks  the  air^ 
Smite  their  bare  breads,  and  rend  their  hair  ; 
All  have  a  doleful  tale  to  tell. 
How  friends,  fbns,  daughters,  hitfbands  fell ! 

Alas !  is  life  our  fav'rite  tliem&-» 
'Tis  all  a  vain  or  painful  dream  : 
A  dream  which  fools  or  cowards  prize,    . 
But  flighted  by  the  brave  or  wife. 
Who  lives,  for  others  ills  muft  groan. 
Or  bleed  for  forrows  of  his  own  ; 
Muft' journey  on  with  weeping  eye. 
Then  pant,  fmk,  agonize,  and  die*^ 

*  And  fhall  a  man  arraign  the  ikies, 
«  Becaufe  man  .lives,  and  mourns,  and  dies!* 
'  Impatient  reptile  I'  Reafoncry'd; 
'  Arraign  thy  paifion  and  thy  pride : 
'  Retire,  and  commune  with  thy  heart ; 
^  Afk,  whence  thou  cam'ft,  and  what  thou  art  J 
'  Explore  thy  body  and  thy  mind, 
^  Thy  ftation  too,  why  here  affign'd^ 

^  The 
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The  fearch  fhall  teach  thee  life  to  prize^ 
And  make  thee  grateful,  good,  and  wife. 
Why  do  you  roam  to  foreign  climes. 
To  Ihidy  nations,  modes,  and  times  ; 
A  fcience  often  dearly  bought. 
And  often  what  avails  you  nought  ? 
Go,  man,  and  ad  a  wifer  part. 
Study  the  fcience  of  your  heart : 
This  home  philofophy,  you  know. 
Was  priz'd  fame  thoufand  years  ago  *• 
Then  why  abroad  a  frequent  gueft  I 
Why  fuch  a  ftranger  to  your  breaft  I 
Why  turn  fo  many  volumes  o'er. 
Till  Dodfley  can  fupply  no  more  I 
Not  all  the  volumes  on  thy  fhelf. 
Are  worth  that  fingle  volume,  felf : 
For  who  this  facred  book  declines^ 
Howe'er  in  other  arts  he  (hines  ; 
Tho'  fmit  with  Pindar's  noble  rage. 
Or  vers'd  in  TuUy's  manly  page ; 
Tho'  deeply  read  in  Plato's  fchool  ; 
With  all  his  knowledge  is  a  fool. 

*  Proclaim  the  truth — Say,  what  is  man  ? 
His  body  from  the  duft  began  ; 

And  when  a  few  fhort  years  are  o'er. 
The  crumbling  fabrick  is  no  more. 

*  But  whence  the  foul  ? — From  Heav'n  it  came ! 
O,  prize  this  intelleftual  flame ! 

This  nobler  felf  with  rapture  fcan  ; 
'Tis  mind  alone  which  makes  the  man. 
Truft  me,  there's  not  a  joy  on  earth« 
But  from  the  foul  derives  it's  birth. 
Afk  the  young  rake,  (he'll  anfwer  right) 
Who  treats  by  day,  and  drinks  by  night. 


Know  thyfclfi'  a  celebrated  faying  of  Chile,  one  of  the  Seven  Wift 
Men  of  Greece. 

*  Wlttt 
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What  makes  his  entertainments  fliine. 

What  gives  the  relifh  to  his  wine  ; 

He'll  tell  thee,  (if  he  fcorns  the  beaft) 

That  focial  pleafures  form  the  feaft. 

The  charms  of  beauty  too  fhall  cloy, 

Unlefs  the  foul  exalts  the  joy. 

The  mind  muil  animate  the  face. 

Or  cold  and  taftelefs  ev'ry  grace. 

'  What  1  muft  the  foul  her  pow'rs  difpenfc. 

To  raife  and  fwell  the  joys  of  fenle  ? 

Know,  too,  the  joys  of  fenfe  controul. 

And  clog  the  motions  of  the  foul : 

Forbid  her  pinions  to  afpire. 

Damp  and  impair  her  native  fire  ; 

And  fure  as  fenfe  (that  tyrant !)  reigns. 

She  holds  the  emprefs.  Soul,  in  chains. 

Inglorious  bondage  to  the  mind, 

Heav'n-born,  fublime,  and  unconfin'd  ! 

She's  independent,  fair,  and  great. 

And  juftly  claims  a  large  eftate  ; 

She  afks  no  borrow'd  aids  to  (hine. 

She  boafts  within  a  golden  mine ; 

But  like  the  treafures  of  Peru, 

Her  wealth  lies  deep  and  far  from  view.    . 

Say,  ihall  the  man  who  knows  her  woitb^ 

Debafe  her  dignity  and  birth  ; 

Or  e'er  repine  at  Heaven's  decree. 

Who  kindly  gave  her  leave  to  be  ; 

Call'd  her  from  nothing  into  day. 

And  built  her  tenement  of  clay. 

Hear  and  accept  me  for  your  guide, 

(Reafon  fhall  ne'er  defert  your  fide  ;) 

Who  liftens  to  my  wifer  voice. 

Can't  but  applaud  his  Maker's  choice  ; 

Pleas'd  with  that  firft  and  fov'reign  caufc, 

pieas'd  with  unerring  Wifdom's  laws  j 

^  Secure, 
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Secure,  fince  fov*reign  Goodnefs  reigni  $ 
Secure,  iince  fov'reign  Pow'r  obtains. 
«  With  curious  eyes  review  thy  fraxae  2 
This  fcience  fhall  direft  thy  claim. 
Doft  thou  indulge  a  double  view, 
A  long,  long  life,  and  happy  too  f 
Perhaps  a  farther  boon  you  crave-«»  - 
To  lie  down  eafy  b  the  grave. 
Know,  then,  my  didates  muft  prev^^ 
Or  furely  each  fond  wifli  fhall  fail. 
*  Come,  then,  is  Happinefs  thy  tiih-^ 
Let  mental  joys  be  all  thy  game. 
Repeat  the  fearch,  and  mend  your  pace^ 
The  capture  Ihall  reward  the  chace. 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  fprings. 
Convey  frefh  knowledge  on  it*s  wings  ; 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  flies. 
Record  the  good  as  well  as  wife. 

'  While  fuch  purfuits  your  thoughts  engagfe^ 
In  a  few  years  you'll  live  an  age. 
Who  meafures  life  by  rolling  years  f 
Fools  meafure  by  revolving  fpheres. 
Go  thou,  and  fetch  th'  unerring  rule 
From  Virtue's,  and  from  Wifdom's  fchool* 
Who  well  improves  life's  fhortefl  day, 
Will  fcarcc  regret  it's  fetting  ray  ; 
Contented  with  his  fhare  of  light. 
Nor  fear  nor  wifh  th'  approach  of  night : 
And  when  difeafe  aflaults  the  heart. 
When  ficknefs  triumphs  over  art, 
Rcfledlion  on  a  life  well  paft 
Shall  prove  a  cordial  to  the  laft ; 
This  med'cine  fhall  the  foul  fuftain. 
And  foften  or  fufpend  her  pain  ; 
Shall  break  Death's  fell  tyrannick  pow'r> 

'  And  calm  the  troubled  dying  hour/ 
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iBlefs'd  rules  of  cool  prudential  age ! 
I  liften'd,  and  rever'd  the  fage.  .. 

When,  loV^^rick,  divinely  bright, 
Defcends,  and  burfls  upon  my  fight ; 
A  feraph  of  illuibious  birth ! 
'{Religion  was  her  name  on  earth :)  ^ 

Supremely  fweet  her  radiant  face. 
And  blooming  with  celeftial  grace ! 
^hree  fliining  cherubs  form'd  her  train, 
Wav'd  their  light  wings,  and  reach'd  the  plaia  : 
2^aith,  with  iublime  and  piercing  eye. 
And  pinions  flutt'nbg  for  the  iky  ; 
Here  Hope,  that  fmiling  angel,  ftands. 
And  golden  anchors  grace  her  hands  ; 
There  Charity,  in  robes  of  white, 
Faireft  and  fav'rite  maid  of  light ! 

The  feraph  fpake— '  'Tis  Reafon's  part, 
'  To  govern,  and  to  guard  the  heart ; 

*  To  lull  the  wayward  foul  to  reft, 

*  When  hopes  and  fears  diftra£t  the  breaft. 

*  Reafon  may  calm  this  doubtful  ftrife, 
'  And  fteer  thy  bark  thro*  various  life : 

^  But  when  the  ftorms  of  death  are  nigh, 

*  And  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  fky, 
^  ShaU  Reafon  then  direa  thy  fail, 

^  Difperfe  the  clouds,  or  fink  th/s  gale  ? 

*  Stranger,  thi^  ikill  alone  is  mine, 

*  Skill !  that  tranfcends  his  fcanty  line.^^ 
*  That  hoary  fage  has  counfelPd  right; 

*  Be  wife,  nor  fcom  his  friendly  light. 

*  Revere  thyfelf — thou'rt  near  ally 'd 

*  To  angels  04  thy  better  fide. 

.  *  How  various  e'er  their  ranks  or  kinds, 

*  Angels  are  but  unbodied  minds  ; 

*  When  the  partition  walls  decay, 

*  Men  emerge  angels  &om  their  day. 

2  y  '  Yes, 
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'  Yes,  when  the  fhttkr  body  dies, 

'  The  foul  afferts  her  kindred  ikies. 

'  Bnt  minds,  tho'  fprung  from  heav'nly  rtoe^ 

*  Mufl  firfl  be  tutor'd  fi>r  the  place* 
'  (The  joys  above  are  underilood, 

*  And  relifh'd,  only  by  the  good.) 

«  Who  ihall  aiTume  this  guardian  care  f 

*  Who  (hall  fecure  their  birthright  there? 
'  Souls  are  my  charge — to  me  'tis  giv'a 

*  To  train  them  for  their  native  heav'n. 

•  Know,  then — Who  bow  the  early  knee, 

*  And  give  the  willing  heart  to  me  ;' 

*  Who  wifely,  when  Temptation  waits, 

*  Elude  her  frauds,  and  fpom  her  baits  ; 
'  Who  dar6  to  own  my  injor'd  caofe, 

*  Tho'  fools  deride  my  (acred  laws  ; 

*  Or  fcorn  to  deviate  to  the  wrong, 
«  'Tho'  Perfecution  lifts  her  thong  ; 

*  Tho'  all  the  fons  of  hell  confpire 

*  To  raife  the  fbke,  and  light  the  (ire: 

*  Know,  that  for  fuch  fuperior  fouls, 
'  There  lies  a  blifs  beyond  the  poles  ; 

*  Where  fpirits  (hine  with  purer  ray, 

*  And  brighten  to  meridian  day ; 

*  Where  Love,  where  boondlefs  Friendihip  mks, 

*  (No  friends  that  change,  no  love  that  cools !) 

*  Where  rifmg  floods  of  knowledge  roll, 

*  And  pou?,  and  poor  upon  the  foul!' 

*  But  Where's  the  pa(ragc  to  the  (kies?*— 

*  The  road  thro'  Death*s  black  valley  lies. 

*  Nay,  do  not  fhudder  at  my  tale; 

'  Tho'  dark  the  (hades,  yet  (afe  the  vale. 

*  This  path  the  beft  of  men  have  trod, 
'  And  who'd  decline  the  road  to  God? 
'  Oh !  'tis  a  glorious  boon  to  die  I 

*  This  favour  can't  be  priaiM  too  high.* 
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Whil€  thus  flic  fpake,  my  looks  exprefs'd 
The  raptures  kindling  in  my  breafl : 
My  foul  a  fix'd  attention  gave  ; 
When  the  ftem  monarch  of  the  grave 
With  haughty  ftrides  approach'd — amax'd, 
I  flood  and  trembled  as  I  gae'd. 
The  feraph  calm'd  each  anxious  fear. 
And  kindly  wip*d  the  falling  tear ; 
Then  haften'd  with  expanded  wing 
To  meet  the  pale,  terrifick  king. 
Bat  now  what  milder  fcenes  arife ! 
The  tyrant  drops  his  hoftile  guife: 
He  feems  a  youth  divinely  fair. 
In  graceful  ringlets  waves  his*  hair; 
His  wings  their  whitening  plumes  difplay. 
His  bumifli'd  plumes  refle£t  the  day. 
Ught  flows  his  fliining  azure  veft. 
And  all  the  angel  Hands  confefs'd. 

I  view'd  the  change  with  fweet  furprize. 
And,  oh !  I  panted  for  the  ikies ; 
Thanked  Heav'n,  that  e'er  I  drew  my  breath. 
And  triomph'd  in  the  tlioughts  of  Death. 


KENSINGTON    GARDEN. 

BY    MR.    TICKEL. 
Campos,  ubi  Troja  fuifc.  tixg. 

WHERE  Kenflngton,  high  o'er  the  neighb'ring  lands, 
Midfl  greens  and  fweets,  a  regal  fabrick  ftands. 
And  fees  each  fpring,  luxuriant  in  her  bow'rs, 
A  fnow  of  bloflbms,  and  a  wild  of  flow'rs. 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  in  crowds  repair 
To  groves  and  lawns,  and  unpollated  air. 

a  y  2  Here, 
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Here,  while  the  town  in  damps  and  darknefs  lics« 
They  breathe  in  fun-(hine,  and  fee  azure  ikies. 
Each  walk,  with  robes  of  various  dyes  befpread^ 
Seems  from  afar  a  moving  tulip-hed« 
Where  rich  brocades  and  glofly  damafks  glovCj^ 
And  chintz,  the  rival  of  the  ihow'ry  bow. 

Here  England's  daughter,  darling  of  the  landj 
Sometimes,  furronnded  with  her  virgin  band. 
Gleams  through  the  ihades :   fhe,  tow'ring  o'er  the  reftj^ 
Stands  faireil  of  the  fairer  kxo,^  confefs'd, 
Form'd  to  gain  hearts,  that  Bruafwick's  o^uie  deny'c^. 
And  charm  a  people  to  hfir  father's  fide. 

Long  have  thefe  groves  to  royal  guefts  been  known% 
Nor  Naflau  firft  preferr'd  them  to  a  throne. 
Ere  Norman  bani^^s  wav'd  in  Britifli  air  j; 
Ere  lordly  Hubba,  with  the  golden  hw, 
Pour'd  in  his  Danes ;  ere  elder  Julius  came ;; 
Or  Dardan  Brutus  gave  our  ifle  a  name ; 
A  prince  of  Albiojn's  lineage  grac'd  the  wood. 
The  fcene  of  wars,  and  ftain'd  with  lovers  blood.; 

You,  who  thro'  gazing  crowds,  your  captive  throng,. 
Throw  pangs  and  pailions  as  you  move  along. 
Turn  on  the  left,  ye  fair,  your  radiant  eyes. 
Where  all  unlevell'd  the  gay  garden  lies  : 
If  gen'rous  anguifh  for  another's  pains 
Ere  heav'd  your  hearts,  or  fhiver'd  through  your  veins. 
Look  down  attentive  on  the  pleafmg  dale. 
And  liflen  to  my  melancholy  tale. 

That  hollow  fpace,  where  now  ir^  living  rqws. 
Line  above  line,  the  yew's  fad  verdure  grows. 
Was,  ere  the  planter'^i  hand  it's  beauty  gave, 
A  common  pit,  a  rude  unfafhion'd  cave ; 
The  landfcape  now  fo  fweet  we  well  may  praife. 
But  far,  far  fweeter,  in  it's  ancient  days  ; 
Far  fweeter  was  it,  when  it's  peopled  ground 
With  fairy  domes  and  dazzling  tow'rs  were  crown*d^ 

Where 
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"Where  in  the  midft  thofe  verdant  pillars  fpring, 

Rofe  the  proud  palace  of  the  Elfin  king  | 

For  cv'ry  hedge  of  vegetable  green. 

In  happier  years,  a  crouded  ftreet  was  feen  j 

Nor  all  thofe  leaves,  that  now  the,  prolpeft  grace,         ^ 

Could  match  the  numbers  of  it's  pigmy  race.  '    ^    * 

What  urg'd  this  mighty  empire  to  it's  fate, 

A  tale  of  woe  and  wonder,  I  relate. 

When  Albion  ml'd  the  land,  whofe  lineage  cam© 
from  Neptune  mingling  witlt  a  mortal  dame. 
Their  midnight  pranks  the  fprightly  fairies  play'd 
On  ev'ry  hill,  and  dancM  in  ev'ry  fhade. 
But,  foes  to  funfliine,  moft  they  took  delight 
|n  dells  and  daled,  conceals  from  human  fight: 
There  hew'd  their  houfes  in  the  arching  rock  5 
Or  fcoop'd  the  bofom  of  the  blafted  oak  ; 
Or  heard,  o'erfhadow'd  by  fome  fhelving  hill. 
The  diftant  murmurs  of  the  falling  rill. 
They,  rich  in  pilfer'd  fpoils,  indulged  their  mirths 
And  pity'd  the  huge  wretched  fons  of  earth. 
5'en  now,  'tis  faid,  the  hinds  o'erhear  their  drain. 
And  drive  to  view  their  airy  forms  in  vain  ; 
They  to  their  ^ells  at  man's  approach  repair, 
Jjike  the  fhy  leveret,  or  the  mother  hare. 
The  whilfl  poor  mortals  dartle  at  the  found 
Of  unfeen  footfteps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  ^s  garden,  then  with  woods  o'ergrown. 
Stood  the  lov'd  feat  of  royal  Oberon. 
From  ev'ry  region,  to  his  palace-gate 
Came  peers  and  princes  of  the  fairy  date. 
Who,  rank'd  in  council  round  the  facred  fhade. 
Their  monarch's  will  and  great  beheds  obey'd. 
iprom  Thames  fair  banks,  by  lofty  tow'rs  adorn'd. 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chiefs  return'd  : 
Hence,  in  proud  robes,  and  colours  bright  and  gay, 
fihQi^c  ^Y*ry  knight  jind  ev'ry  lovely  fay. 

Whoe'er 
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Whoe'er,  on  Powell's  dazzling  ftage  difplay'd. 
Hath  fam'd  king  Pepin  and  hia  ooart  farvey'd. 
May  goefs,  if  old  by  modem  things  we  trace. 
The  pomp  and  fplendor  of  the  fairy  race, 

By:inagick  fmc'd,  by  fpell  encompafs'd  iXNUid, 
No  morul  tooch'd  this  interdided  ground  ; 
No  mortal  enter'd,  thofe  alone  who  came, 
Stol'n  from  the  coach  of  ibme  terreftrial  dame : 
For  ofc  of  babes  they  robb'd  the  matron's  bed. 
And  left  fome  dckly  changeling^in  their  ftead. 

Ic  chanc'd,  a  youth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  fofler'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood  ; 
Milkah,  for  wiles  above  her  peers  renown'd. 
Deep  ikill'd  in  charms  and  many  «;siyftick  ibund. 
As  through  the  regal  dome  (he  fought  Ibr  prey, 
Obferv'd  the  infant  Albion,  where  he  lay. 
In  mantles  ^roider'd  o'er  with  gorgeous  pride. 
And  dole  him  from  the  fleeping  mother's  fide. 

Who  now  but  Milkah  triumphs  in  her  mind ! 
Ah,  wretched  nymph,  to  future  evils  blind ! 
The  time  (hall  come  when  thou  fhalt  dearly  pay 
The  theft,  hard-hearted  !  of  that  guilty  day : 
Thou,  in  thy  turn,  (halt  like  the  queen  repine. 
And  all  her  forrows,  doubled,  (hall  be  thine  ; 
He  who  adorns  thy  houfe,  the  lovely  boy 
Who  now  adonis  it,  ihall  at  length  deftroy. 

Two  hundred  moons  in  their  pale  courfe  had  (een 
The  gay-rob'd  fairies  glimmer  on  the  green. 
And  Albion  now  had  reach'd  in  youthful  prime 
To  nineteen  years,  as  mortals  meafure  time. 
Flulh'd  with  refifUefs  charms,  he  fir'd  to  love 
Each  nymph  and  little  Dryad  of  the  grove ; 
For  ikilful  Milkah  fpar'd  not  to  employ 
Her  utmoft  art  to  rear  the  princely  boy. 
Each  fupple  limb  (he  fwath'd,  and  tender  bdftc. 
And  to  the  Elfin  flandard  kept  him  down  ; 


She 
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« 

She  robb'd  dwarf-elders  cf  their  fragrant  fruit. 

And  fed  him  early  with  the  daify's  root ; 

Whence  through  his  veins  the  powerful  juices  nut. 

And  form'd,  in  beajiteous  miniature,  the  man. 

Yet  Ml,  two  inches  taller  than  the  reft, 

Hb  lofty  port  his  human  birth  confeis'd ; 

A  foot  in  height,  how  (lately  did  he  (how ! 

How  look  fuperior  on  the  crowd  below ! 

What  knight  like  him  could  tofs  the  ruihy  lance! 

Who  move  (b  graceful  in  the  n&iy  dance ! 

A  ihape  fo  nice,  or  features  half  fo  fair. 

What  elf  could  boaft !  or  fuch  a  flow  of  hair!  * 

Bright  Kenna  faw,  a  princefs  bom  to  reign,  • 

And  felt  the  charmer  burn  iS;  ev'ry  vein* 

She,  heirefs  to  this  empire's  potent  lord, 

PraisM  like  the  flars,  and  next  the  moon  ador*d; 

She,  whom  at  diflance  thrones  and  princedoms  viewM^ 

To  whom  proud  Oriel  and  Azuriel  fu*d. 

In  her  high  palace  languifli'd,  void  of  joy,  , 

And  pin'd  in  fecret  for  a  mortal  boy. 

He  too  was  fmitten,  and  difcreetly  ftrove. 
By  courtly  deeds,  to  gain  the  virgin's  love ; 
For  her  he  cull'd  the  faireft  flow'rs  that  grew. 
Ere  morning  funs  had  drained  their  fragrant  dew ; 
He  chas'd  the  hornet  in  his  mid-day  flight. 
And  brought  her  glow-wornis  in  the  noon  of  night  s 
When  on  ripe  fruit  (he  caft  a  wilhing  eye. 
Did  ever  Albion  think  the  tree  too  high ! 
He  fhow'd  her  where  the  pregnant  goldfinch  hung. 
And  the  wren-mother  brooding  o'er  her  young ; 
To  her  th'  infcription  on  their  eggs  he  read, 
(Admire,  ye  clerks,  the  youth  whom  Milkah  bred !), 
To  her  he  fhow'd  each  herb  of  virtuous  juice. 
Their  pow'rs  diftinguifh'd,  and  deforib'd  their  ufe : 
All  vain  their  powers,  alas !  to  Kenna  prove. 
And  well  fung  Ovid,  •  There's -no  herb  Ibr  love/ 

^  At 
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As  when  a  gboft,  enlarged  from  realms  below« 
Seeks  it's  old  friend  to  tell  ibme  fecret  woe. 
The  poor  fliade  ihivcring  ftands>  and  mnft  not  break  ^. 

His  painfal  filence»  till  the  mortal  fpeak  ; 
So  far'd  it  with  the  little  love-fick  maid» 
Forbid  to  otter  what  her  eyes  betray'd. 
He  faw  her  anguifli,  and  revealM  his  fiaipe. 
And  fpar'd  the  bluihes  of  the  tongue-ty'd  dame» 
The  day  wduld  fail  me,  ihould  I  reckon  o'er 
The  iighs  they  laviih'd,  and  the  oaths  they  fwore  $ 
In  words  fo  melting,  that,  compar'd  with  thofe. 
The  niceft  courtQiip  of  terrefbial  beaus. 
Would  found  like  compliments  from  country  clowns 
To  red  cheek'd  fweet-hearts  in  tlieir  home-fpun  gowns^ 

All  in  a  lawn  of  many  a  varioQS  hue, 
A  bed  of  flow'rs  (a  fairy  foreft)  grew; 
*Twas  here,  one  noon,  the  gaudieft  of  the  May, 
The  ftill,  the  fecret,  filent  hour  of  day. 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip's  ample  fhade. 
Sate  the  young  lover,  and  th'  immortal  maid. 
They  thought  all  fairies  flept ;  ah,  lucklefs  pair  I  ^ . 

Hid,  but  in  vain,  in  the  fun's  noon- tide  glare  ! 
When  Albion,  leaning  on  his  Kenna's  breaft. 
Thus  all  the  foftnefs  of  his  foul  exprefs'd. 

*  AW  things  are  hufh'd.     The  fun's  meridian  rays 
'  Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  blaze ; 

•  Nor  moon  nor  ftar  in  heav'n's  blue  arch  is  feen 

•  With  kindly  rays  to  filver  o'er  the  green. 

•  Grateful  to  fairy  eyes ;  they  fecret  take 

'  Their  reft,  and  only  wretched  mortals  wake. 

•  This  dead  of  day  I  fly  to  thee  alone, 
'  A  world  to  me,  a  multitude  in  one. 

«  Oh,  fweet  as  dew-drops  on  thefe  flow'ry  lawns, 

•  When  the  fky  opens  and  the  ev'n.ing  dawns  I 

•  Straight  as  the  pink,  that  tow'rs  fo  high  in  air, 

•  Soft  as  the  blue-bell !  ^  the  daify,  fajr ! 
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r'BlefsM  be  t)ie  Hour,  when  firft  I  was  conveyM, 
An  infant  captive,  to  this  blifsful  ihade !      , 
"  And  blefsM  the  hand  that  did  mj  form  refine, 

*  And  ihrunk  my  (latiire  to  a  match  with  thine ! 

*  Glad,  I  for  thee  renonnce  my  royal  bifth, 

*  And  all  the  giant-daughters  of  the  earth. 

*  Thou,  if  thy  breaft  with  equal  ardonr  bom, 
'  Renounce  thy  kind,  and  love  for  love  return  : 

*  So  from  us  two,  combin'd  by  nuptial  ties, 

*  A  race  unknown  of  demi-godrihall  rife. 

*  Oh,  (peak,  my  love !  my  vows  with  vows  repay, 

*  And  fweetly  fwear  my  rffing  fears  *away,' 
To  whom  (the  fhining  azure  of  her  eyes 

More  brighten*d)  thus  th'  eiiimouf'd  maid  replies. 
*  By  all  the  ftars,  and  firft  the  glorious  moon, 

*  I  fwear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oberon, 

*  A  dreadful  oath !  no  prince  of  fkiry  line 

*  Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine. 

*  Where'er  my  footfteps  in  the  dance  are  foen, 

*  May  toad-ftools  rife,  and  mildews  blaft  the  green  ; 

*  May  the  keen  eaft-wind  blight  my  favorite  flowVs, 
«  And  fnakes  and  fpotted  adders  haunt  my  bow'rs. 

*  Confined  whole  ages  in  an  hemlock  fliade, 

*  There  rather  pine  I  a  negledled  maid  ; 

*  Or  worfe,  exil'd  from  Cynthia's  gentle  rays, 

*  Parch  in  the  fun  a  thoufand  fummer  days ; 

*  Than  any  prince,  a  prince  of  fairy  line, 

*  In  facred  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine.* 
She  ended :  and  with  lips  of  rofy  hue, 

Dipp'd  five  times  over  in  ambrofial  dew. 
Stifled  his  words.     When  from  his  covert  rcar'd. 
The  frowning  brow  of  Oberon  appear'd. 
A  fun-flower's  trunk  was  near,  whence  (killing  fight!) 
The  monarch  iflu'd,  half  an  ell  in  height : 
'  Full  on  the  pair  a  furious  look  he  caft. 
Nor  fpake,  but  gave  his  bugle-horn  a  blaft, 

2  Z  That 


^hit  dmmgh  the  woodland  edio^A  ifar  tnd  wUe» 
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And  drew  a  fwarm  of  fsbrj€6b  to  Ms  fide. 

A  hundred  chofim  knights,  in  war  renowned,  *    -  -'  * 

Drive  Albion*  banifli'd  from  the  iacred  groond  ;      '     -  -  '  ^ 

And  twice  ten  myriads  gaard  the  bright  id>odes. 

Where  the  proud  ldng>  among  his  dem!-gods» 

For  Kenna's  fudden  hidal  bids  prepare^  ^'*^ ' 

And  to  Azaricl  pves  the  weeping  fair.  .* '" 

If  fame  in  arms,  with  ancient  birth  combin'd^  ■"' 

And  faultlefs  beauty,  and  a fpotleis -mind,  -  -'' 

To  love  and  praife can  gen'rons  fouls. incKne,  "'-^ 

That  love,  Azuriel,  and  that  praile  were  thine.  "^ 

Blood,  only  leis  than  royal,  fill'd  thy  veins. 
Proud  was  thy  roof,  and  large  thy  fair  domains:.  '^  ' 

Where  now  the  ikies  high  Holland  Houfe  invades. 
And  (hort-liv'd  Warwick  fadden'd  all  the  (hades. 
Thy  dwelling  flood ;  nor  did  in  him  afford 
A  nobler  owner,  or  a  lovelier  lord. 
For  thee  a  hundred  fields  produced  their  ftore,  -  -*^ 

And  by  thy  name  ten  thoufand  vaflals  fwore;  ^^^-^ 

So  lov'd  thy  name,  that*  at  their  monarch's  choice^  - 
All  fairy  fhouted  with  a  general  voice.  -^ 

Oriel  alone  a  fecrct  rage  fupprefs'd,  .      .  - :  ,^ 

That  from  his  bofom  heav'd  the  golden  vtft.  - ,    '•  vt 

Along  the  banks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran,  .  ;..?i 

Wide  was'  his  range,  and  populous  his  clan*  ^.rA 

When  cleanly  fcrvants,  if  we  trufl  old  tales, 
Xeiides  their  wages  had  good  fairy  vails,  -     '^ 

Whole  heaps  of  filver  tokens,  nightly  paid 
The  careful  wife  or  the  neat  dairy-maid,  - .    j  ^ 

Sunk  not  his  ftores*    With  fmiles  and  powerful  brib€lt 
He  gained  the  leaders  of  his  neighbour  tribes  ;  ^   . 

And  ere  the  night  the  face  of  heav'n  had  chang'd, 
-Stneath  his  banners  half  the  fairies  ranged. 

Meanwhile,  driven  back  to  earth,  a  lonely  way,  -.  -  - 

The  chcarlefs  Albion  wander'd  half  the  dv»         *  -  -  -  -^ 

A  Ion; 
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Along,  longJQvmry*  dioakM widi brakersnd .tkoitei'  x'T 

Ill-meafur'd  by  ten  thou&nd  barley-^oms. 

Tir'd  out  at  length*  a  Spreading  ftream  he  fpy'd. 

Fed  by  old  Thame,  H>  danghter  of  the  tide :  *: 

*Twas  then  a  fpreading  ftream;  though  now  it's  faow         '^ 

Obfcar*d,  it  bears  the  creek's  inglorions  name. 

And  creeps,  as  through  contraOed  bounds  it  ftrays,  ^ 

A  leap  for  boys  in  theie  degenerate  days. 

On  the  clear  chryftai's  verdant  bank  he  ftood. 
And  thrice  look'd  backward  on  th6  &tal  wood. 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  thnce  he  beat  his  breaH, 
And  thus  in  tears  his  kindred  gods  addrels'd. 

•  If  true,  ye  wat'ty  powers,  ^y  liaeage  came 
'  From  Neptune  xningG&g  with  a  mortal  dame ; 
'  Down  to  his  court,  with  coral  garlands  crown'd, 
'  Through  all  your  grottos  waft  my  plaintive  found, 
'  And  urge  the  god,  whofe  trident  ihakes  the  earth, 

•  To  grace  his  offspring,  and  aflert  my  births' 
He  faid«    A  gentje  Naiad  heard  his  pray'r ; 

And,  touched  with  pity  for  a  lover's  care. 
Shoots  to  die  fea,  where,  low  beneath  the  tid^s. 
Old  Neptune  in  th'  unfathomM  depth  reiides* 
RouzM  at  the  news,  the  fea's  ftern  fultan  (wore 
Revenge,  and  fcarce  from  pr^fent  arm?  forbore  ; 
But  firil  thie  nymph  his  harbinger  he  fends. 
And  to  her  care  his  fav'rite  boy  commends^ 

As  through  the  Thames  her  backward  courfe  ihe  guides^ 
Driven  up  his  current  by  the  refluent  tides. 
Along  his  Imi^  tl^e  pigmy  legions  fpread 
She  (pies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head. 
Soon  widi  wrong'd  Albion's  name  the  hoft  fhe  fires. 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god  among  his  fires  ; 

•  The  ocean's  god^  by  whom  fliall  be  o'erthrown 
'  (Styx  heard  his  oathj  the  tyrant  Oberon. 

•  See  here,  beneath  a  toad-fiool's  d^dly  gloom, 
'  Lies  Albion  :  Urn  the  fates  your  leader  doom. 

r      '  2Za  «  Hear.^ 
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*  Hear,  and  obey;  ^tis  Neptane^s  pew'rful  call ; 

*  By  him  Azuriel  and  hia  king  fhaU  fall.' 

She  faid.    They  bow'd ;  and  on  their  (hield  upbore, 
With  ihoots,  their  new.-faluted  emperor. 
£*en  Oriel  ixnil'd :  at  leaft,  to  fmile  he  ftrove^ 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumph'd  over  love* 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  ihade« 
By  gods  protedtedy  and  by  hods  obey'd  ; 
A  flave,  a  chief,  by  fickle  Fortune's  play. 
In  the  ihort  courfe  of  one  revolving  day. 
What  wonder  if  the  youth,  fo  ilrangely  blefs'd. 
Felt  his  heart  flutter  in  his  little  bread  I 
His  thick-embattled  troops,  with  fecret  pride. 
He  views  extended  half  an  acre  wide  ; 
More  light  he  treads,  more  tall  he  (ieems  to  rife. 
And  ilruts  a  draw-breadth  nearer  to  the  ikies. 

O  fo^  thy  Mnfe,  great  bard  *,  whofe  lofty  ftrain^ 
In  battle  join'd  the  Pygmies  and  the  Cranes  i 
Each  gaudy  knight,  had  I  that  warmth  divine. 
Each  colour'd  legion  in  my  verfe  fhould  fhine. 
But  iimple  I,  and  innocent  of  art. 
The  tale,  that  footh'd  my  infant  years,  impart ; 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter  eves,  untir'd. 
And  iing  the  battles  that  my  nurfe  infpir'd. 

Now  the  ihrill  corn-pipes,  echoing  loud  to  arms. 
To  rank  and  file  reduce  the  ftraggling  fwarms  : 
Thick  rows  of  fpears  at  once,  with  fudden  glare, 
A  grove  of  needles,  glitter  in  the  air ; 
lioofe  in  the  wind  fmall  ribband  dreamers  flow, 
Dipp'd  in  all  colours  of  the  heav'nly  bow;. 
And  the  gay  hod,  tjiat  now  it's  march  purfues. 
Gleams  o'er  the  meadows  in  a  thoufand  Jiues. 

On  Buda's  plains,  thus  formidably  bright. 
Shone  Afia's  fons,  a  pleafing,  dreadful  fight. 

*  Mr.  Addifosi* 
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III  various  robes  their  Aiken  troops  were  feen. 
The  blue,  the  red>  and  prophet's  (acred  green  : 
When  blooming  Brunfwick,  near  the  Danube's  floods 
Firft  ftain'd  his  maiden  fword  in  Turkiih  blood. 

Unfeen  and  filent  march  the  (low  brigades. 
Through  pathlefs  wilds,  and  unfrequented  (liades* 
In  hopes  already  vanqui0i'd  by  furpriase. 
In  Albion's  pow'r  the  fairy  empire  lies  ; 
Already  has  he  feiz'd  on  Kenna's  charms. 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

The  march  concludes ;  and  now,  in  profped  near* 
But  fenc'd  with  arms,  the  hoftile  tow'rs  appear  2    ,        . 
For  Oberon,  or  Druids  falfely  (ing. 
Wore  his  prime-vizier  in  a  magick  ring : 
A  fubtle  fprit^,  that  opening  plots  foretold. 
By  fudden  dimnefs  on  the  beamy  gold. 
Hence,  in  a  crefcent  form'd,  his  legions  bright,  . 
With  beating  bofoms,  waited  for  the  fight ; 
To  charge  their  foes  they  march,  a  glitt'ring  baadt 
And  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  (Und. 

What  rage  that  hour  did  Albion's  foul  po(Ie(8, 
liet  chiefs  imagine,  and  let  lovers  guefs  1 
Forth  ifTuiug  from  his  ranks,  that  ilrove  in  vain 
To  check  his  courfe,  athwart  the  dreadful  plain 
He  (bides  indignant ;  and,  with  haughty  cries. 
To  (ingle  fight  the  fairy  prince  defies. 

*  Forbear,  rafli  youth,  th'  unequal  war  to  try  ; 
'  Nor,  fprung  from  mortals,  with  immortals  vie. 

*  No  god  (lands  ready  to  avert  thy  doom, 

*  Nor  yet  thy  grandfirc  of  the  waves  is  come.' 

My  words  are  vain^.-no  words  the  wretch  can  move. 
By  beauty  dazzled,  and  bewitched  by  love : 
He  longs,  he  burns,  to  win  the  glorious  prize  ; 
And  fees  no  danger,  while  he  fees,  her  eyes. 

Now  from  each  hjoft  the  eager  warriors  Hart, 
And  furious  Albion  flings  his  hafty  dart : 

Twas 
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'Twas  feather'd  fixmi  the  bec't  tnmiparent  wing^ 
And  it's  ihaft  ended  in  a  hornet's  ftbg ;  ,,  |^ 

Bat«  tofi'd  in  rage,  it  flew  without  a  wound,  .^,r 

High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiltlefs  pierc'd  the  ground.  r 

Not  fo  Azuriers :  with  unerring  aim,  ^:;\ 

Too  near  the  needle-pointed  jav'Un  came,  .* 

Drove  through  the  feven-fold  ihidd  and  filkf  n  Teft» 
And  lightly  ras'd  the  lover's  ivory  breaft.  ^ 

l^OQ^'d  at  the  fmart,  and  ri&ng  to  the  blow,  \ 

With  his  keen  fword  he  cleaves  his  fairy  Ibe ;  • 

.    Sheer  from  the  ihoulder  to  the  waift  he  cleavesj 
And  of  one  ann  the  tott*ring  trunk  bereaves. 

His  ufelefs  fteel  brave  Albion  wields  no  morr» 
But  ftemly  fmiles,  and  thinks  the  combat  o'er :  > 

So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  ftrain. 
Or  lefs  than  fairy  felt  the  deadly  pain. 
But  empyreal  forms,  howe'er  in  fight 
Gafh'd  and  difmember'd,  eafily  unite. 
As  fbme  frjul  cup  of  China's  purefl  mold. 
With  azure  varnifh'd,  and  bedrop'd  with  gold,  .  .t 

Tho*  broke,  if  cur'd  by  feme  nice  virgin's  hands^ 
In  it's  old  Hrength  and  prifline  beauty  flands ;  ^^ 

The  tumults  of  the  boiling  Bohea  braves. 
And  holds  fecure  the  coffee's  fable  waves ;  ^. 

So  did  Azuricl's  arm,  if  fame  fay  true. 
Rejoin  the  vital  trunk  whence  firfl  it  grew ; 
And,  whild  in  wonder  fix'd  poor  Albion  ftood, 
Plung'd  the  curs'd  fabre  in  his  heart's  warm  blood« 
The  golden  broidery  tender  Milkah  wove. 
The  breafl  to  Kenna  facred  and  to  love. 
Lie  rent  and  mangled ;  and  the  gaping  wound 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  purple  on  the  ground. 
The  jetty  lufbe  fickens  in  his  eyes  ; 
On  his  cold  cheeks  the  bloomy  frefhnefs  c^es : 
«  Oh,  Kenna,  Kenna!'  thrice  he  try'd  tp  by} 
*  Kenna,  farewel !'  and  fighM  his  fon)  ai?9ay« 


His 
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.....     -r.V   :f..'j/    ' 

His  fall  the  Dryadr  with  loud  fhrieks  deplore*  , ,  f 

By  filler  Naiads  echoM  from  the  ihore ;        .  . .    ,,,,.1 

Thence  down  to  Neptune's  fecret  realms  cony/eyfd«.  .  ,  .,..»: 
Through  grots^  and  glooms,  and  many  a  coral  ihad^. , ;  ~^^; 
The  fea's  great  fire,  with  looks  denouncing  war» 
The  trident  fhakes,  and  mounts  the  pearly  car  :  , , 

With  one  ftern  frown  the  wide-fpread  deep  deform^,., ..  .  , , 
And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  ilorms.  ,     .  ;   ,       - 

O'er  foaming  mountains,,  and  through  bnriUng.tide/^,,  „ 
Now  high,  now  low,  the  bounding  chariot  lides,  .,  .  t .,.  ,.r- 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a  loud  whirlwind's  roar   .    .    ,. 
It  fiioots,  and  lands  him  on  the  deHin'd  ihore« 

Now  fix'd  on  earth  his  tow'ring  ftaturie  ibod,     .  ^    L   .» ' 
Hung  o'er  the  mountains,  and  o'erlook'd  the  wood.      ^l  ^ 
To  Brumpton's  grove  one  ample  firide  he  took^ 
(The  vallies  trembled,  and  the  forefls  (hook ;) 
The  next  huge  ilep  reach'd  the  devoted  fhade,  .. 
Where  choak'd  in  blood  was  wretched  Albion  la|d  i^. 
Where  now  the  vanquifh'd,  with  the  vidors  join'd, . 
Beneath  the  xegal  banners  fbod  combin'd* 

Th'  embattled  dwarfs  with  rage  and  fcorn  he  pafs'd«    . . 
And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindidliye  caft. 
It's  deep  foundations  his  long  trident  cleaves. 
And  high  in  air  th'  up-rooted  empire  heaves ; 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vaft  ruin  hung. 
Which  on  the  foe  with  force  divine  he  flung : 
Aghaft  the  legions  in  th'  approaching  fhade, 
Th*  inverted  fpires  and  rocking  domes  furv^'d. 
That  downward  tumbling  on  the  hoft  below, 
Crufli'd  the  whole  nation  at  one  dreadful  blow. 
Tow'rs,  arms,  nymphs,  warriors,  are  together  lod. 
And  a  whole  empire  falls  to  foothe  fad  Albion's  ghpll. 

Such  was  the  period,  long  reftrain'd  by  Fate, 
And  fuch  the  downfal  of  the  fairy  fiate. 
This  dale,  a  pleafing  region,  not  unblefs'd, 
Thi«  date  poffcfi'd  they;  and  had  ftill  poffefs'd. 

Had 
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Had  not  thdr  montrdl,  wiih  t  fatkcfr's  pride,  *  -  -^' 

Rent  from  her  lord  th* invioltble  bride; '  -     .  .  ■ .  n 

Rafh  to  diffi>lv^  the  contnid  lealM  abore. 

The  iblemn  ▼ows,  and  facred  bonds  of  love.  *  ^ 

Now,  where  his  elves  fo  brightly  danc'd  the  rottiid. 

No  violet  breathes,  nor  daify  paints  the  groviid  ; 

His  tow'rs  and  people  fill  one  common  grave, 

A  fhapelefs  ruin,  and  a  barren  cave*  -'' 

Beneath  hnge  hills  of  finoking  piles  he  lay, 
Stonn'd  and  confennded,  a  whole  rammer's  day* 
At  length  awak'd,  (for  what  can  long  reftndn  '' 

Unbody'd  fpirits !)  but  awak'd  in  pain :  "** 

And  as  he  faw  the  defblated  wood. 

And  the  dark  den  where  once  his  empire  flood,  -    ' 

Grief  chill'd  his  heart ;  to  his  haIf.open*d  eyes. 
In  ev*ry  oak  a  Neptune  fcem'd  to  rife. 
He  fled  ;  and  left,  with  all  his  trembling  peers. 
The  long  pofleffion  of  a  thoufand  years.  '^ 

Thro'  bufli,  thro'  brake,  thro'  groves,  and  gloomy  d^» 
Thro'  dank  and  dry,  o'er  ftreams  and  flow'ry  t^les, 
Dired  they  fled ;  bat  often  look'd  behind. 
And  ilopp'd  and  flarted  at  each  ruffling  wind. 
Wing'd  with  like  fear,  his  abdicated  bands  '    - 

Difperfe  and  wander  into  difF'rent  lands  :  -  '-'^'' 

Part  did  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  caverns  lie,  * 

In  fllent  glooms  impervious  to  the  iky  ;  • 

Part  on  fair  Avon's  margin  feek  repofe,  '  ■'  ■ 

Whofe  ilream  o'er  Britain's  midmoft  regioit  flowsy 
Where  formidable  Neptune  never  came. 
And  feas  and  oceans  are  but  known  by  fame  ; 
Some  to  dark  woods  and  fecret  fliades  retreat^ 
And  fome  on  mountains  chufe  their  airy  feat* 
There  haply  by  the  ruddy  damfel  feen. 
Or  fliepherd-boy,  they  featly  foot  the  green,  ';;  ' 

While  from  their  fteps  a  circling  verdure  fprings  ; 
But  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  courts  of  kings. 
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Iteanwhile  fad  KtaxkA,  loth  to  quit  the  grov^^ 
Hong  o'er  the  body  x>f  her  breathlefi  love ; 
TrjrM  ev*^  art  (vain  arts  I)  to  change  his  do6A, 
And  vow^d  (vain  vows  ! )  to  join  him  in  the  tomb. 
What  could  ihe  do  ;  the  Fates  alike  deny 
The  dead  to  live,  or  fairy  forms  to  die^ 

An  herb  there  grows,  (the  fame  old  Hornet  tells  *  . 
Ulyffes  bore  to  rival  Circe^s  fpells ;) 
It's  root  is  ebon-bhck,  but  fends  to  light 
A  ftem  that  bends  with  flowVets  milky  white  $ 
Moly  the  plant,  which  gods  ^nd  fairies  know. 
But  fecret  kept  from  mortal  men  below* 
On  his  pale  limbs  it's  virtuous  juice  (he  thcd^ 
And  murmur'd  myftick  numbers  oW  the  dead  | 
When,  lo  !  the  little  ihape;  by  magick  powV, 
Grew  lefs  and  lefs,  contraded  to  a  flow'r  s 
A  flow'r,  that  firil  in  this  fweet  garden  iinii'd. 
To  virgins  facred,  and  the  fnow-drop  ftyl'd. 

The  nfcw-bom  plant  with  fweet  regret  flie  view'd, 
Warm'd  with  her  iighs,  ancT  with  her  tears  bedew'd ; 
It's  ripen'd  feeds  from  bank  to  bank  convey'd. 
And  with  her  lover  whiten'd  half  the  (hade. 
Thus,  won  from  death,  each  fpring  ihe  fees  him  growir 
And  glories  in  the  vegetable  (how ; 
Which  now  increas'd  through  wide  Britannia's  plains. 
It's  parent's  warmth  and  fpotlefs  name  retains ; 
Firft  leader  of  the  flow'ry  race  afpires. 
And  foremoft  catches  the  fun's  genial  fires ; 
Midft  frofb  and  fnows.  triumphant  dares  appear. 
Mingles  the  feafons,  and  leads  on  the  year. 

Deferted  now  of  all  the  pigmy  race. 
Nor  man  nor  fairy  touch'd  this  guilty  place. 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  rolling  age, 
It^y  accurs'd,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  ragt; 

-  •  Odyffcy,  lib.  x. 
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Till  great  Naflau  rccloUi'd  the  drfart  ihadc, 
Thincc  ftcred  to  BritannU*s  mon^du  made* 
•Twas  then  the  grecn-rob'd  nymph,  fair  Kenna^  came ^ 
•  .(Kensa,  that  gave  the  neighboring  town  h^s  name) 
Prond  when  ihe  faw  th'  ennobled  garden  fhine 
With  nymphs  and  heroes  of  her  lover's  line. 
She  vow'd  to  grace  the  manfions  once  her  own. 
And  pi&are  out  in  plants  the  fairy  town.  ^ . 

To  far-fam'd  Wife  her  flight  unfeen  (he  fped. 
And  with  gay  profpefts  fiU'd  the  craftfman's  head  | 
Soft  in  his  fancy  drew  a  pleafing  fcheme. 
And  plann'd  that  landfcape  in  a  morning  dream* 
With  the  fweet  view  the  fire  of  gardens  fir'd. 
Attempts  the  labonr  by  the  nymph  infpir'd  ; 
The  walls  and  ftreets  in  rows  of  yew  defigns. 
And  forms  the  town  in  all  it's  ancient  lines ; 
The  corner  trees  he  lifts  more  high  in  air. 
And  girds  the  palace  with  a  verdant  fqoare ; 
Nor  knows,  while  round  he  views  the  riUng  icenes. 
He  builds  a  dty  as  he  plants  hif  greens. 

With  a  fad  pleafure  the  aerial  maid 
This  image  of  her  ancient  realm  furvey'd ; 
How  chang'd>  how  fallen  from  it's  primsval  pride ! 
Yet  here  each  moon,  ^hc  hour  her  lover  dy'd. 
Each  moon  his  folemn  obfequies  ihe  pays. 
And  leads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's  rays  % 
Pleas'd  in  thefe  (hades  to  head  her  fairy  train. 
And  grace  the  groves  where  Albion's  kinixnen  jreign. 
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DEATH    AND     THE     DOCTOR. 

:CASIONED     BY     A     PHYSICIAN's    LAlfPO^NIKC    A    FKIENJI 
OF    THE    AVTHOR» 

BY     MR.     GARRXCK. 

AS  Dodor  •  *  mufing  fat. 
Death  faw>  idi  came  without  delay : 
Enters  the  room,  begins  the  chat. 
With,  '  Dodtor,  why  fo  thoughtful,  pray?' 

The  dodor  ftarted  from  his  place. 
But  foon  they  more  familiar  grew : 

And  then  he  told  his  piteous  cafe. 
How  trade  was  low,  and  friends  were  few.    ' 

*  Away  with  fear  !*  the  phantom  faid^ 

As  foon  as  he  had  heard  his  tale:  ' 

*  Take  my  advice,  and  mend  yoin*  trade  ; 

•  We  both  are  lofers  if  you  fail, 

*  Go,  write ;  your  wit  in  fatire  ihow-^ 

•  No  matter  whether  fmart  or  true;  *  . 
'  Call  •  *  names,  the  greateft  foe 

•  To  dullnefs,  folly,  pride,  and  you. 

*  Then  copies  fpread  (there  lies  the  trick ;) 

•  Among  your  friends  befure  you  fend  *em : 
'  For  all  who  read  will  foon  grow  fick, 

•  And  when  you're  calPd  upon,  attend  'em. 

'  Thus  trade  increafing  by  degrees, 
^  Dodlor,  we  both  (hall  have  our  ends : 

*  For  you  are  fure  to  have  your  fees, 
^  And  I  am  fure  to  have  your  friendt.' 
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THE    BLACKBIRDS. 
Air  BLCcr. 
BY     MR.    JAGO.  V 

THE  fan  had  chas'd  the  moantain  fnaw» 
And  kindly  loosM  the  fh)zen  foil  j 
The  melting  fbeapis  began  to  flow^ 
And  plowmen  urg'd  their  annual  toil. 

'Twas  then,  amid  the  vocal  throng. 
Whom  nature  wakes  to  mirth  and  loFe> 

A  blackbird  rads*d  his  am'rous  fong. 
And  thus  it  echoed  thro'  the  grove. 

•  O  faireil  of  the  feathered  train ! 

«  For  whom  t  fing,  for  whom  I  burn  5 
«  Attend  with  pity  to  my  flrain, 

*  And  grant  my  love  a  kind  return. 

*  For  fee,  the  wint'ry  ftorms  are  flown, 

*  And  gentle  zephyrs  fan  the  air  ; 

*  Let  us  the  genial  influence  own» 

'  Let  us  the  vernal  paitime  fhare. 

•  The  raven  plumes  his  jetty  wing, 

*  To  pleafe  his  croaking  paramour ; 
^  The  larks  refponilv^  ditties  ling, 

<  And  tell  their  paflion  as  they  fbar, 

♦  But  truft  me,  love,  the  raven's  wing 
'  Is  not  to  be  compared  with  mine  ; 

^  Nor  can  the  lark  fo  fweetly  fing 
f  As  I,ywho  ilrength  with  fweetnefs  join. 
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^  O,  let  me  all  thy  fteps  attend ! 

'  I'l^  point  new  treafores  to  thy  fight ; 
«  Whether  thegrore  Ay  wUhnb^cnd,-^    . 

*  Or  hedge-rows  green,  or  meadows  brigbt. 

*  ril  ihew  my  loye  the  clcareil  rill, 

'  Who(e  flreams  among  the  pebbles  ftray  ; 

*  Thefe  will  we  iip,  and  fip  our  fill,.     .  ,    :  •       ^.  . 

*  Or  on  the  flow*ry  margin  play*  .       .  .  f . 

*  Ml  lead  her  to  the  thickeft  brdce, 

*  Impervious  to  the  fchool-boy's  eye ; 

*  For  her  the  plaifter'd  neft  ril  make,  ,, 
'  And  on  her  downy  pinions  lic^ 

*  When  prompted  by  a  mother's  care, 

'  Her  warmth  fhall  form  th'  imprifon'd  yoong, 
«  The  pleafmg  tafk  Pll  gladly  fhare,  .    , 

*  Or  chear  her  labours  with  my  fong. 

*  To  bring  her  food  Til  range  the  fields, 

*  And  cull  the  beft  of  ev'ry  kind; 

*  Whatever  Nature's  bounty  yields, 

*  And  love's  arduous  care  can  find* 

*  And  when  my  lovely  mate  would  iftray 
^  To  tafte  the  fummer  fwcets  at  large, 

'  I'll  wait  at  home  the  live-long  day, 
<  And  tend  with  care  our  little  charge* 

'  Then  prove  with  me  the  fwects  of  love, 

*  With  me  divide  the  cares  of  life  ; 
f  No  bufli  fhall  boaft  in  all  the  grove 

^  §0  fond  a  mate,  fo  blefe'd  a  wife/ 

He 
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^  '•  He  ceasM  his  fong.    The  flielting  dune  ' 

With  foft  indolgencelirtlrd  the  fWJi  f  ^  ' 
8hc  felt,  ihe  own**,"  t'Mtittfal  flime; 
And  haAed  tii  relieve  his  pain. 

He  led  her  to  the  nuptial  bower. 

And  neftled  clofely  to  her  fide ; 
The  fondeil  bridegroom  of  that  hour> 

And  ihe  the  moft  delighted  bride. 

■  ■  ■* 

Next  mom  he  wak'd  her  with  a  fong  i 

'  Behold/  hefaid,  «  the  new-bom  da^ ! 
'  The  lark  his  matin  peal  has  rang, 

•  Aiife,  my  love>  and  come  away.*'  */ 

Together  thro*  the  fields  they  flray*d. 

And  to  the  murra'Hng  rir^et's  fide; 
KenewM  their  vows,  and  hopp'd  and  p!a]f*4j| 

With  honeft  joy,  and  decent  pride. 

When,  oh  \  with  grief  the  Mnfe  relate* 

The  mooraful  feqael  of  my  tale  ; 
Sent  by  an  order  from  the  Fates, 

A  gunner  met  them  in  the  vale. 

AIarm*d,  the  lover  cry*d,  *  My  dear, 

•  Hafte,  hafte  away,  from  danger  fly  I 
^  Here,  gunner  I  point  thy  thunder  here  $ 

•  O,  fpare  my  lowt,  and  let  me  die!* 

At  him  the  gumter  took  his  aim  ; 

His  aim,  alas !  was  all  too  true?    ' 
O I  had  he  chofe  fome  other  game ! 

Or  ihot^-^as  he  was  wont  to  do ! 
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Divided  pair  I  forpfp  the  wroBf  > 

Wkilc  I  with  tears  your  fate  rehearfe  ^  ,.1 

I'll  join  the  widow's  plaintive  fong» 

And  (ave  the  lover  in  my  verfo* 


ODE      TO      DEATH. 

TRANSLATED     FROM     THB     FRSKCH     OF     THB     KINO     Of 
PRUSSIA. 

BY    DR,    HAWKESWORTH. 

YET  a  few  years,  or  days  perhaps^  ^  ' 

Or  moments  pais  with  filent  lapfe. 
And  time  to  me  fhall  be  no  more  (  v 

No  more  the  fan  theie  eyes  (hall  view. 
Earth  o'er  thefe  limbs  her  daft  (hall  ftipew; 
And  life's  fantaftick  dream  be  o'er. 

Alas !  I  toach  the  dreadful  brink  ;  «.->-' 

From  Nature's  vcrgt  impell'd  I  fink  i 

And  endlefs  darknefs  wraps  me  r0dnd  I 
Yes,  Death  is  ever  at  my  hand, 
Faft  by  my  bed  he  takes  his  ftand. 

And  conilant  at  my  board  is  found* 

_i  " 
Earth,  air,  and  £re,  and  water^  joi«  :  .  . .    * 

Againft  this  fleeting  life  of  mine  4  #  .  • 

And  where  for  fuccour  can  I  fly? 
If  art,  with  flatt'ring  wile$,  pretend      ■ '^  >  ■  ^ 

To  fliield  me  like  a  guardian. friend,.  -      * 

By  Art,  ere  Nature  bids,  I  die.    • 

I  fee  this  tyrant  of  the  mind. 
This  idol  Flefli,  to  duft  confiynM, 
Once  call'd  from  duft  by  Pow'r  divine ; 
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It's  features  change !  ^tispakl  'tis  coId-«» 
Hence,  dreadful  fpedre !  10  behold 
Thy  afpedi^  is  to  make  it  mine* 

And  can  I,  then,  with  guilty  pride. 
Which  fear  nor  fhame  can  quell  or  hide. 

This  flefh  (till  pamper  and  adorn ! 
Thus  vicwng  what  I  fbon  (hall  be. 
Can  what  I  am  demand  the  knee,, 

Or  look  on  aught  around  with  fcom  ? 

But  then  this  (park  that  warms,  that  guides^ 
That  lives,  that  thinks,  what  fate  betides  I 

Can  this  be  duft,  a  kneaded  dod! 
This  yield  to  death!  the  foul,  the  mind. 
That  meafores  heaven,  and  mounts  the  wiiid» 

That  knows»  at  once,  itfelf  and  God  I 

Great  Caufe  of  all,  above,  below. 
Who  knows  thee,  muft  for  ever  know. 

Immortal  and  diyine  I 
Thy  image  on  my  foul  imprefs'd. 
Of  endlefs  being  is  the  teft. 

And  bids  eternity  be  mine  I 

Tranfporting  thought  !-^but  am  I  fure 
That  endlefs  life  will  joy  fecure  ? 

Joy's  only  to  the  juft  decreed  ! 
The  guilty  wretch  expiring,  goes 
Where  Vengeance,  endlefs  life  beilows,. 

That  endlefs  mis'ry  may  fucceed* 

Great  God,  how  awful  is  the  fcene! 
A  breath,  a  tranfient  breath  between  j 
And  can  I  jeA,  and  taught  and  play ! 
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To  earth,  alas !  too  firmly  bound. 
Trees  deeply  rooted  in  the  ground^ 
Are  fluver'd  when  they're  totn  ciway. 

Vain  joys,  which  envy'd  greatnefs  gaiASg 
How  do  ye  bind  with  filken  chains. 

Which  afk  Herculean  ftrength  to  break ! 
How  with  new  terrors  have  ye  arm'd 
The  pow'r  whofe  flighted  glance  alarm'd ! 

How  many  deaths  of  one  ye  make  I 

Yet,  dumb  with  wonder,  I  behold 
Man's  thoughtlefs  race,  in  error  bold. 

Forget  or  fcorn  the  laws  of  death; 
With  thefe  no  projefts  coincide. 
Nor  vows,  nor  toils,  nor  hopes,  they  guide^ 

Each  thinks  he  dtaws  immortal  breath. 

Each,  blind  to  Fate's  approaching  hour, 
Intngues  or  fights  for  wealth  or  pow'r. 

And  ilumb'ring  dangers  dare  provoke : 
And  he,  who,  tott'ring,  fcarce  fuftains 
A  century's  age,  plans  future  gains. 

And  feels  an  unexpeOed  ilroke* 

Go  on,  unbridled,  defp'rate  band. 

Scorn  rocks,  gulphs,  winds,  fearch  fea  and  land. 

And  fpoil  new  worlds,  wherever  found:. . 
Seize,  hafte  to  feize  the  glitt'ring  prize. 
And  fighs,  and  tears,  and  pray'rs^  defpiie. 

Nor  fpare  the  temple's  holy  ground* 

They  go,  fucceed;  but  look  again* 
The  defp'rate  band  you  feek  in  vain. 
Now  trod  in  daft,  the  peaiant's  fcoml 

3  B  Bat 
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Bat  who  that  faw  their  treafures  iwdt. 
That  heard  th*  infatiate  vow,  rebels 
Woutd  e'er  have  thought  thefm  mortal  born  f 

Sec  the  world's  viftor  mount  his  car; 
Blood  marks  his  progrefs  wide  and  far^ 

Sure  he  (hall  reign  while  ages  fly : 
No;  vanifh'd  like  a  morning  cloud. 
The  hero  was  but  juft  allowed 

To  fight,  to  conquer,  and  to  die. 

And  is  it  true,  I  afic  with  dread. 

That  nations,  heap'd  on  nations^  bled  ^ 

Beneath  his  chariot's  fervid  wheels 
With  trophies  to  adorn  the  fpot^ 
Where  his  pale  corfe  was  left  to  rot. 

And  doom'd  the  hungry  reptile's  meal  f 

Yes !  Fortune,  wcary'd  with  her  play. 
Her  toy,  this  hero,  cafts  away. 

And  fcarce  the  form  of  man  is  (een ; 
Awe  chills  my  breaft,  my  eyes  overflow* 
Around  my  brows  no  rofes  glow. 

The  cypreis  mine,  funereal  green  1 

Yet  in  this  hour  of  grief  and  fears. 
When  awful  Truth  unveil'd  appears. 

Some  powV  unknown  ufurps  my  breaft  2 
Back  to  the  world  my  thoughts  are  led. 
My  fee?in  Folly's  la^'rinth  tread. 

And  fancy  dreams  that  life  is  bfels'd. 

How  weak  an  emprefs  is  the  mind. 
Whom  Pleafure's  ftow'ry  wreaths  cTan  bind. 
And  captive  to  her  altars  Ic'ad ! 
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Weak  Reafdn  yicys  to  Phrcnzy^s  rage. 
And  all  the  world  is  Folly's  flage» 
And  all  that  a^  are  fools  indeed. 

And  yet  this  ftnmge^  this  fudden  flight. 
From  gloomy  cares  to  gay  delight. 

This  ficklenefs,  fo  light  and  vain. 
In  life's  deluiive,  traniient  dream. 
Where  men,  nor  taxings,  are  what  they  feem^ 
.  Is  ;m  the  rcid  good  we  gain. 


HEALTH. 

AM  '   XPISTLI. 
TO      FRANCIS      JODDRELL,     fiS^  * 

BY    DR.    SMYTHSON. 

HEALTH  to  my  friend !  fuch  health  may  Heay'n  befiow. . 
As  worth  and'virtae  ever  ought  to  know. 
Health  to  my  friend !  fuch  health  may  Heay'n  impart. 
As  needs  np  fuccours  from  the  healing  art. 
Health  to  my  friend  !  fuch  health  as  Nature  brings. 
Alike  to  peafants,  nobles,  princes,  kings. 
Such  health  as  paints,  on  Daphne's  glowing  cheek. 
The  rofe-bud's  bloom,  and  the  carnation's  fbreak. 
Such  health  a&  (hews  the  crimfon  tide  within. 
In  ad  to  bnrft  the  fmooth,  pellucid  fkin» 
Snch  health  as  iheds,  from  eyes  untaught  to  play. 
Beams  that  may  rival  the  bright  orb  of  day : 
Bids  the  free  lungs  refpire  without  a  figh ; 
Unlefs  for  Damon  gone,  or  Damon  nigh. 
Such  health  as.  throws  o'er  Damon's  youthful  fhune, 
Channs  undefcrib'd,  and  grace  without  a  name^ 
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Leave  the  gay  town  for  fceaes  more  truly,  gay » 
Air  nnpollutedy  and  imdooded  day : 
On  the  green  hillock  fnnff  the  p^&ngple^ 
Or  catch  the  fragrance  of  the  flow'iy  dale* 
The  vocal  concert  of  the  woods  attends 
Where  notes  untan'd,  in  ftiands  haiaionioos  bknd* 
Mark  Nature's  colourings  of  varioos  hue* 
From  the  pale  primrofe  to  the  vi'let  bllM* 
Order  and  beauty  in  creation  trace> 
From  the  gay  moth,  to  '  man's  imperial  moe:' 
With  awe  i^nprefs'd^  his  wond'rous  frame  furvey« 
Form'd  firom  the  dnft>  and  j&ihion'd  from  the  cUy  | 
Life's  complex  organs  with  delight  explore^ 
And  the  Great  Artift  honour  and  adore* 
The  pafling  feafons  of  the  year  remark^ 
From  hoary  winter,  chearlels,  dreary,  dark. 
To  jocund  fpring,  where,  dre&*d  in  rich  array. 
All  nature  wantons  in  the  fweets  of  May. 
Admire  the  rip'ning  fruits  of  fummer's  reign. 
And  autumn,  fraught  with  loads  of  golden  grainy 
With  honeft  labour  join  the  grateful  fong. 
Or  mix  in  dances  with  the  chearful  throng. 
Pleafures  like  thefis  enjoy,  their  bleffings  own. 
And  Health  ihall  deck  thee  with  her  envy'd  crow^ 


HENRY    AND     EMMA. 

VFON    THE    MODEL    OF    THE    MUT-BftOWH    MAXJi^ 

BY    MR.    PRIOR. 

TO      CLOB* 

TH  OU,  to  whofe  eyes  I  bend,  at  whofe  command 
(Tho'  low  my  voice,  tho'  ^tlefs  be  my  hand) 
I  take  the  fprightly  reed^  and  iing  and  play, 

Carelefs  of  what  the  c^ns'riog  wor}d  may  iky  ; 

Bxig 
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Bright  Cloc !  objeft  of  my  conftanC  to#. 

Wilt  thou  a  vt^We  unbend  thy  ferions  brow? 

Wilt  thou  with  pleafure  hear  thy  kivw's  ftrains^ 

And  with  one  heav'nly  finile  o'erpay  his  pains  f 

No  longer  fhall  the  N»t-brown  Maid  be  old, 

Tho'  fince  her  youth  three  hundred  years  havcrdl'd : 

At  thy  defire  (he  ihal!  again  be  rais'd> 

And  her  reviving  charms  in  laiting  verfe  be  prais'd. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  fhall  complain* 
That  he  may  love,  and  not  be  lov'd  again  ; 
That  we  in  vain  the  fickle  fex  purfue. 
Who  change  the  conftant  lover  for  the  new* 
Whatever  has  been  writ*  whatever  faid« 
Of  female  paffion  feign'd,  or  faith  decay'd. 
Henceforth  fhall  in  my  verie  refuted  Stand, 
Be/faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  iand : 
And  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
Unconquer'd  love,  and  ever-duiing  flame, 
O,  fairefi:  of  the  fex !  be  thou  my  Mufe  ; 
Deign  on  my  #ork  thy  infloence  to  di£\i(e  ; 
Let  me  partake  the  blcffings  I  rehearfe. 
And  grant  me.  Love,  the  juft  reward  of  verfe. 

As  Beauty's  potent  queen,  with  ev'ry  grace. 
That  once  was  Emma's,  has  adorn'd  thy  face ; 
And  as  her  Son  has  to  my  bofom  dealt 
That  conflant  flame  which  faithful  Henry  felt; 
.  O  let  the  ftory  with  thy  life  agree. 
Let  men  once  more  the  bright  example  fee ; . 
What  Emma  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me : 
Nor  fend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love, 
Dif(ant  and  fad,  a  banifh'd  man  to  rove; 
Fut,  oh !  with  pity,  long  entreated,  crown 
My  pains  and  hopes ;  and  when  thou  fay'fl  that  one, 
Of  all  mankind,  thou  lov'ft,  oh !  think  on  me  alone« 


I 
I 


— -^Where  beauteous  Ifis,  and  her  hnfband  Thame, 
With  mingled  wtvts  for  ever  flow  the  fame. 

It. 
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In  times  of  yore  an  andent  bircA  IhrMy  :    :■  "    .     t 

Great  j^fts  beftow'd^  and  great  refpeft  recebr'iU  .  .^  > 

When  dreadful  Edward,  with,  facce&ful  €axe>  .>>. 

Led  his  free  Britons  to  the  GallicI;  w«r>  *.  w^ 

This  lord  had  headed  his  appointed  bandsj  .,  ,.  \ 

In  firm,  allegiance  to  his  idng's  comm^ds,  .:./• 

And  (all  due  honours  faithfully  difcharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat,  enlarged 
With  a  new  mark,  the  witnefs  of  his  toil,  ;: 

And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fpc»l.  r  ^^ 

From  the  loud  campjetir'd,  and  noify  oourt. 
In  honourable  eaie,  and  rural  fport,  .  y.\ . 

The  remnant  of  his  days  he  iafelypais'd,  .  .  •.;  >  ; ! 

Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  flow  nor  flew  too  faft  ;  '. 

He  made  his  wilh  .with  his  eflate  comply^ 
Joyful  to  live,  yet  not  afrud  to  die*  .        .'. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter,  chafte  and  fair,      .  . 
His  age's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir ; 
They  calPd  her  Emma,  for  the  beaateous  dame' 
Who  gave  the  virgin  bitth.had  borne  the  name  5  . 
The  name  th'  indulgent,  father  doubly  lov'd. 
For  in  the  child  the. mother's  charms  improved :  . 
Yet,  as  when  little  round  his  knees  flie  play'd. 
He  call'd  her  oft,  in  fport,  his  Nut-brown  Maid,.      .   .    • 
The  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word, 
(As  dill  they  pleafe  who  imitate  their  lord ;) 
Ufage  confirm'd  what  Fancy  had  begun,  , 

The  mutual  terms  around  the  lands  were  known. 
And  £mma  and  the  Nut-brown. M^d  were  one. 

As  with  her  future  ftill  her  charms  increased. 
Thro'  all  the  ifle  her  beauty  was  confefs'd. 
Oh !  what  perfedions  muft  that  virgin  (bare. 
Who  faireft  is  efteem'd  where  all  are  fair  1 
From  difbmt  (hires  repair,  the  nobler  youth. 
And  find  report,  for  once,  had  leffen'd  truth* 
By  wonder  firft,  and  then  by  paflion  mov'd. 
They  came,  they  faw,  they  marvell'd,  and  they  lov*d :      • 

By 


I 


Hy  pablick  pnd£»i  tiii^jr  ibcM  figki*  ,...;. 

£achowA*4tlie^M'Hapo#^'of  Bnttft'ri$)r«kt.         '>>A 
In  tilts  and  touriMni^nte  tke  ^iliftiit  ftMre;  ^ 

By  glorious  detdi,  to  pxkfdkiA  EmxakU  IM#.   -^  -^  '  - 
In  gentle  verie  the  l^itty  totd  <&^  ftuHe;  ''^  ' '      •       -^^  ' 
And  grac'd  their^dloieei^'IbA^  #ltii'SlttittslVfiiiB^ 
In  vain  they  combitted^  in  yalh'^kcf  writ;-  -"^  •  ^*''  *  '  ••'*''^ 
Ufelefs  their  ftrengdiy  and  kn^MMMt  Aeif  i^- :?  - 
Great  Venus  only  mttft  dit«6fc> tKe  datt,  ■  I 

Which  elfe  wiU  ne¥eir  r«tt^h  titci  Mr>H»ne*BiieaA^^   '•'' 
Sjpite  of  th'  ntUttpti  of  lbrce»  and  Aft  cASi  of  «N  t 
Great  Venus  moft  prefer  the'hAppy  oner  "*     ' 
In  Henry's  caufe  her  hvour  niiift  be  ftjovrn ;  « 
And  Emma,  of  -nHUildhdy  muft  love  but  Uin  nbMt 

While  thefe  in  pab)tck  to  the  caftle  came, '  ■  ■' 
And  by  their  grandeur  jut&fy^d  dieir  flaui^i ' 
More  fecret  ways  the  earefitl  Henry  taJces  |  " 

His  fquires,  his  arms^  and  equipage  forfaklte  t 
In  borrow'd.name  and  fiilfe  attire  array'd. 
Oft  he  finds  means  «o  fee  the  beauteous  maid*.        -  ' 

When  Emma  hunts,  in  huntfinan's  habit  ditis'd, . 
Henry  on  foot  pur&iet  the  bdunding  beaft ) 
In  his  right-hand  hb  bcechen  pole  he  beto* 
And  graceful  at  his'fide  hia  liom  he  wears. 
Sdll  to  the  glade,  where  flte  has  bent  her  Way» 
With  knowing  ikili  he  drives  the  future  prey  ^ 
Bids  her  decline  the  hill,  and  (hun  the  brake. 
And  fliews  the  path  her-^eed  may  £i:eft  Ukt: 
Pireds  ker  fpear  to  £x  the  glorious  wound  i 
Pleas'd  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  oown^'d  i 
And  blows  her  prailes  in  no  oonunon  found.     • 

A  falc'ner  Henry  is,  when  Emma  kawks  f        ' 
With  her  of  tarfeb  and  of  lures  ke  talks : 
Upon  his  wrift  the  Uow'rfaig  merlih  fiiilds^ 
Praais'd  to  rife  and  teop  at  hit  OMMttids  i 
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And  when  fuperior  now  the  bird  has  flown,  ..  ..., 

And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  qoarry  down»       ,  ^^ 
With  humble  rev'rence  he  accofts  the  fair,  ^ . 

And  with  the  honoured  ^ther  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  ftill,  as  from  the  ijportive  £eld  flie  goes^  --^ 

Hu  downcaft  e/e  reveals  his  inward  woes ;  :.. , 

And  by  his  look  and  ibrrow  is  exprefs'dj 
A  nobler  game  pnrfu'd  than  bird  or  beafL 

A  ihepherd  now  along  the  plain  he  rove?. 
And  with  his  jolly  pipe  delights  the  groves. 
The  neighboring  fwains  around  the  ftranger  throng. 
Or  to  admire,  or  emulate  his  long ; 
While  with  foft  forrow  he  renews  his  lays. 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy  nor  their  pnufe  :  ^ 

But  foon  as  Emma's  eyes  adorn  the  plain. 
His  notes  he  raifes  to  a  nobler  ftrain ; 
With  dutiful  refpedl  and  ftudious  fear^ 
Left  any  carelefs  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantick  gypfey  now,  the  houfe  he  haunts. 
And  in  wild  phrafes  fpeaks  diflembled  wants. 
With  the  fond  nudds  in  palmi&y  he  deals ; 
(They  tell  the  fecret  firft  which  he  reveals ;} 
Says  who  (hall  wed,  and  who  (hall  be  beguil'd; 
What  groom  (hall  get,  and  fquire  maintain  the  child : 
But,  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 
A  fofter  look  unbends  his  op'ning  brow ; 
With  trembling  awe  he  gazes  on  her  eye. 
And  in  ibft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply; 
That  (he  (hall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair. 
And  Hymen's  choiceft  gifts  are  all  referv'd  for  hier* 

Now  oft  had  Henry  chang'd  his  (ly  difguife, 
Unmark'd  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes ; 
Oft  had  found  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame. 
And  at  her  feet  to^  breathe  his  am'rous  flame  ; 
And  oft  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  letters,  foft  interpreters  of  love : 
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^  J'lll  Time  and  Induftry  (the  mighty  two 

*  Xhat  bring  our  wiflies  nearer  to  our  view) 

^f  ade  him  perceive  that  the  inclining  fair 

JleceivM  his  vows  with  no  relufiant  ear ;  .^  y 

7hAt  Venus  had  confirmed  her  equal  reign. 

And  dealt  to  Emma's  heart  a  fhare  of  Henry's  pain. 

WMle  Cupid  fmilM,  by  kind  occafion  blefs'dj  . 

And^  with  the  iecret  kept,  the  love  increased ; 
The  am'rous  youth  frequents  the  filcnt  groves. 
And  much  he  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  loves,  'tis  true,  and  is  belov'd  again  :  ,^ 

Great  are  his  joys  ;  but  will  they  long  remain  ?        , 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  his  prefent  flame; 
But,  fmiling,  will  fhe  ever  be  the  fame  f 
Beautiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minis. 
And  fummer  Teas  are  turn'd  by  fudden  winds : 
Another  love  may  gain  her  eafy  youth ; 
Time  changes  thought,  and  flatt'ry  conquers  truth. 

O  impotent  eflate  of  human  life  ! 
Where  hope  and  fear  maintain  eternal  flrife ; 
Where  fleeting  joy  does  lading  doubt  inipire. 
And  mofl  we  queflion,  what  we  mod  deiire. 
Amongft  thy  various  gifts,  great  Hcav'n,  befbw 
Our  cup  of  love  unmix'd ;  forbear  id  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in  ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  nanfeous  grief:  for  our  iH-j  edging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleafurable  tafle ; 
Or  deems  it  not  iincere,  or  fears  it  cannot  laid. 

With  wiflies  rais'd,  with  jealoufles  opprefs'd,  /^    , 

(Alternate  tyrants  of  the  human  bread) 
Py  one  great  trial  he  reiblves  to  prove 
The  faith  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  love. 
(f,  fcanning  Emma's  virtues,  he  may  And  ' 

That  beauteous  frame  }nclofe  a  fteady  mind« 
He'll  fix  his  hope  of  future  joy  fecure*    -      '  *  *  '  '   * 

And  live  a  flave  to  Hymen's  happy  pow'r : 
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But  if  the  fair-cne,  is  heiinn«  it  frail  | 
Jf,  pois'd  aright  in  Reafcm*a  equal  fcale«. 
Light  fly  her  merit,  and  her  faalti  prcrail; 
His  mind  he  vows  to  6«e  fiOB  arn'roui  can^ 
The  latent  raifchsef  from  hb  heart  to  tear» 
Refame  his  azure  arms,  and  ihine  again  in  wa^« 

South  of  the  caftk,  in  a  ▼ordaiit  glade* 
A  fpreadxng  beech  extends  her  friendly  (hade ; 
Here  oft  the  nymph  his  breathing  vows  had  heard« 
Here  oft  her  filence  had  her  heart  declar*d. 
As  active  Spring  awak'd  her  infant  buds. 
And  genial  life  infbrm'd  the  verdant  woo4s» 
Henry,  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name» 
Had  half  exprefs'd,  and  half  conceal'd  hu  flame» 
Upon  this  tree ;  and,  as  the  tender  mark 
Grew  with  the  year,  and  widened  with  the  bark« 
Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  foft  addrefs, . 
That,  as  the  wound,  the  paflion  might  increafe.    . 
As  potent  Nature  ihed  her  kindly  (how'rs. 
And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  op'ning  flow'rs^.  .■ 
Upon  this  tree  the  nymph's  obliging  care  .   . 

Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair ; 
Which,  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 
Pleas'd  with  his  conqueft,  with  her  prefent  crown'd^ 
XSlorious  thro'  all  the  plains  he  oft  had  gone. 
And  to  each  fwain  the  myftick  honour  fhown ; 
The  gift  (till  prais'd,  the  giver  (till  unknown. 

His  fecret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes  i . 
To  the  known  tree  the  lovely  maid  invites  : 
Imperfed  words  and  dubious  terms  expre(s. 
That  unforefeen  mifchance  difturb'd  his  peace ; 
That  he  muft  fomething  to  her  ear  commend, 
Oa  which  her  condnft  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair^^ne  had  the  notq  receiv'dj 
The  remnant  of  the  day  i^one  (he  giicv'd; 
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For  diff'rei*  tlxis  from  ev'ry  former  nete/  - 
Which  Venus  diftatcd,  ahd  Henrywrotr;   -  • 
Which  told  her  aU^jifft  lutunr  hopes  were*  iatd 
On  the  dear  boibm  of  hit  Nat«hrowiii  Maidf 
Which  always  blefi'd  her  eyes^-  and  own^d^hct  fmt^  * 
\And  bid  her  oft  adies,  yet  added  more. 

Now  night  advanced  :  thrlioi^ein  ffieeptvtireJttd; 
The  nurfe  experienc'd,  snd  tlie  prying  imid ;'    .     • »» 
At  Jaft,  that  fprite. which  dots  inceflant  lifiunt    -  ■' 
The  lover's  fteps,  the  attdcst  maiden  Mixat^        '  '^  .-  -  :*  ■ 
To  her  dear  Henry,  Emma  wiogt  hetf^wiqr^ 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forced  deli^.     '    -  *•.-.  *  • ; 
For  Love,  fantafUdi^  pow^r,  tliat  is  aftaid    . 
To  itir  abroad  till  watchfulnefs  be  ]Aid« 
Undaunted,  then,  o'er  difA  and  rallies  ftrayr. 
And  leads  his  vot'ries  fafe  thro'  patiileir  ways : 
Not  Argus,  with  his  hondred  eyes^  (hall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes ;  tho*  he,  poor  goide^  is  bUnd« 

The  maiden  firf):  arrivbg,  feat  her  eye 
To  afli:  if  yet  it's  chief  delight  were  nigh : 
With  fear  and  with  defire,  with  joy  and  paia^ 
She  fees,  and  utns  to  meet  him  on  the  plaia« 
Put,  ohS  his  dtps  proclaim  no  lover's  hafte)     • 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd. regards  are  caft ; 
^is  artful  bo£bm  heaves  diflembied  figis. 
And  tears,  fubom'd^  Ml  copious  from  hit  eytl» 

With  eafe,  alas  !  we  credit  what' we  lova  j 
His  painted  grief  does  real  fortoW  move    ^  ■  r 

In  the  afflicted  fair ;  adown  her  cheek. 
Trickling,  the  genuine  tears  their  curroat  bmalb 
Attentive  flood  the  ihonmful  nymph :  the  man  -  ''      .   -^^ 
Broke  filence  &r& ;  the  tale  alternate  ran»    -  i  ■  •  .. ;  ^  ■ ;  •'* 
HE-vav.    •  .       _.:.;\v  ii J 

Sincere,.  O  tell  moy  lia<i:th»u<Mtapain^  .  -^    v^.  ■• 
Emma,  beyond  what  woauin:kiiow»-taftigiif*. .  .,,  .^^  ^.'V 
Has  thy  uncertain  boibm-ever  ftreve 
With  the  firft  tumuki  of  ^  peftl  love*  I  • 
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Haft  thou  now  dreaded*  and  now  blefs'd  his  fway; 

By  turns  averfe,  and  joyful  to  obey  ? 

Thy  virgin  fofcnefs  haft  thou  e'er  bewail'd. 

As  reafon  yielded,  and  as  lore  prevail'd? 

And  wept  the  potent  god's  reftftlcfs  dart» 

His  killing  pleafure,  his  exutick  fmart. 

And  heav'nly  poifon  thrilling  thro'  thy  heart  f 

If  fi),  with  pity  view  my  wretched  ftatc; 

At  leaft  deplore,  and  then  forget  my  fate : 

To  fome  more  happy  knight  referve  thy  charms. 

By  Fortune  favour'd,  and  fuccefsfnl  arms ; 

And  only,  as  the  fun's  revolving  ray 

Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day. 

Permit  one  figh,  and  fet  apart  one  tear. 

To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endlels  care. 

For  me,  alas  I  outcaft  of  human  race. 

Love's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  difgrace ; 

For,  lo!  thefe  hands  in  murder  are  imbruM, 

Thefe  trembling  feet  by  Juftice  are  purfu'd  : 

Fate  calls  aloud,  and  haftens  me  away ; 

A  ihnmeful  death  attends  my  longer  ftay ; 

And  I,  this  night,  muft  fly  from  thee  and  love. 

Condemn 'd  in  lonely  woods,  a  baniih'd  man,  to  rove. 

EMMA. 

What  is  our  blifs,  that  changeth  with  the  moon ; 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  paffion,  if  nnblefs'd  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas  !  be  pain,  the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  ^nd  no  tongue  declare. 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  felt,  nor  falfe-one  feign'd. 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  boibm  reign'd : 
The  god  of  Love  himfelf  inhabits  there. 
With  all  his  rage,  and  dread,  and  grief,  and  care. 
His  complement  of  ftores,  and  total  war. 

O !  ceafe,  then,  coldly  to  fufpe£b  my  love. 
And  let  my  deed  at  )eaft  my  faith  approve. 
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.l\. 


rjr/. 


aiili^  J  ••  lk«r  A,  I J  Wrt. ,  V^^l-^**"^  *i  C  r  Q  ct^  \,V7%\ 


.V  ,- 


< 


'Tt 


II*       •      ^  •  •      ^  ^f^^^ 


4^% 


i     . 


•        ^     ♦  f  f 


JiAUTIES  rOF    POKTRT-  3$x 


Alls !  no  youth  iM  mf  flndearkneftUifluurei 
Nor  day  nor  night  fhall  inten-upt  my.  care  ;* 
No  future  ftory  fliijl  with  troth  upfandd 
The  cold  indifference  of  the  Nst-browttMaid;  i      -  ^■''  f " 
,  Nor  to  hard  banifhment  (hall  Henry  run. 
While  carelefs  Emma  fleeps  on  beds  of  down;    '.       "  '" 
View  me  refolv'd,  where'er  thou  lead'ft  to  go>      ' :    '  ■    '^ ' 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe ;  ^^ 

For  I  attcft  fair  Venua  and  her  ion,  .     'i 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone;  *    ")-/  ^ 

Let  Prudence  yet  obftnu^  thy  vent'roua  way,       •      »^  i'i: 
And  tak^  good  herd  what  men  will  think  and  iay :    '       '-^ 
That  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  courfes  took,        ■ .     .  c  -  -  . 
Her  father^  houf^  and  dinl  life  forfook ; 
That  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  of  man. 
She  to  the  woodland  with  an  exile  ran.  r 

Reflet  that  lefTenM  fame  is  ne'er  regun'd. 
And  virgin  honour,  once,  is  always  ftain'd : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  (hun ;  » 

Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done; 
No  penance  can  abfolve  our  guilty  fiune. 
Nor  tears,  that  waih  out  (in^  can  waih  out  ihame. 
Then  fly  the  fad  cfFefts  of  defp'rate  love. 
And  leave  ^  banifti'd  man  thro'  lonely  woods  to  rove. 

EMMA. 

Let  Emma's  haplefs  cafe  be  falfely  told. 
By  the  ra(h  young,  or  the  ill-natur'd  old  | 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  it's  various  cenfures  choie, 
Abfolve  with  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe  ; 
Fair  Truth  at  laft  her  radiant  beams  will  raife,  '   ■'" 

And  Malice,  vanquifh'd,  heightens  Virtue^s  praife.      ' 
Let  then  thy  favour  but  indulge  my  flight, 
O,  let  my  prefence  make  thy  travels  light  I 
And  potent  Venus  ihall  exalt  my  naine 
Above  the  rumourf  of  cenforious Fame; 

Nor 
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Nor  from  that  bnfy  dflnioa'»  M^Ueft  pcnr*T 

Will  ever  Enuiu  other  grace  tmpbiet ,  ^  .^  . 

Than  that  this  troth  AkmU  10  tfae.worU  lie  lpMra«w.  ^ 
Thatl«  of  en  manhiBcU  have  kNr'd  bat  tbeoalBiio..j 

HeK4T. 

But  canil  thoa  wield  the  fword^  and  bead  tiieibQW  &>^. 
With  adive  fiMree  repel  die  ftardy  foe? 
When  the  bod  toai^t  fpeakt  the  .battle  nigh*   ' 
And  winged  deaths  in  whirling  arvows  fly; .. 
iratthoa»  tho'woondedy  yet  undaunted  Jaj^     •  .    ..    • 
Perform  thy  part,  and  fhare  thedang'rout  day? 
Then,  as  thy  ftreagth  decays,  thf  heart  wiltlUSI^        •  . 
Thy  limbs  all  ueadiling,  and  thy-cheeks  all  paif  |    - 
With  fmitlels  6inow»  thoa»  xngbiioat  maid,  :  :..        ...  *  i 
Wilt  weep  thy  fafety,  by  thy.lovebetrayUa  .    .1 

Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'erehai^dr  dci^  i-i  ^ 

Thy  little  nfeleis  aid,  and  cowavdtfly  f  .  .  t  :i:  <:t  --.?. 
Then  wilt  then  .curie  the  chanoe  that  made  thoa  Jov9  ^ii  ^M 
A  baniih^d  man,  tondemnM  in  bnely  woods  lo  roft*-  •'-  ^ 

■  MMA*  ■  ....       -/i.T    ■ 

With  fatal  certainty  Thakftris  knew    .        •  .  :   \  .y  ..-: 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew  ^  .  <         v  .   .-  A 
And,  greatia  arms,  and  fortmoft  in  tbewar,      .         - «  ^ 
Bonduca  brandifli'd  high  the  Irttifli  fpear. 
Could  thirft  of  Vengeance,  and  defireof  Baao»       r;       \ 
Ezdte  the  female  breafl  with  martial  flame  ? 
And  ihall  not  Love*s  diviner  pow'r  infpire 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  more  gen'rons  fire?  ., 

Near  thee,  miftraft  not,  conftant  1*11  abide» .  ..... 

And  fall,  or  vanquifli,  fighting  by  thy  fide. 
Tho*  my  inferior  ftrength  may  not  allow, , 
That  I  fhottld  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow,; 
Wth  ready  hand  I  will  the  ihaft  Apply, 

And  joy  to  fee  thy  vi^r  arrows  fly«     •*  /'  ^      » 

Touched  in  the  battle  by  the  hoftile  xeed,,      j  ;  .; .  .< ....  4  \ 
Shottldft  thou,  (but  Heav'n  «vert  it  1}  ihoDUft.difia  bleeds 
•'•  To 
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To  (top  the  woands  my  iineft  lawn  Pd  tear, 
.Wafli  them  with  tears,  and  wipe  them  with  my  hair ; 
Blefs'd,  when  toy  dangers  and  rAf  toils  have  (hewn. 
That  I,  of  all  inankind,  coald  love  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

But  canft  thod,  tender  maid,  canft  thou  fuftain 
Afflidive  want,  or  hurigei^'s  preffing  pain  ? 
Thofe  limbs,  in  lawn  and  foflell  filk  arrayM, 
From  fun-beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid; 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  can  they  refift 
The  parching  Dog-ftar,  and  the  bleak  North-eaft  ? 
When,  chill'd  by  adverfe  fnows  and  beating  rain. 
We  tread  with  weafy  fteps  the  longfome  plain  ;  ' 

When  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  ev'ning  food. 
Berries  and  acorns,  from  the  n*ighb*ring  wood$ 
And  find  amoog  the  clifFs  no  other  houfe 
But  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gathCTM  boughs  ; 
Wilt  thou  not  then  relndant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  waile,  and  weeping  try 
(Tho*  then,  alas  !  that  trial  be  too  late) 
To  find  thy  father's  hofpitablc  gate. 
And  feats  where  Eafe  and  Plenty  brooding  fate? 
Thofe  feats,  whence  long  excluded,  thou  mnft  mourn; 
That  gate,  for  ever  barr'd  to  thy  return ; 
Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ill-fated  love. 
And  hate  a  banilh^d  man,  condemned  in  woods  to  rove  f 

EMMA. 

Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  1  only  wed. 
From  it's  decline  xletcrmtn'd  to  recede  ? 
Did  I  but  purpofe  to  enfbark  with  thee 
On  the  fmooth  furface  of  a  fummer's  fea. 
While  gentle  zephyrs  play  in  profp'rous  gales. 
And  Fortune's  favour  fills  the  fwelling  fails  ; 
But  would  forfake  the  (hip,  and  make  the  (hore. 
When  the  winds  whiffle  and  the  tempefts  roar  ? 

3  b  No> 
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No,  Henry,  no :  one  facred  oath  has  ty'd 
Our  loves ;  one  defliny  our  life  fliall  guide; 
Nor  wild,  nor  deep,  our  common  way  divide. 

When  from  the  cave  thou  rifeft  with  the  day. 
To  beat  the  woods,  and  rouze  the  bounding  prey. 
The  cave  with  mofs  and  branches  I'll  adorn, 
\And  chearful  fit  to  wait  ;my  lord's  return  : 
And  when  thou  frequent  bring'ft  the  fmitten  deer, 
(For  feldom,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err) 
I'll  fetch  quick  fuel  from  the  neighboring  wood. 
And  (Irike  the  fparkling  flint,  and  drefs  the  food  ; 
With  humble  duty,  and  officious  haile, 
I'll  cull  the  farthell  mead  for  thy  repaft ; 
The  choiceft  herbs  I  to  thy  board  will  brings 
And  draw  thy  water  from  the  frefheft  fpring : 
And  when  at  night,  with  weary  toil.oppreis'd. 
Soft  (lumbers  thou  enjoy'fl,  and  wholefome  reft. 
Watchful  rU  guard  thee,  and  with  midnight  pray'r 
Weary  the  gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care ; 
And  joyous  aflc,  at  mom's  returning  ray. 
If  thou  haft  health,  and  I  may  blefs  the  day. 
My  thoughts  ftiall  fix,  my  lateft  wifli  depend 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinfman,  father^  friend  I 
By  all  thefe  facred  names  be  Henry  known 
To  Emma's  heart ;  and,  grateful,  let  him  own. 
That  fhe,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  him  alone. 

HENRY. 

Vainly  thou  tell' ft  me  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare : 
Thou,  ere  thou  go'ft,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind  I 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fex  behind. 
No  longer  ftiall  thy  comely  trefles  break 
In  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  fnowy  neck  ; 
Or  fit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round. 
In  graceful  braids^  with  various  ribband  bound ; 
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No  longer  fliall  the  boddice,  aptly  lac'd,  ,i 

From  thy  full  boibm  to  thy  (lender  waift. 

That  air  and  harmony  of  fhapc  cxprcfs. 

Fine  by  degrees,  and  bcautifally  lefs ;  •    ,    ..  ■•' 

Nor  ihall  thy  lower  garments  artful  plait. 

From  thy  fair  fide  dependent  to  thy  feet. 

Arm  their  chafte  beauties  with  a  modeft  pride; 

And  double  ev'ry  charm  they  feek  to  hide. 

Th'  ambrofial  plenty  of  thy  fhining  hair,  •    ' 

Cropp'd  off  and  loft,  fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear. 

Shall  ftand  ancouth  ;  an  horfeman's  coat  (hall  hide 

Thy  taper  fliape,  and  comelinefs  of  fide  ; 

The  fhort  trunk-hofe  fhall  (hew  thy  foot  and  klnee,         '    • 

Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-iight  free  ;  -  ■ 

And  with  a  bolder  (hide,  and  loofer  air. 

Mingled  with  men,  a  man  thou  muft  appear. 

Nor  folitude,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  maid,  (halt  thou  in  forefts  (ind  : 
*Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there> 
Or  guardian  gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  (hall  offend  thy  view. 
For  fuch  muft  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crew ! 
By  adverfe  fortune  mix'a  in  focial  ill, 
Train'd  to  a(rault>  and  difciplin'd  to  kill ; 
Their  common  loves  a  lewd  abandoned  pack. 
The  beadle's  la(h  (Hll  flagrant  on  their  back ; 
By  (loth  corrupted,  by  diforder  fed. 
Made  bold  by  want,  and  proftitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  muft  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day^ 
Aflift  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey  ; 
With  fuch  (he  muft  return  at  fetting  light, 
Tho*  not  partaker,  witnefs  of  their  night. 
Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  founds 
And  pitying  love,  muft  feel  the  hateful  wounds 
Of  jeft  obfcene  and  vulgar  ribaldry, 
The  ill-bred  queftion  and  the  lewd  reply; 

2  D  2  Brought, 
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Brought,  by  long  habitude,  from  bad  to  worfe» 
Muft  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  ciirfe» 
That  lateft  weapon  of  the  wretches  war. 
And  blafphemy,  fad  comrade  of  defpair. 

Now,  Emma,  now  the  laft  refledtion  make. 
What  thou  wouldfl  follow,  what  thou  muft  forfalce  ; 
By  our  ill-omen'd  ftars  and  adverfe  heav'n. 
No  middle  objefk  to  thy  choice  is  giv'n : 
Or  yield  thy  virtue  to  attain  thy  love. 
Or  leave  a  banifh'd  man^  condemned  in  woods  to  xove* 

EMMA. 

O,  grief  of  heart !  that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  (offer  what  thy  honour  hates  ; 
Mix  thee  amongil  the  bad,  or  make  thee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  Virtue  bids  thee  ihun. 
Yet  with  her  Henry  flill  let  Emmia  go  ; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  fhare  the  woe  : 
And,  fure,  my  little  heart  can  never  ^rr, 
Amidft  the  worft,  if  Henry  (till  be  there. 

Our  outward  a6t  is  prompted  from  within. 
And  from  the  finger's  mind  proceeds  the  fin  : 
By  her  own  choice  free  Virtue  is  approv'd. 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outyvard  objeds  moy'd* 
Who  has  affay'd  no  danger,  gains  no  praife. 
In  a  fmall  ifle,  amidll  the  widefl  feas. 
Triumphant  Conllancy  has  fix'd  her  feat : 
In  vain  the  Syrens  ling,  the  tempeih  beat ; 
Their  flatt'i  y  fhc  rejedls,  nor  fears  their  threat. 

For  thee  alone  thcfe  little  charms  I  dreis'd, 
Condemn'd  them,  or  abfolv'd  them,  by  thy  tcft  5 
In  comely  figure  raug'd,  my  jewels  ihone. 
Or  negligc.it^y  plac'd,  for  thee  alone  : 
For  thee  again  they  ihall  be  laid  aiide  ; 
The  woman,  Kenry,  fhall  put  off  her  pride 
For  thee  ;  my  cloaths,  my  fex,  exchang'd  for  thiec, 
.    I'll  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee  ; 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  ! 

Wanting 
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Wanting  the  fcifTarsj  with  thefe  hands  Pll  tear 

(If  that  obftru£b  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair  ; 

Black  foot^  or  yellow  walnut>  fliall  difgrace 

This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face  ; 

Thefe  nails  with  fcratches  Ihall  deform  my  breall. 

Left  by  my  look  or  colo^ir  be  exprefs'd. 

The  mark  of  aught  high-born,  or  ever  better  drefs,*d. 

Yet,  in  this  commerce,  under  this  difguife. 

Let  me  be  grateful  ftill  to  Henry's  eyes ; 

Loft  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known  ; 

My  fate  I  can  abfolve,  if  he  fhall  own. 

That,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  love  but  him  alone* 

HENRY. 

O,  wildeft  thought  of  an  abandon'd  mind  ! 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  behind^ 
E'en  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'ft  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me :  faid  Emma  fo  ? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  faid  ? 
O  guilty  error !  and,  O  wretche4  maid  1 
Whofe  roving  fancy  would  refolve  the  fame 
With  him  who  next  fhould  tempt  her  eafy  fame. 
And  blow  with  empty  words  the  fufceptible  flame. 
Now  why  fhould  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex  ? 
Confefs  thy  frailty,  and  avow  the  fex  : 
No  longer  loofe  defire  for  conftant  love 
Miftake  ;  but  fay,  'tis  man  with  whom  thou  long'ft  to  rove* 

EMMA. 

Are  there  not  poifbns,  racks,  and  flames,  and  fwords^ 
That  Emma  thus  mull  die  by  Henry's  words  ? 
Yet  what  could  fwords  or  poifon,  racks  or  flame. 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame  ! 
More  fatal  Henry's  words,  they  murder  Emma's  fame. 

And  fall  thefe  fayings  from  that  gentle  tongue. 
Where  civil  fpeech  and  foft  perfuaiion  hung? 
Whofe  artful  fweetnefs  and  harmonious  ftrain, 
>  Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 

CaH'd 
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.  Caird  fighs,  and  tears,  and  wiflies,  to  it*5  aid. 
And,  whilft  it  Henry's  glowing  flame  conveyM, 
Still  blam'd  the  coldnefs  of  the  Nat-brown  Maid  ? 

Let  envious  Jealoufy  and  canker'd  Spite 
Produce  my  actions  to  fevereft  lights 

-  And  tax  my  open  day  or  fecret  night. 

*  Did  e'er  ray  tongue  fpcak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  lead  inclined  to  play  the  wanton's  part  f 
Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thought  reveal, 

.  "Which  angels  might  not  hear,  and  virgins  tell  ? 
And  hail  thou,  Henry,  in  my  condud  known 
One  fault,  but  that  which  I  muft  ever  own. 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone  ? 

' HENRY. 

V^nly  thou  talk'ft  of  loving  me  alone ; 
Each  man  is  man,  and  all  our  fex  is  one : 
Falfe  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind ; 
Nor  in  Love's  ritual  can  we  ever  find 
Vows  made  to  laft,  or  promifes  to  bind.' 

By  Nature  prompted,  and  for  empire  made. 
Alike  by  ftrength  or  cunning  we  invade : 
When,  arm'd  with  rage,  we  march  againft  the  fbe. 
We  lift  the  battle-ax,  and  draw  the  bow ; 
When,  fir'd  with  paflion,  we  attack  the  fair, 
Delufive  iighs  and  brittle  vows  we  bear ; 
Our  falfhood  and  our  arms  have  equal  ufe. 
As  they  our  conqueft  or  delight  produce. 

The  foolifh  heart  thou  gav'ft,  again  receive. 
The  only  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  lefs  wretched,  be  no  longer  true ; 
What  ftrives  to  fly  thee,  why  (houldft  thon  purfue  ? 
Forget  the  prefent  flame,  indulge  a  new  : 
Single  the  lovelieft  of  the  am'rous  youth ; 
A(k  for  his  vow,  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  flialt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,  perfift,  o'ercomc,  and  leave* 
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;Rence,  let  thy  Capid  aim  his  arrows  right;  ^ 

I  Be  wife  and  falfe,  fhun  trouble,  feek  delight ;  C 

^  Change  thou  the  £ift»  nor  wait  thy  lover's  flight.  ) 

Why  fhouldfl  thou  weep?  Let  Nature  judge  our  cafe.* 
^  I  faw  thee  young  and  fair ;  purfu'd  the  chaoe 
if  Of  youth  and  beauty  :  I  another  faw. 

Fairer  and  younger  ;  yielding  to  the  law 

Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  purfu'd 

More  youth,  more  beauty ;  blefs'd  viciffitude  ! 

My  active  heart  (till  keeps  it's  priftine  flame ; 

The  obje^  alter'd,  the  defire  the  fame. 

This  younger,  fairer,  pleads  her  rightful  charms ; 

With  prefent  pow'r  compels  me  to  her  arms  : 

And  much  I  fear,  from  my  fubjedted  mind, 

(If  beauty's  force  to  conflant  love  can  bind); 

That  yeari  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
,  Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decayed ; 

And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  doft  now. 

With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 
Nor  can  the  wildnefs  of  thy  wifhcs  err 

So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  mayfl  live  with  her : 

Love,  well  thou  know'ft,  no  partnerfhip  allowi ; 

Cupid  averfe,  rejefts  divided  vows. 

Then,  from  thy  fooliih  heart,  vain  maid,  remove  n 

An  ufelefs  forrow,  and  an  ilUftarr'd  love ;  i 

And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,  at  large  in  woods  to  rove.  j 

£MMA. 

Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  error  led  ? 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nymph  betray 'd? 
Of  the  fuperior  fex  art  thou  the  worft  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  moil  compleatly  curs'd  ? 
Yet  let  me  go  with  thee ;  and  going  prove,  . 
From  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  this  triumphant  fair. 
This  happy  oh]e€t  of  our  diiF'rent  care. 
Her  let  me  follow  ;  her.  let  me  attend, 
A  fervant,  ((he  may  fcom  the  name  of  friend.) 
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What  fhc  demands,  inccflant  I'll  prepare ; 
nrweavc  her  garlands,  and  I'll  plait  Tier  hair : 
My  bufy  diligence  ihall  deck  her  board, 
(For  there,  at  leaft,  I  may  approach  my  lord ;) 
And  when  her  Henry's  foftcr  hours  :wivife 
His  fervant's  abfence,  with  dejedted  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede*  and  fighs  forbid  to  rife. 

Yet,  when  increaiing  grief  brings  flow  diieaie^ 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefe. 
Will  have  it's  little  lamp  no  longer  fed ; 
When  Henry's  miflrefs  fhews  him  Emma  dead  ; 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  negleft : 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hearfe  be  deck'd. 
And  decent  emblem  ;  and,  at  leaft,  perfuade 
This  happy  nymph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  ihe. 
With  frequent  eye,  my  iepakhre  may  fee. 
The  nymph,  amid  ft  her  joys,  may  haply  breadie 
One  pious  figh,  reflecting  on  my  death ; 
And  the  fad  fate  which  fhe  may  one  day  prove. 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou,  forefworn,  thou,  cruel  as  thon  art» 
If  Emma's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart. 
Thou,  fure,  muft  give  one  thqsght,  and  drop  one  tear> 
To  her  whom  love  abandon'd  to  defpair ; 
To  her  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  ilone,    . 
Bid  it  iA  lading  charadlers  be  known. 
That,  of  mankind,  Ihe  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Hear,  folemn  Jove ;  and,  confdous  Venus,  hear  ; 
And  thGiu,  bright  maid,  believe  me  whilft  I  fwear: 
No  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame,  fliall  move 
The  well-plac'd  bafis  of  my  laftuig  love. 
O,  pow'rful  virtue  !  O,  victorious  fair  ! 
At  leaft,  excufe  a  trial  too  fevere ; 
Receive  the  triumph,  and  forget  the  wart 
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No  banifh'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to  tove. 
Entreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love : 
No  perjur'd  knight  defires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Faireft  colleftion  of  thy  fex's  charms ; 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth ! 
Henry,  thy  Henry,  with  eternal  truth. 
As  thou  may'fl  wifh,  fhall  all  his  life  employ> 
And  found  his  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy! 

In  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir; 
Illuflrious  earl !  him  terrible  in  war. 
Let  Loyrc  confefs;  for  ihe  has  felt  his  fword. 
And,  trembling,  Hed  before,  the  Britifh  lord  : 
Him  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows  j 
For  ihe  amidd  his  fpacious  meadows  flows. 
Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  lands. 
And  fees  his  num'rous  herds  imprint  her  fands* 

And  thou,  my  fair,  my  dove  !  fiialt  raife  thy  thought 
To  greatnefs  nexf  to  empire;  ihalt  be  brought  .... 
With  folemn  pomp,  to  my  paternal  feat,      ■  .    . 
Where  peace  and  plenty  ou  thy  word  ihall  wait : 
Mufick  and  fong  ihall  wake  the  marriage-day. 
And  while  the  priefts  accufe  the  bride's  delay. 
Myrtles  and  rofes  Ihall  obflrudl  her  way. 

Friendihip  fhall  Hill  thy  ev'ning  fealls  adorn. 
And  blooming  Peace  fhall  eyer  blefs  thy  morn  ; 
Succeeding  years  %heir  happy  race  fhall  run. 
And  age,  unheeded  by  delight,  come  on ;    . 
While  yet  fuperior  Love  fhall  mock  his  pow'r ; 
And  when  old  Time  fhall  turn  the  fated  hour. 
Which  only  can  our  well-ty'd  knot  unfold. 
What  refts  of  both,  one  fepulchre  fhall  hold. 

Hence,  then,  for  ever,  from  my  Emma's  brcafl, 
(That  heav'n  of  fofttiefs,  and  that  feat  of  refl) 
Ye  doubts  ;ind  fears,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
Tormenting  grief,  ^nd  all  that  trouble  love  ; 
^catter'd  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  fore{ls  rove.   . 

3  £  1.MMA. 
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EMMA. 

O  day  !  the  faireft  fore  that  ever  rofc ; 
Period  and  end  of  anxious  Emma':»  woes  ! 
Sire  of  her  Joy,  and  fonrce  of  her  delight, 

0  !  wing'd  with  pleafure  take  thy  happy  flight. 
And  give  each  future  mom  a  tinfhire  of  thy  white. 
Yet  tell  thy  vot'ry,  potent  queen  of  Love, 
Henry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove  ? 

Will  he  be  ever  kind,  and  jnfl,  and  good  ? 

And  is  there  yet  no  millrefs  in  the  wood  ?-— 

None,  none  there  is ;  the  thought  was  ra(h  and  vain, 

A  faUe  idea,  and  a  fancy M  pain. 

Doubt  fhall  for  ever  quit  my  ftrengthen'd  heart. 

And  anxious  Jealonfy's  corroding  fmart ; 

Nor  other  inmate  (hall  inhabit  there. 

But  foft  Belief,  young  Joy,  and  pleafmg  Care, 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow. 
And  Fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  my  feet  the  fuppliant  goddefs  ftands. 
And  flieds  her  treafure  with  unweary'd  hands. 
Her  prefent  favour  cautious  Pll  embrace. 
And  not  unthankful  ufe  the  profFer'd  grace ; 
If  flie  reclaims  the  temporary  boon. 
And  tries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone; 
Secure  of  mind  I'll  obviate  her  intent. 
And,  unconcerned,  return  the  goods  flic  lent. 
Nor  happinefs  can  I,  nor  mifery,  feel. 
From  any  turn  of  her  fantaHick  wheel : 
Friendfliip's  great  laws,  and  Love's  fuperior  powVs, 
Mufl  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create, 

1  mud  my  bleflings  or  my  forrows  date. 
And  Henry's  will  muft  dt6^%te  Emma^s  fiite. 

Yet,  while  with  clofc  delight  and  inward  pride, 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  foul  fliall  hide) 
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1  ke  thee»  lord  and  end  of  my  defire. 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require^ 
With  pow'r  in  veiled,  and  with  plcafure  chear'd^ 
>  Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  opprefTor  fear'd« 
Loaded  and  blefs'd  with  all  the  affluent  (lore 
Which  human  vows  at  fmoaking  ihrines  implore  ; 
Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 
My  life  fubfervient  only  to  thy  joy, 
And  at  my  death  to  blefs  thy  kindnefs,  ihown 
To  her  who,  of  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alone* 

While'  thus  the  conftant  pair  alternate  faid. 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  loves,  a  num'rous  crowd ; 
Smiling  they  clapp'd  their  wings,  and  low  they  bow'd  : 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er. 
To  chufe  propitious  fliafts  a  precious  (lore. 
That  when  their  god  ihould  take  his  future  darts* 
To  ftrike  (however  rarely)  conftant  heaits. 
His  happy  (kill  might  proper  arms  employ. 
All  tipp'd  with  pleafure,  and  all  wing*d  with  joy  ; 
And  thofe,  they  vow'd,  whofe  lives  (hould  imitate 
Thefe  lovers  conftancy,  fliould  ftiare  their  fate. 

The  queen  of  Beauty  ftopp'd  her  bridled  doves, 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves ; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear. 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  War : 
Soon  as  (he  calls,  the  god  is  always  near. 

•  Now,  Mars,'  Ihe  faid,  *  let  Fame  exalt  her  voice, 

*  Nor  let  thy  conquefts  only  be  her  choice  ; 

*  But  when  Ihe  fings  great  Edward  from  the  field 

*  Returned,  the  hoffile  fpear  and  captive  Ihield 
'  In  Concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  to  yield 

'And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  fhall  compleat 

*  The  years  defign'd  to  perfeft  Britain's  ftate, 
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'  The  fwift-wing'd  power  ihall  take  her  trump  again^ 

*  To  ling  her  fav*rite  Anna's  wond'rous  reign; 

*  l*o  recoUci^  unwearyM  Marlbro's  toils, 
'  Old  Rufas'  Hall  unequal  to  his  fpoils; 

*  The  Briiilh  fbldier  from  his  high  command 

'  Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquiQi'd  by  his  hand; 

*  Let  her  at  lead  perform  what  I  defire, 

*  With  fccond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infpirc, 

*  And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulgar  ilrain, 

*  What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 

*  And  when  thy  tumults  anJ  thy  fights  are  pafs'd, 

*  And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  arc  caft, 

*  Faithful  may'ft  thou,  like  Britifh  Henry,  proves 
'  And,  Emma-like,  let  me  return  thy  love. 

*  Rcnown'd  for  truth  let  all  thy  fons  appear, 

*  And  conflant  Beauty  fliall  reward  their  care.* 
Mars  fmil'd,  and  bow'd  :  the  Cyprian  deity 

Turn'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  (ky ; 

*  And  thou/  (he  fmiling  faid,  *  great  god  of  days 

*  And  vcrfc,  behold  my  deed,  and  fing  my  praife  ; 

*  As  on  the  Britifh  earth,  my  favorite  ifle, 

*  Thy  g<^ntle  rays  and  kindefl  influence  fmile, 

*  Thro*  .  II  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves, 

*  Proclaim  Witli  joy  thefe  memorable  loves  : 

*  From  cv^ry  annii.i!  courfe  let  one  great -day, 

*  To  c(rl*^-^rrt?d  rp  MI'S  and  Hural  play, 

*  Be  k    a...ij  ;  ana  ;:i  the  fofteft  lays 

*  Ot  thy  poeuck  i-'iis,  be  folemn  praife, 
'  And  eveiIalUnt»  jnurks  of  honour,  paid 

*  To  tiic  true  i-over  and  tJie  Nut-brown  Maid/ 
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LETTER  TO  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE, 

BY    HENRY    FIELDING,    ESQ:^ 
SIRf 

WHILE  at  the  helm  of  flate  you  ride. 
Our  nation's  envy  and  it's  pride  ; 
While  foreign  courts  with  wonder  gaze. 
And  juftly  all  your  counfels  praife. 
Which,  in  contempt  of  fadion*s  force,  ' 

Steer,  tbo'  oppos'd,  a  fteady  courfe; 
Would  you  not  wonder.  Sir,  to  view 
Your  bard  a  greater  man  than  you  ? 
And  yet  the  fequel  proves  it  true. 

You  know.  Sir,  certain  ancient  fellows, 
Philofophers,  and  others,  tell  us. 
That  no  alliance  e'er  between 
Greatnefs  and  happinefs  is  fecn ; 
If  fo,  may  Heaven  ftill  deny 
To  you,  to  be  as  great  as  I. 

Beiides,  we're  taught,  it  does  behove  us. 
To  think  thofe  greater  who're  above  us : 
Another  inftance  of  my  glory. 
Who  live  above  you  twice  two  (lory. 
And  from  my  garret  can  look  down. 
As  from  an  hill,  on  half  the  town. 

Greatnefs  by  poets  ilill  is  painted. 
With  many  followers  acquainted  : 
This  too  does  in  my  favour  fpeak. 
Your  levee  is  but  twice  a  week; 
From  mine  I  can  exclude  but  one  day ; 
My  door  is  quiet  on  a  Sunday. 

I'he  diftance,   too,   at  which  they  bow, 
Poes  my  fuperior  greatnefs  Ihqw, 

Familiar 
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Familiar  70a  to  admiration. 
May  be  approach'd  by  all  the  nation ; 
While  I,  like  Great  Mogul  in  Indo, 
Am  never  feen  but  at  a  window. 

The  fiunily  that  dines  the  lateft. 
Is  in  oor  ftreet  efteemM  the  greateft ; 
But  greater  him  we  forely  call. 
Who  hardly  deigns  to  dine  at  alL 

If  with  my  greatnefs  yon*re  offended^ 
The  fault  is  eafily  amended : 
You  have  it.  Sir,  within  your  power 
To  take  your  homble  fervant  lower. 


LOVE. 

AN    XLECT. 
BY     DR.    AKENSIDE. 

TO  O  much  my  heart  of  beauty's  pow'r  hath  knolrUji 
Too  long  to  Love  hath  Reafon  left  her  throne  i 
Too  long  my  genius  moum'd  his  myrtle  chain. 
And  three  rich  years  of  youth  confum'd  in  rain. 
My  wiihes,  InllM  with  foft  inglorious  dream«> 
Forgot  the  patriot's  and  the  fage's  themes  : 
Thro'  each  elyfian  vale  and  fairy  grove. 
Thro'  all  th'  enchanted  paradife  of  love. 
Mifled  by  fickly  Hope's  deceitful  flame, 
Averfe  to  adUon,  and  renouncing  fame. 

At  laft  the  vifionary  fcenes  decay  ; 
My  eyes,  exulting,  blefs  the  new-born  day  ; 
Whofe  faithful  beams  dete£i  the  dangerous  road 
In  which  my  heedlefs  feet  (ecurely  trod. 
And  ilrip  the  phantoms  of  their  l3dng  charms. 
That  lur'd  my  foul  fron^  Wifdom'i  peaceful  arms. 
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Por  illver  ftreaxns,  and  banks  be/jpread  with  flow^rsp 
or  mofly  couches,  and  haimonious  bowVs, 
!  barren  heaths  appear,  and  pathlefs  woods. 
And  rocks,  hung  dreadful  o'er  unfathom'd  floods : 
Por  opennefs  of  heart,  for  tender  finiles. 
Looks  fraught  with  love,  and  wrath-difarming  mks> 
Lo !  fullen  fpite,  and  perjur'd  Infb  of  gain^ 
And  cruel  pride,  and  crueller  difdain  ; 
Lo  !  cordial  faith  to  idiot  airs  refinM, 
Now  coolly  civil,  now  tranfporting  kind. 
Por  graceful  eafe,  lo !  affedation  walks. 
And  dull  half-fenfe  for  wit  and  wifdom  talks. 
New  to  each  hour,  what  low  delight  fucceeds^ 
What  precious  furniture  of  hearts  and  heads  I 
By  nought  their  prudence,  but  by  getting,  known  ; 
And  all  their  courage  in  deceiving  fhewn. 

See  next  what  plagues  attend  the  lover's  ftate« 
What  frightful  forms  of  terror,  fcom,  and  hate ! 
See  burning  Fury  heav'n  and  earth  defy  I 
See  dumb  Defpair  in  icy  fetters  lie ! 
See  bla^  Sufpidon  bend  his  gloomy  brow. 
The  hideous  image  of  himfelf  to  view  ! 
And  fond  Belief,  with  all  a  lover's  flame. 
Sinks  in  thofe  arms  tl^t  point  his  head  with  fhame. 
There  wan  Dejedion,  faultVing  as  he  goes. 
In  (hades  and  iilence  vainly  feeks  repofe ; 
Mufing  thro'  pathlefs  wilds  confumes  the  day» 
Then  lofl  in  darknefs,  weeps  the  hours  away. 
Here  the  gay  crowd  of  Luxury  advance. 
Some  touch  the  lyre,  and  others  urge  the  dance ; 
On  ev'ry  head  the  rofy  garland  glows. 
In  ev'ry  hand  the  golden  goblet  flows.         « 
The  Syren  views  them  with  exulting  eyes. 
And  laughs  at  bafliful  Virtue  as  flie  flies. 
Bat  fee  behind,  where  Boom  and  Want  appear. 
The  grave  remonftrance^  and  the  witty  fneer  I 

See 
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See  fell  Remorfey  in  adion  prompt  to  dart 
Her  fnaky  poifon  thro'  the  confcious  heart ! 
And  Sloth,  to  cancel,  with  oblivious  ihame. 
The  fair  memorial  of  recording  Fame  ! 

Are  thefe  delights  that  one  would  wifh  to  gain  ? 
Is  this  th'  elyfium  of  a  fober  brain  ? 
To  wait  for  happinefs  in  female  fmiles. 
Bear  all  her  fcorn,  be  caught  with  all  her  wiles  ; 
With  pray'rs,  with  bribes,  with  lyes,  her  pity  crave^ 
Blcfs  her  hard  bonds^  and  boaft  to  be  her  Have  ; 
To  feel,  for  trifles,  a  diftrafting  train 
Of  hopes  and  terrors,  equally  in  vain  ; 
This  hour  to  t|:emble,  and  the  next  to  glow  ; 
Can  pride,  can"  fenfe,  can  reafon  floop  fo  low  ? 
When  Viitue,  at  an  eafier  price,  difplays 
The  facred  wreaths, of  honourable  praife  ; 
When  Wifdom  utters  her  divine  decree. 
To  laugh  at;  pompous  Folly,  and  be  free, 

I  bid  adieu,  tlien^  to  thefe  woeful  fcenes  ; 
I  bid  adieu  to  all  the  fex  of  queens; 
Adieu  to  ev'ry  fu^^ring,  iimple  foul. 
That  let's  a  woman's  will  his  cafe  controul. 
There,  laugh,  ye  witty;  and  rebuke,  ye  grave  ! 
For  me,  I  fcorn  to  boail  that  I'm  a  flave, 
I  bid  the  whining  brotherhood  be  gone.  ' 
Joy  to  my  heart !  my  wiflies  are  my  own  ! 
Farewel  the  female  heav'n,  the  female  hell ! 
To  the  great  god  of  love  a  glad  farewel ! 
Is  this  the  triumph  of  thy  awful  name  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fplendid  hopes  that  urg'd  thy  aim. 
When  firft  my  bofom  own'd  thy  haughty  fway  ? 
When  thus  Minerva  heard  thee,  boafting,  fay— 

*  Go,  martial  maid,  elfewhere  thy  arts  employ, 

*  Nor  hope  to  flielter  that  devoted  boy  : 

*  Go,  teach  the  folcmn  fons  of  care  and  age, 

*  The  penfive  ftatefmau^  and  the  midnight  fage  ; 
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^  The  young  with  me  muft  other  lefTons  prove  ; 

*  Youth  calls  for  pleafure,  pleafure  calls  for  love. 

*  Behold  his  heart  thy  grave  advice  difdains, 

*  Behold  I  bind  him  in  ctei-nal  chains.* 

Alas  !  great  Love,  how  idle  was  the  boaft ! 
Thy  chains  are  broken,  and  thy  leilons  loft. 
Thy  wilful  rage  has  tir'd  niy  fuff'ring  heart. 
And  paflion,  reafon,  forc'd  thee  to  depart. 

But  wherefore  dbfl  thou  linger  on  thy  way? 
Why  vainly  ffearch  for  fome  pretence  to  flay. 
When  crowds  of  vaffals  court  thy  pleafing  yoke. 
And  countlefs  viflims  bow  them  to  the  fboke  ? 
Lo !  round  thy  fhrine  a  thbufand  youths  adv^ce^ 
Warm  with  the  gentle  ardours  of  romance  ; 
Each  longs  t'  aflert  thy  caufe  with  feats  of  arm». 
And  make  the  world  confefs  Dulcinea's  charms. 
Ten  thoufand  girls,  with  flow'ry  chaplets  crown'd. 
To  groves  and  ireams  thy  tender  triumph  found; 
Each  bids  the  fh-eani  in  murmurs  fpeak  her  flanie; 
Each  calls  the  grove  to  iigh  her  fhepherd's  name. 
But  if  thy  pride  fuch  eafy  honour  fcorn. 
If  nobler  trophies  muft  thy  toil  adorn. 
Behold  yon  flow'ry  antiquated  maid 
Brigkt  in  the  bloom  of  threefcore  years'  difplay^d ; 
Her  fhalt  thou  bind  in  thy  delightfu*!  chains. 
And  thrill  with  gentle  pangs  her  witherM  veins  ; 
Her  frofty  cheek  with  crimfon  bluflies  dye. 
With  dreams  of  rapture  melt  her  maudlin  eye. 

Turn  then  thy  labours  to  the  fervile  crowd. 
Entice  the  wary,  ahd  controul  the  proud ; 
Make  the  fad-mife*.  his  beft  gains  forego. 
The  folemn  ftatelman  figh  to  be  a  bean  ; 
The  bold  coquette  with  fondeft  pafTion  burn. 
The  Bacchanalian  o*er  his  bottle  mourn  ; 
And  that  chief  glory  of  thy  pow'r  maintain, 

*  To  poife  ambition  in  a  female  brain.* 

3  F  Be 


4IO  BRAUriES     OF    POETRY. 

Be  tlieie  thy  triumphs,  but  no  more  prefume 
That  my  rebellious  heart  will  yield  thee  room. 
J  know  thy  puny  force,  thy  iimple  wiles ; 
1  break  triumphant  thro'  thy  flimfy  toils; 
I  fee  thy  dying  lamp's  laft  languid  glow. 
Thy  arrows  blunted,  and  unbraced  thy  bow  ; 
I  feel  diviner  fires  my  breaft  inflame. 
To  a£live  fcience,  and  ingenuous  fame : 
Refume  the  paths  my  earliefl  choice  began. 
And  lofe,  with  pride,  the  lover  in  the  man. 


L  Y  C  I  D  A  S*. 

A       MONODY. 
BY     MR.    JOHN     MILTON. 

YE  T  once  more,  O  ye  laurels,  and  once  more 
Ye  myrtles  brown,  with  ivy  never  fere, 
I  come  to  pluck  your  berries  harfli  and  crude. 
And  with  forc'd  fingers  rude 
Shatter  your  leaves  before  the  mellowing  year. 
Bitter  condraiut,  and  fad  occafion  dear. 
Compels  me  to  difturb  your  feafon  due  : 
For  Lycidas  is  dead,  dead  ere  his  prime; 
Young  Lycidas !  and  hath  not  left  his  peer. 
Who  would  not  fing  for  Lycidas  ?  he  knew 
ilimfelf  to  fmg,  and  build  the  lofty  rhime. 
He  muft  not  float  upon  his  wat'ry  bier 
Unwept,  and  welter  to  the  parching  wind. 
Without  the  meed  of  fome  melodious  tear. 

*  This  poem  was  made  upon  the  unfortunate  and  untimely  death  of  Mr. 
Edward  King,  fon  of  Sir  John  King  fecrctary  for  Ireland,  (a  fellow*  collegian 
and  intimate  friend  of  our  author)  who,  as  he  was  going  to  vifit  hii  relations 
in  Ireland,  was  drowned  on  the  loth  of  Auguft  1637,  and  in  the  25th  year 
of  his  age.        Dr.  Newton. 
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Begin  tken,  fillers  of  the  facred  well. 
That  from  beneath  the  feat  of  Jove  doth  fpring; 
Begin,  and  fomewhat  loudly  fweep  the  firing. 
Hence  with  denial  vain,  and  coy  excufe  ! 
So  may  fome  gentle  Mufe 
With  lucky  words  favour  my  deftin'4  urn  ; 
And  as  he  paffes  turn. 
And  bid  fair  peace  be  to  my  fable  fhroud : 
For  we  were  nurs'd  upon  the  felf-fame  hill. 
Fed  the  fame  flock,  by  fountain,  fhade,  and  rill. 

Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawns  appear*d 
'  Under  the  op'ning  eye-lids  of  the  morn. 
We  drove  a-field,  and  both  together  heard 
What  time  the  grey-fly  winds  her  fultry  horn, 
Batt'ning  our  flocks  with  the  frefti  dews  of  night ; 
Oft  till  the  ilar  that  rofe,  at  ev'ning,  bright, 
Tow'rd  Heav'n's  defcent  had  flop'd  his  weft'ring  wheel. 
Meanwhile  the  rural  ditties  were  not  mute  :  . 
Tcmper'd  to  th'  oaten  flute, 

Rough  Satyrs  danc'd,  and  Fauns  with  cloven  heel 

From  the  glad  found  would  not  be  abfent  long; 

And  old  Damaetas  lov'd  to  hear  our  fong. 

But  O  the  heavy  change,  now  thou  art  gone  ;  - 

Now  thou  art  gone,  and  never  muft  return ! 

Thee,  fhepherd,  thee  the  woods,  and  defart  caves 

With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o'ergrown. 

And  all  their  echoes  mourn. 

The  willows,  and  the  hazel  copfes  green. 

Shall  now  no  more  be  feen. 

Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  foft  lays. 

As  killing  as  the  canker  to  the  rofe. 

Or  taint-worm  to  the  weanling  herds  that  graze. 

Or  froft  to  flow'rs  that  their  gay  wardrobe  wtar 

When  firfl  the  white-thorn  blows; 

Such,  Lycidas,  thy  lofi  to  fliepherds  ear. 

3  F  2  Where 
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Where  were  ye,  nymphs^  when  the  xeniprfdcjb  d^uigt 
Clos'd  o'er  the  head  of  your  lov'd  Lycidat  ?  , 
For  neither  were  ye  playing  on  the  fteep, 
"Where  your  old  bards,  the  famous  Druids,  lite; 
Nor  on  the  (haggy  top  of  Mona  high; 
Nor  yet  where  Deva  fpreads  her  wizard  itreasu 
Ay  me  !  I  fondly  dream 

Had  ye  been  there;  for  what  could  that  have  doqe? 
What  could  the  Mufe  herfelf  that  Orplieus  bore» 
The  Mufe  herfelf  for  her  enchanting  fon. 
Whom  univerfal  nature  did  lament. 
When  by  the  rout  that  made  the  hideous  roar. 
His  goary  vifage  down  the  flream  was  fent, 
Down  the  fwift  Hebrus  to  the  Le&ian  fhore? 

Alas !  what  boots  it  with  inceflant  care 
To  tend  the  homely  flighted  ihepherd's  t£ade> 
And  ftri£^y  meditate  the  thanklefs  Mufe  ? 
Were  it  not  better  done,  as  others  ufe. 
To  fport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  fhade^ 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Neaera's  hair? 
Fame  is  the  fpur  that  the  clear  fpirit  doth  rfufe 
(That  lafl  infirmity  of  noble  mind) 
To  fcorn  delights,  and  live  laborious  days^ 
But  the  fair  guerdon  wlien  we  hope  to  find. 
And  thiuk  to  bnrH  out  Into  fudden  blaze. 
Comes  the  blind  .Fury  with  th'  abhorred  fteara. 
And  flits  the  thin-fpun  life.     '  But  not  the  praife,* 
Phoebus  rcply'd,  and  touched  my  trembling  ears> 

*  Fame  is  no  plant  that  grows  on  mortal  fbil^ 

*  Nor  in  the  glift'ring  foil 

*  Set  oiF  to  th*  world,  nor  in  biioa^  rumour  lips^ 

*  But  lives  and  fpreads  aloft  by  thofe  p^ur^e  eye^^ 

*  And  perfedl  witnefs  of  all-judging  Jove; 

*  As  he  pronounces  laftly  on  each  deed, 

*  Of  fo  much  fame  in  Hcav'n  exjjefit  thy  me^' 

Ofouj 
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.   O  fountain  Arethufe,  and  thou  honour'd  flood, 

Smooth-Aiding  Mincius,  crown'd  with  vocal  re^ds^ 

That  ftrain  I  heard  was  of  a  higher  mood : 

But  now  my  oat  proceeds. 

And  Mens  to  the  herald  of  the  fea 

That  came  in  Neptune's  plea. 

He  a&'d  the  waves,  and  alk'd  the  felon  winds, 

*  What  hard  mifhap  hath  doom'd  this  gentle  fwain  ?' 
And  queftion'd  ev'ry  guft  of  rugged  wings 

That  blows  from  off  each  beaked  promontory :  ^ 

They  knew  not  of  his  fbry. 

And  fage  Hippotades  their  anfwer  brings. 

That  not  a  blaft  was  from  his  dungeon  ib-ay'd  2 

The  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 

Sleek  Panope  with  all  her  fiflers  playM. 

It  was  that  fatal  and  perfidious  bark. 

Built  in  th'  eclipfe,  and  rigg'd  with  curfes  dark,- 

That  funk  fo  low  that  facred  head  of  thine! 

Next  Camus,  reverend  fire,  went  footing  flow. 
His  mantle  hairy,  and  his  bonnet  fedge. 
Inwrought  with  figures  dim,  and  on  the  edge 
Like  to  that  fanguine  flow'r  infcrib'd  with  woe : 

*  Ah  !  who  hath  reft,'  quoth  he,  *  my  deareft  pledge  f* 
Lafl  came,  and  lafl  did  go. 

The  pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake ; 

Two  maffy  keys  he  bore  of  metals  twain, 

(The  golden  opes,  the  iron  fhuts  amain) 

He  fhook  his  miter'd  locks,  and  (tern  befpake: 

*  How  well  could  I  have  fpar'd  for  thee,  young  fwatn, 

*  Enow  of  fuch  as  for  their  bellies  fake 

'  Creep  and  intrude,  and  climb  into  the  fold.! 
'  Of  other  care  they  little  reckoning  make, 

*  Than  how  to  fcramble  at  the  fhearers  feaft, 

*  And  fhove  away  the  worthy  bidden  gueft; 

*  Blind  mouths !  that  fcarce  themfelves  know  how  to  hold 

*  A  fhecp-hook,  or  h^ve  Icarn'd  aught  elfe  the  leall 
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•  That  to  the  faithful  hcrdman's  art  belongs  ! 

•  What  recks  it  them?  What  Iwed  they?  They  are  fpcdi; 

•  And  when  they  lift,  their  lean  and  flafliy  fongs 

*  Grate  on  their  fcranncl  pipes  of  wretched  ftraw. 

•  The  hungry  iheep  look  up,  and  are  not  fed; 

«  But,  fwoii'n  with  wind,  and  the  rank  mift  they  dra«r» 

*  Rot  inwardly,  and  foul  contagion  fpread  : 

*  Befides  what  the  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 
'  Daily  devours  apace,  and  nothing  faid; 

*  But  that  two-handed  engine  at  the  door  - 

<  Stands  ready  to  fmite  once,  and  fmite  no  more.* 

Return  Alpheus,  the  dread  voice  is  pafs'd. 
That  ihrunk  thy  ftreams ;  return,  Sicilian  Mufe, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hither  caft  i 

Their  bells,  and  flowerets  of  a  thoufand  hues. 
Ye  valleys  low,  where  the  mild  whifpers  ufc 
Of  ihades,  and  wanton  winds,  and  gufhing  brooks> 
On  whofe  frefli  lap  tlie  fwart-ftar  fparely  looks,  \ 

Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  enamel'd  eyes. 
That  on  the  ^-rcen  turf  fuck  the  honied  fhow'rs. 
And  purple  all  the  ground  with  vernal  flow'rs. 
Bring  the  mthe  primrofe  that  forfaken  dies. 
The  tufted  crow-toe,  and  pale  jeiTamine, 
The  white  pink,  and  the  panfy  freak'd  with  jet» 
The  glowing  violet. 

The  muik-rofe,  and  the  wcll-attir'd  woodbine. 
With  cowflips  wan  that  hang  the  peniive  head. 
And  ev'ry  flow'r  that  fad  embroidery  wears : 
Bid  amarantus  all  his  beauty  (hed. 
And  dafFadillics  fill  their  cups  with  tears. 
To  ftrew  the  laureat  hearfe  where  Lycid  lies. 
For  fo,  to  interpofe  a  little  eafe. 
Let  our  frail  thoughts  dally  with  falfe  furmife. 
Ay  me  !  whilft  thee  the  (hores,  and  founding  feas 
•     Wafh  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurl'd. 
Whether  beyond  the  ftormy  Hebrides, 

Wl 
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Where  thou  perhaps  under  the  whelming  tide 
Viiit'ft  the  bottom  6f  the  monftrous  world ; 
Or  whether  thou,  to  our  moift  vows  deny'd, 
Sleep'ft  by  the  fable  of  Bellerus  old, 
AVTiere  the  great  vifion  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  tow'rd  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hold ; 
Look  homeward,  angel,  now,  and  melt  with  ruth : 
And,  O  ye  dolphins,  waft  the  haplefs  youth. 

Weep  no  more,  woeful  fhepherds !  weep  no  more  ; 
For  Lycidas,  your  forrow,  is  not  dead. 
Sunk  though  he  be  beneath  the  wat'ry  floor  ; 
So  finks  the  day-flar  in  the  ocean  bed. 
And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head. 
And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new  fpangled  ore 
Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  fey : 
So  Lycidas  funk  low,  but  mounted  high. 
Through  the  dear  might  of  Him  that  walk'd  the  waves. 
Where  other  groves  and  other  ftreams  along. 
With  nedar  pure  his  oozy  locks  he  laves. 
And  hears  the  unexpreflive  nuptial  fong. 
In  the  blefs'd  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  love. 
There  entertain  him  all  the  faints  above. 
In  folcmn  troops,  and  fweet  focieties. 
That  fing,  and  finging  in  their  glory  move. 
And  wipe  the  tears  for  ever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lycidas,  the  fhepherds  weep  no  more ; 
Henceforth  thou  art  the  genius  of  the  fliore. 
In  thy  large  recompenfe,  and  ihalt  be  good 
To  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  flood. 

Thus  fang  the  uncouth  fwain  to  th'  oaks  and  rills. 
While  the  ftill  morn  went  out  with  fandals  grey. 
He  touch'd  the  tender  flops  of  various  quills. 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay : 

And 


4i6  .  BEAUTIESr    OF    POETRY* 

And  now  the  fun  had  ftretcli'd  out  all  the  lulls. 
And  now  was  dropped  into  the  welbm  1>ay. 
At  laft  he  rofe,  and  twitch'd  his  mantle  blue': 
To-morrow  to  freih  woods»  and  paitures  niew* 

• 

THE     INVITATION. 

BY    MR.    BARCLAY. 

AWAKE,  my  fair,  the  morning  fprings. 
The  dew-drops  glance  aronnd ; 
The  heifer  lows,  the  blackbird  iings. 
The  echoing  vales  refound.^ 

The  funple  fweets  wonld  Stdla  tafte. 

That  breathing  morning  yields  ; 
The  fragrance  of  the  floiv*ry  WaSr,' 

And  freihnefs  of  the  fields  : 

By  uplands,  and  the  greenwood-fide> 

We'll  take  our  early  way. 
And  view  the  valley  fpreading  wide^ 

And  opening  with  the  day* 

Nor  uninflrufUve  fhall  the  fcene 

Unfold  it's  charms  in  vain  ; 
The  fallow  brown,  the  meadow  green. 

The  mountain,  and  the  plain. 

Each  dew-drop  glift'ning  on  the  thorn. 

And  trembling  to  it's  fall ; 
Each  blufh  that  paints  the  cheek  of  morn. 

In  Fancy's  ear  fhall  call : 

*  O  ye,  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 

•  Who  lightly  dance  along ; 

«  While  Laughier  frolicks  at  your  fide, 

*  And  Rapture  tunes  your  fong  ! 
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*  What  though  each  grace  around  you  play> 

*  Each  beauty  bloom  for  you  ; 

*  Warm  as  the  blulb  of  rifing  day, 

*  And  fparkling  as  the  dew : 

*  The  blufh  that  glows  fo  gaily  now, 
X  '  But  glows  to  difappear; 

'  And,  quiv'ring  from  the  bending  bough, 
'  Soon  breaks  the  pearly  tear ! 

*  So  pafs  the  beauties  of  your  prime, 
'  That  e'en  in  blooming  die ; 

»  So,  fl>rinking  at  the  blaft  of  Time, 

*  The  tregch'rous  Graces  fly.* 

Let  thofe,  my  Stella,  flight  the  ftrain. 

Who  fear  to  find  it  true  ; 
Each  fair,  of  tranfieilt  beauty  vain. 

And  youth  as  tranfient  too  ! 

With  charms  that  win  beyond  the  fight> 

And  hold  the  willing  heart. 
My  Stella  ihall  await  their  flight. 

Nor  figh  when  they  depart. 

Still  graces  fliall  nemain  behind^ 

And  beauties  ilill  controul ; 
-  The  graces  of  the  polifli'd  mind» 
And  beauties  of  the  foul. 
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H    O    L    K    H    A    M*. 

BY     MR.     POTTER. 

TH  E  lofty  beeches,  and  their  facred  fliade. 
O'er  Penfturfl's  flowV-embroider'd  vale  difplayM/ 
Have  yet  their  glory :  not  that  Sidney's  hand 

*  Marfliaird  in  even  ranks  th'  obfequious  band  ;• 
Or  his  frcfh  garlands  in  thefe  bowers  entwin'd, 
Whilft  all  Arcadia  open'd  on  his^mind. 

But  here  fweet  Waller  breath'd  his  am'rous  flame» 
And  taught  the  groves  his  Sacharifla's  name ; 
Here  met  the  Mufe,  *  while  gentle  Love  was  by, 

*  That  tun'd  his  lute,  and  wound  the  ftrings  fo  High :' 
Still  with  th'  enraptur'd  drains  the  vallies  ring. 

And  the  groves  flourifli  in  eternal  fpring. 
Eternal  fpring  fmiles  in  thofe  green  retrcats,^ 

*  No  more  the  monarch's,  ftill  the  Mufe's  feats  ;* 
Where  crown'd  with  tow'rs  majeftick  Wind  for  ftands. 
And  the  wide  world  beneath  her  feet  commands :' 
Not  that  her  regal  rampires  boaft  the  fame 

Of  each  great  Edward's,  each  great  Henry's  name ; 
Not  that,  in  days  of  high-atchiev'd  renown. 
There  Britain's  Genius  iix'd  his  awful  throne. 
Encircled  with  that  glorious  blaze,  that  fprings 
From  conquer'd  nations,  and  from  captive  kings* 
When  each  proud  trophy  moulders  ^m  the  wall. 
And  e'en  the  imperial  dome  itfelf  (hall  fall ; 
When  thofe  great  names,  the  warrior  and  the  fage. 
Lie  clouded  in  the  dark  hiilorick  page ; 
Then  (hall  the  heav'n-born  Mufe  (to  whom  belong 
The  more  than  mortal-making  pow'rs  of  (bng) 

•  A  feat  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Lciceftcr  in  the  county  of  Norfolk* 

ThiH 
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Thro*  Time's  deep  (hades  her  facred  light  difplay. 
And  pour  the  beam  of  Fame's  eternal  day. 

Queen  of  fweet  numbers  and  melodious  ftrains. 
If  yet  thou  deign  to  vifit  Britain's  plains ; 
If  yet  thy  hallow'd  haunts  partake  thy  love. 
Clear  fpring,  cnamell'd  vale,  or  bow'ry  grove  ; 
O  come,  and  range  with  me  th'  afpiring  glades. 
Where  Leicefter  fpreads  the  lawns,  and  forms  the  fhadeaj 
On  Holkham's  plains  bid  Grecian  drudures  rife. 
And  the  tall  column  flioot  into  the  fkies ; 
Beneath  whofe  proud  furvey,  extended  wide. 
New  fcenes,  new  beauties,  charm  on  ev'ry  fide  : 
Here,  croWn'd  with  woods,  the  fhaded  hills  afcend  ; 
In  open  light  there  the  low  vales  extend  ; 
Here,  in  rich  harvefts,  waves  the  ripen'd  grain. 
And  there  frefh  verdure  cloaths  the  paftur'd  plain ; 
Sweet  intermix'd,  and  lovely  to  behold^ 
As  the  green  emerald  enchas'd  in  gold/ 

See  where  the  limpid  lake,  thro'  pendant  fhades. 
The  hills  between,  her  liquid  treafures  leads ; 
And  to  the  boughs,  that  fringe  her  crifped  fides. 
Holds  the  clear  mirror  of  her  chryftal  tides : 
Her  chryftal  tides  refleft  the  waving  fcene. 
Their  filvery  furface  darkening  into  green. 
As  on  the  fteep  banks,  bending  o'er  the  flood, 
Grotefque  and  wild  up  fprings  th'  o'erfhadowing  wood ; 
^  Or  the  flope  margent,  with  a  fofter  rife. 
Shade  above  fliade,  and  rank  o'er  rank  fupplies ; 
The  verdant  bafis  of  yon  champain  mound. 
It's  hallow'd  head  with  God's  own  temple  crown'd ; 
The  home-bound  mariner  from  far  defcries. 
Emerging  from  the  waves,  the  tall  tower  rife ; 
With  tranfport  bids  the  folemn  flrufture  hail. 
And,  wing'd  for  Britain,  fpeeds  the  flying  fail. 

In  nearer  view,  midft  the  lawn's  wide  extent^ 
That  gently  fwells  with  an  unforc'd  afcent, 

3  G  2  la 
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In  juft  proportion  fifing  on  the  fight,  "  -■  \ 

The  (lately  manfion  lifts  it's  ^ow'rjr  height,  ;  ^ 

And  glitters  o*er  the  groves.     An  oak  bcnfeJith, 

That  calls  the  cool  gales  thro*  it*s  boughs  to  brea^ei,  ' 

Where  the  fun  darts  his  fervid  rays  in  vain. 

Like  the  great  patriarch  on  Mamre's  plq^in 

The  princely  Leicefler  fits  :  the  pageant  pride. 

Of  ciimb'roas  greatnefs,  banifh'd  from  his  iide, 

Jn  thefe  blefs'd  bowers  he  plans  the  great  defign ; 

With  heighten'd  charms  bids  modeft  nature  fiiine  ^ 

Shews  us  magnificence  ally'd  to  ufe ; 

Tho'  rich,  yet  chafte;  tho*  fplendid,  not  profufe; 

Calls  forth  each  beauty  that  from  order  fprings. 

From  it's  lov^d  Greece  each  honoured  fcience  brings^ 

O'er  Art's  fair  train  extends  his  gen'rous  care. 

And  bids  each  polifh'd  grace  inhabit  here. 

Nor  thefe  alone :  here  Virtue  loves  to  dwell. 
No  cold  reclufe,  felf-cavern'd  in  a  cell ; 
Adive  and  warm  (he  breathes  a  noble  part. 
Glows  in  the  breaft,  and  opens  all  the  heart ; 
To  gen'rous  deeds  (he  fires  th'  empaffion'd  iflind. 
The  fubftitute  of  Heaven,  to  blefs  mankind  1 
She,  thro'  defponding  Mifery's  chearlefs  gloom. 
Pours  joy,  and  gives  negle£led  Worth  to  bloom  i; 
She  in  each  bbfom  dills  the  ri(ing  (igh. 
And  wipes  ofr  cv'ry  tear  from  ev*ry  eye  j 
She  to  yon  ^Ims-houfe,  bofom'd  in  the  groVe, 
From  toil  and  cares  bids  Age  and  Want  remove ; 
There  the  tir'd  eve  of  laboured  life  to  reft. 
Fed  by  her  hand,  and  by  her  bounty  blefs'd. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  rays  that  round  true  greatnclTs  (hme;^ 
And  thine,  briglit  Clifford  1  the  full  blaze  is  thine. 
Bring  the  green  bay,  the  fragrant  myrtle  bring. 
The  violet  glowing  in  the  lap  of  fptihg ; 
Bid  the  fweet  vallies  fend  each  iioney'd  Iflo^'r, 
Each  herb,  each  leaf,  i)f  aromatick  pbw'r : 
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?he  Mufe's  hand  fhall  their  xnixM  odonrs  Ipreftd, 
-^   knd  fbew  the  ground  where  Clifford  deigns  to  tread*  . 
«i    In  diftant  profpc£t,  linking  from  the  eye, 
sc£tfOW  in  the  tufted  dales  the  hamlets  lie. 

Where  virgin  Innocence,  and  mcek-^'d  Peace, 

With  calm  Content,  the  ftraw*rooPd  cottage  blefs  ; 
i,  And  ftrong-nerv'd  Indaflry,  in  pureft  flow, 
ii   Spreads  o'er  the  vermil  cheek  Health's  rofeate  glovr* 
:|r,       More  diftant  yet,  the  throng'd  commercial  town, 
Si  '7hat  makes  the  wealth  of  other  worlds  her  own^ 

Lifts  her  proud  head,  and  fees  with  ev'ry  tide, 
^   Rich-freighted  navies  croad  her  harbour'd  iide  ; 

Or  bids  the  parting  veflel  fpread  the  fail 
^     Loofe  to  the  wind,  land  Ciitch  the  rifing  gale : 

Whim  the  vaft  ocean,  Albion's  atmoft  bound, 

^olls  it's  broad  wave,  a  world  of  waters,  round. 
In  fweet  aflonilhment  th'  impatient  mind 

^ids  her  free  pow'rs  expatiate  unconfin'd; 

From  fcene  to  fcene  in  rapid  progrefs  flies  ; 

Glances  from  earth  to  leas,  from  {ezs  to  fkits  ; 

Delights  to  feel  the  great  ideas  roll. 

Swell  on  the  fenfe,  and  fill  up  all  the  foul. 

Not  fuch  the  fcene,  when  o'er  th*  uncnltur'd  wild 

No  harveft  rofe,  no  chearful  verdure  fmil'd  ; 

On  the  bare  hill  no  tree  was  feen  to  fpread 

The  graceful  foliage  of  it's  waving  head ; 

No  breathing  hedge-row  form'd  the  broider'd  i»oiind» 

Nor  hawthorn  blofTom'd  on  th*  unfightly  ground : 

Joy  was  not  here ;  no  bird  of  finer  note 

Pour'd  the  thick  warblings  of  his  dulcet  throat ; 

E'en  Hope  was  fled ;  and  o'er  the  chearlefs  plain, 

A  wafle  of  fand.  Want  held  her  unblefs'd  reign. 
Lo,  Leicefler  comes !  Before  his  maflering  hand 

Flies  the  rude  Genius  of  the  favage  land ; 

The  ruflet  lawns  a  fudden  verdure  wear ; 

Starts  from  the  woud'ring  fields  the  golden  ear ; 

Vp 
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Up  nfe  the  waving  woods,  and  hafte  to  crowa 
The  hill's  bare  brow,  and  fhade  the  fultry  down* 
The  fhclter'd  traveller  fees,  with  glad  furprize, 
0*er  tracklefs  wilds  th'  extended  rows  arife ; 
And,  as  their  hofpiuble  branches  fpread> 
BleiTes  the  friendly  hand  that  form'd  the  fhade : 
Joy  blooms  around,  and  chcars  the  peafant's  toil. 
As  fmiling  Plenty  decks  the  cultur'd  foil ; 
The  brightening  fcenes  a  kinder  genius  own. 
And  Nature  finiihes  what  Art  begun.  . 

Bat  can  the  verfe,  tho'  Philomela  deign 
To  breathe  the  fweet  notes  thro'  the  warbled  flrain  ; 
Tho'  ev'ry  Mufe  and  ev'ry  Grace  ihould  fmile. 
And  raptures  raife  the  honey- ileeped  ftyle ; 
Can  the  verfe  paint  like  Nature  ?  Can  the  pow'r 
That  wakes  to  life  free  Fancy's  imag'd  Store, 
Boad  charms  like  her's  ?  or  the  creative  hand 
In  blendid  tints  fuch  beauteous  fcenes  command, 
Tho*  learned  Pouffia  gives  each  grace  to  flow. 
And  bright  Lorrain's  ethereal  colours  glow  ? 
Yet  pecrlefs  is  the  pow'r  of  facred  fong. 
That  burds  in  tranfport  from  the  Mufe's  tongue. 
And,  hark  1  methinks  her  hallow'd  voice  I  hear. 
In  notes  mellifluous,  Healing  on  the  ear: 
Now  clearer,  and  yet  clearer,  trills  the  ftrain. 
Swells  thro',  the  grove,  and  melts  along  the  plaia* 

*  Ye  nymphs,  that  love  to  range  the  lily'd  vale, 
'  Where  ft^eams  thefilver  fount  of  Alcidale; 

*  Ye  that  in  Find  us'  laurel'd  groves  abide, 

*  Or  haunt  Cyllene's  cyprefs-ihaded  fide  ; 

*  Or  braid  your  fine  wreaths  in  the  pearly  caves, 

*  Where  fam'd  lliiTus  rolls  his  Attick  waves ; 

*  Wlnlil  the  barbarian's  rude,  unletter'd  race, 

*  Profane  your  grottos,  and  your  bow'rs  deface; 

*  See  Leicefter  courls  you  to  th'  Icenian  fhore, 

*  Studious  your  long-loft  honours  to  rcllore  i 
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*  See,  the  fair  rival  of  your  native  feats, 

*  Aonian  Holkham  opens  all  it's  fweets  : 

*  Deign,  then,  ye  facred  fifters !  deign  to  tread 

*  The  rich  embroidery  of  yon  velvet  mead; 
■*  As  freih,  as  lovely  as  your  lilyM  vale, 

*  Where  ftreams  the  (ilver  fount  of  Alcidalc 

*  If  old  Cyllene*s  cyprefs-fhadcd  bowV, 

*  Or  Pindus'  laurel'd  mount  delight  you  more  : 

*  Go,  fweet  enthufiafts !  foftly-filent  rove 

'  The  ftudious  mazes  of  the  twilight  grove ; 

*  Or,  at  the  foot  of  fome  hoar  elm  rcclin'd, 

*  Wake  the  high  thought  that  fwells  the  raptnr'd  mind  ; 

*  Or  penfive  liftcn  to  the  folcmn  roar 

*  Of  whitening  billows  breaking  on  the  ikorc. 

*  If  the  majeftick  domes,  whofe  tow'ry  pride 

*  Glitter  o'er  fam'd  IliiTus'  Attick  tide, 

*  Your  fteps  detain  ;  yon  princely  fbudture  view, 
'  Grac'd  with  each  finer  art  your  Athens  knew  1 
■*  Each  finer  art  to  juft  perfection  brought, 

*  All  that  Vitr4iviu8  and  Palladio  thought-: 

*  The  trophy'd  arch  ;  the  porphry-pillar'd  hall ; 

*  The  fculptur'd  forms  that  breathe  along  the  wall  5 

*  Lycxan  Pan;  the  faun's  Arcadian  race  ; 

*  The  Huntrefs  Queen's  inimitable  grace  j 

*  Athenian  Pallas,  clad  in  radiant  arms ; 

*  Heav'n's  emprcfs,  confcious  of  her  (liglited  charms  5 

*  Your  own  Apollo,  on  whofe  polifh'd  brow 

*  Youth  l)looms,  and  grace,  and  candour's  bright*ning  glow ; 
'  Gods,  heroes,  fages,  an  illuftrious  train, 

*  Court  you  to  Holkham's  confecrated  plain. 

■*  Hafte,  theVi,  ye  facred  fillers !  hafte  and  bring 

*  The  laurel  fteep'd  in  the  Caftalian  fpring ; 

*  On  the  choice  bough  a  purer  fragrance  breathe., 

'  And  twine  for  Leicefter's  brow  th'  unfading  wceathe- 

She  ceas'd  the  raptur'd  ftrain  ;  and,  dear  to  fame, 
Flows  the  proud  verfe  in(crib'd  with  Leicefter's  ntime^ 

THE 
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THE       WISH. 

AH      BLECY* 

TO      URANIA. 

BY    THOMAS    £LACICLOCK»    D.  D^ 

LET  others  travel  with  inceflant  pain,  > 

The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  fccure  ; 
Then  with  fond  hopes  carefs  the  precious  bane. 
In  grandeur  abje6t>  and  in  affluence  poor. 

But  ibon,  too  foon !  in  Fancy's  timid  eyes 

Wild  waves  (hall  roll,  and  conflagrations  fpread  ; 

While  bright  in  arms,  and  of  gigantick  fize» 
The  fcar-form'd  robber  haunts  the  thorny  bed. 

Let  me»  in  dreadieis  poverty  retired. 
The  real  joys  of  life  unenvy'd  (hare : 

Favour'd  by  Lo\'e,  and  by  the  Mufe  infpir'd> 
111  yield  to  wealth  it's  jealoufy  and  care* 

On  riiing  ground^  the  proved  to  comiaiandt 
Unting'd  with  imoke^  where  vernal  iMreezes  blow> 

In  rural  neatnefs  let  my  cottage  (land ; 
Here  wave  a  wood*  and  there  a  river  flow* 

Oft  from  the  neigbouring  hills  and  paftures  round* 
Let  (heep  with  tender  bleat  falute  my  esM* ; 

Nor  fox  iniiduous  haunt  the  guiltlefe  ^roupdj^ 
Nor  man  purfue  the  trade  of  murder  near., 

Far  hence,  kind  Heaven !  expel  the  lavage  train, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  and  eager  to  deftroy ; 

Who  pointed  fteel  with  recent  flavghter  ftain> 
And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  joy.     * 


Ya 
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Ye  powers  of  focial  life  and  tender  fong ! 

To  you  devoted  ihall  my  fields  remain ; 
Here,  undifturb'd,  the  peaceful  day  prolong. 

Nor  own  a  fmart,  but  Love's  delightful  pain. 

For  you,  my  trees  (hall  wave  their  leafy  Ihade ; 

For  you,  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  air ; 
For  you,  be  Autumn's  blulhing  gifts  difplay'd. 

And  all  that  Nature  yields  of  fweet  or  fair. 

But,  O  !  if  plaints  which  love  and  grief  in/pire. 
In  heavenly  breafts  could  e'er  compaffion  find. 

Grant  me,  ah  !  grant  my  heart's  fupreme  defirc. 
And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind. 

For  her,  black  Sadnefs  clouds  my  brighteftday; 

For  her,  in  tears  the  midnight  vigils  roll ; 
For  her,  cold  horrors  melt  my  powers  away. 

And  chill  the  living  vigour  of  my  foul. 

Beneath  her  fcorn  each  youthful  ardour  dies. 
It's  joys,  it's  wifhes,  and  it's  hopes,  expire ! 

In  vain  the  fields  of  Science  tempt  my  eyes  ; 
In  vain  for  me  the  Mufes  firing  the  lyre. 

O  !  let  her  oft  my  humble  dwelling  grace; 

Humble  no  more,  if  there  fhe  deign  to  fhine : 
For  Heav'n,  unlimited  by  time  or  place. 

Still  waits  on  god-like  worth,  and  charms  divine. 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  morn. 

How  fweet  with  her  thro'  lonely  fields  to  flray  ! 

Her  charms  the  lovelieft  landfcape  Ihall  adorn. 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  rifing  day. 

3H  With 
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With  her,  all  Nature  fliines  in  heightea'd  bloom^ 
The  iilver  fbeam  in  Tweeter  xnaiick  flows  ; 

Odours  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume. 
And  deeper  tindures  paint  the  fpreading  rofe. 

With  her,  the  fhades  of  night  their  horrors  lofc. 
It's  deepell  Elence  charms  if  ihe  be  by ; 

Her  voice  the  muiick  of  the  dawn  renews. 
It's  lambent  radiance  fparkles  in  her  eye. 

How  fweet,  with  her,  in  Wifdom's  calm  recefs. 
To  brighten  foft  defire  with  wit  refin'd ! 

Kind  Nature's  laws  with  facrcd  Afliley  trace. 
And  view  the  faireft  features  of  the  mind  I 

Or  borne  on  Milton's  flight,  as  Heav'n  fublime. 
View  it's  full  blaze  in  open  profpedl  glow ; 

Blefs  the  firH  pair  in  Eden's  happy  clime. 
Or  drop  the  human  tear  for  endlefs  woe* 

And  when,  in  virtue  and  in  peace  grown  old. 
No  arts  the  languid  lamp  of  life  reftore ; 

Her  let  me  grafp  with  hands  convuls'd  and  cold. 
Till  ev'ry  nerve,  relax'd,  can  hold  no  qiore. 

Long,  long  on  her  my  dying  eyes  fufpend. 
Till  the  lad  beam  (hall  vibrate  on  my  fight ; 

Then  foar  where  only  greater  joys  attend. 
And  bear  her  image  to  eternal  light. 

Fond  man,  ah !  whither  would  thy  fancy  rove? 

* Tis  thine  to  languifh  in  unpity'd  fmart ; 
*Tis  thine,  alas !  eternal  fcorn  to  prove. 

Nor  feel  oiie  gleamo  f  comfort  warm  thy  heart. 


Bnt 
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Bot  if  my  fair  this  cruel  law  impofc, 

Pleas'd,  to  her  will  I  all  my  foul  refign  ; 
To  walk  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes. 

Or  fink  in  death,  nor  at  my  fate  repine. 

Yet  when,  with  woes  unmingled  and  fincere. 

To  earth's  cold  womb  in  filence  I  defcend ; 
Let  her,  to  grace  my  bbfequies,  appear,  * 

And  with  the  weeping  throng  her  forrows  blend. 

Ah,  no  !  be  all  her  hours  with  pleafure  crown'd. 

And  all  her  foul  from  ev'ry  anguifh  free : 
Should  my  fad  fate  that  gentle  bofom  wound. 

The  joys  of  heaven  would  be  no  joys  to  me. 


THE         SEASONS. 

IN   IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 
BY      MOSES     MENDEZ,    E  S  Q^ 

SPRING. 

ERE  yet  I  fmg  the  round  revolving  year. 
And  fhow  the  toils  and  paftime  of  the  fwain,     ' 
At  Alcon's  •  grave  I  drop  a  pious  tear ; 
Right  well  he  knew  to  raife  his  learned  ftrain. 
And,  like  his  Milton,  fcorn'd  the  rhiming  chain. 
Ah,  cruel  Fate !  to  tear  him  from  our  eyes  ; 

Receive  this  wreathe,  albe  the  tribute's  vain ; 
From  the  green  fbd  may  floWers  immortal  rife. 
To  maf k  the  facred  fpot  where  the  fwcet  poet  lies 

•  Mr.  Thomfon,  author  o(  the  Seafont. 

3  H  3  It 
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It  IS  the  cuckow  that  iitonoQnceth  ipring. 

And  with  his  wreakful  tale  the  fpoufe  tJoth  fray  j 
Meanwhile  the  finches  harmlefs  ditties  iing. 

And  hop,  in  buxom  yoUth,  from  fpray  to  fpray. 

Proud  as  Sir  Paridel  of  rich  array. 
The  little  wantons  that  draw  Venus*  team. 

Chirp  amorous  thro*  the  grove  in  bevvies  g^y ; 
And  he,  who  erft  gainM  Leda*s  fond  efteem. 
Now  fails  on  Thamis*  tide,  the  glory  of  the  ftre^ih ! 

Proud  as  the  Turkifli  foldan,  chaunticleer 

Sees,  with  delight,  Tiis  numerous  race  arddnd ; 

He  grants  frelh  favours  to  each  female. near: 
For  love  as  well  as  cherifaunce  renownM, 
The  waddling  dame  that  did  the  Gauls  confound. 

Her  tawny  fons  doth  lead  to  rivers  cold ; 

While  Juno's  dearling,  with  majeftick  bound. 

To  charm  his  leman  doth  his  train  unfold. 

That  glows  with  vivid  green,  that  flames  with  burning  gold, 

The  balmy  cowflip  gilds  the  fmiling  plain,  > 

The  virgin  fnow-drop  boafts  her  filver  hue ; 
An  hundred  tints  the  gaudy  daify  ftain ; 

And  the  meek  violet,  in  amis  blue. 

Creeps  low  to  earth,  and  hides  from  publick  view : 
But  the  ratfk  nettle  rears  her  creft  on  high ; 

So  ribaulds  loofe  their  front  unbluihing  fhew. 
While  mod  eft  merit  doth  neglefted  lie. 
And  pines  in  lonely  fhade,  unfeen  of  vulgar  eye. 

See  !  all  around  the  gall-lefs  culvers  bill. 

Meanwhile  the  nightingale's  becalming  hys 
Mix  with  the  plaintive  ftiufick  of  the  rill. 

The  whicli  in  various  gyres  the  meadow  bays. 

Behold! 
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Behold !  the  welkin  burfts  into  a  blaze ! 
Faft  by  the  car  of  light  the  nimble  hours. 

In  fongs  of  triumph,  hail  his  genial  rays. 
And,  as  they  wend  to  Thetis  cooling  bowers. 
They  bound  along  the  fky,  and  flrew  the  heavens  with  flowers. 

And  now  the  human  bofom  melts  to  love ; 

The  raptur'd  bard  awakes  his  ikilful  lyre  ; 
By  running  ftreams,  or  in  the  laurel  grove. 

He  tunes  to  amorous  notes  his  founding  wire : 

All,  all  is  harmony,  and  all  defire. 
The  happy  numbers  charm  the  blooming  maid ; 

Her  blulhing  cheeks  pronounce  her  heart  on  fire. 
She  now  confents,  then  fhuns  th'  embow'ring  ihadc. 
With  faint  reludlance  yields ;  defirous,  yet  afraid. 

Now  ruftick  Cuddy,  with  untutor'd  throat, 

(Tho'  much  admir'd,  I  ween,  of  nymph  and  fwaln) 
By  various  fongs  would  various  ends  promote. 

Seeks  he  to  prove  that  woman's  vows  are  vain. 

He  Bateman's  fortune  tells,  a  baleful  drain  ; 
And  if  to  honour  Fritain  he  be  led. 

He  lings  a  'prentice  bold,  in  londs  profane. 
Who,  all  unarm'd,  did  ftrike  two  lions  dead. 
Tore  forth  their  favage  hearts,  and  did  a  princefs  wed. 

But,  hark !  the  bag-pipe  fummons  to  the  green. 

The  jocund  bag-pipe'  that  awaketh  fport : 
The  blithefome  laffes,  as  the  morning  Iheen, 

Around  the  flower-crown'd  May-pole  quick  refort ; 

The  gods  of  pleafure  here  have  fix'd  their  court. 
Quick  on  the  wing  the  flying  moment  feize. 

Nor  build  up  ample  fchemes,  for  life  is  fhort. 
Short  as  the  whifper  of  the  palling  breeze; 
yet,  ah !  in  vain  I  preach— mine  heart  is  ill  at  cafe. 

SUMMER. 
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SUMMER. 

TJ  E  NEATH  yon  fnubby  oak's  extended  fhadc, 
^^    Safe  let  me  hide  me  from  the  eye  of  day ; 
Nor  fiiall  the  dog-ftar  this  retreat  invade. 

At  thro'  the  heavens  he  fpeeds  his  buriung  way : 

The  fultry  lion  rages  for  his  prey, 
Ah>  Phoebus  !  quench  thy  wild  defboying  fire! 

Each  flower,  each  fhrub  doth  fink  beneath  thy  ray; 
Save  the  freih  laurel,  that  fhall  ne'er  expire  : 
The  leaves  that  crown  a  bard  may  brave  celeftial  ire. 

Or  ihall  I  hie  to  mine  own  hermitage. 

Round  which  the  wanton  vine  her  arms  doth  wind> 
There  may  I  lonely  torn  the  facred  page. 

Improve  my  reafon,  and  amend  my  mind  ; 

Here,  'gainft  Life's. ills,  a  remedy  I  find. 
An  hundred  flowers  embofs'the  verdant  ground ; 

A  little  brook  doth  my  fweet  cottage  bind ; 
It's  waters  yield  a  melancholy  found. 
And  ibothe  to  ftudy  deep,  or  lull  to  deep  profound. 

The  playful  infeft  hopping  in  the  graG, 
Doth  tire  the  hearer  with  his  fonnet  fhrill ; 

The  pool-fprung  gnat  on  founding  wing  doth  pafi. 
And  on  the  ramping  fteed  doth  fuck  his  fill : 
Ah,  me  I  can  little  creatures  work  fuch  ill  I 

The  patient  cow  doth,  to  efchew  the  heat. 
Her  body  deep  within  the  neighboring  rill ; 

And  while  the  lambs  in  fainter  voices  bleat. 

Their  mothers  hang  their  head,  in  doleful  plight  I  weet ! 


Redilc 
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.cchlefs  of  feafons^  fee  the  lufly  fwains 
Along  the  meadow  fpread  the  tawny  hay : 
:"riie  maidens  too,  undaunted  feek  the  plains, 
Ne  fear  to  fhow  their  faces  to  the  ray  ; 
^    But  all  the  honeft  badge  of  toil  difplay* 
^'See  how  they  mould  the  haycock's  rifing  head ; 
While  wanton  Colin,  full  of  amorous  play, 
"  Down  throweth  Sufan,  who  doth  ihriek  for  dread, 
"^      Fear  not  thou  canft  be  hurt  upon  fo  fait  a  bed. 

'  At  length  the  fun  doth  haftcn  to  repofc, 
~       And  all  the  vault  of  heaven  is  flreak'd  with  light ; 
■    In  flamy  gold  the  ruddy  welkin  glows, 
*       Apd  for  the  noon-day  heat  our  pains  doth  quite. 
For  all  is  calm,  fcrene,  and  paffing  bright : 
Favonius  gentle  fldms  along  the  grove,  . 

And  iheds  fweet  odours  from  his  pennons  light; 
The  little  bat  in  giddy  orbs  doth  rove. 
And  loud  the  fcreech-owl  ihrieks,  to  rouze  her  blue-eyM  bve. 

Menalcas  came  to  tafte  the  evening  gale, 

His  cheeks  impurpled  with  the  rofe  of  youth : 

He  won  each  damfel  with  his  piteous  tale; 

They  thought  they  liften'd  to  the  words  of  truth. 
Yet  their  belief  did  work  them  muchel  ruth. 

His  oaths  were  light  as  goffimer,  or  air. 

His  tongue  was  poifonous  as  an  afpick's  tooth. 

Ah  1  ceafe  to  promife  joy,  and  give  defpair : 

*Tis  brave  to  fmite  the  foe  ;  'tis  bafe  to  wrong  the  fair. 

The  gentle  Thyrfis,  mild  as  op'ning  morn. 

Came  to  the  lawn,  and  Marian  there  was  fomid ; 

Marian,  whom  many  hufwife  arts  adorn  : 
Right  well  (he  knew  the  apple  to  furround 
With  dulcet  cruft  ;  and  Thomalin  renown'd 

For 
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For  prow  atchievements  in  the  woeftling  ring  ;       ■     ....■( 
He  held  at  nought  the  vantage  of  the  ground^ 

Bat  prone  to  earth  the  hardied  wight  wottl4  flings;  ./ , 

Such  was  Alcides  erft,  if  poets  fbcrth  da  fiilg* 

. , ,  -^ 

From  tree-crowned  hiil»  from  flow'r-^oameVd  vale* 
The  mild  inhabitants  in  crowds  appear 

To  tread  a  meafure;  while  Night's  regent  pale 
Doth  thro*  the  {ky  her  iilver  chariot  S^w,  r 

Whofe  lucid  wheels  were  deck'd  with  dew-drops  clears 

The  which,  like  pearls,  defcended  on  theplaia,  .^ 

Now  every  youth  doth  clafp  his  miib-efs  dear> 

And  every  nymph  rewards  her  coniUnt  fwain. 

Thrice  happy  he  who  loves  and  is  belov'd  again* 


AUTUMN.. 

QBE  jolly  Adtumn>  clad  in  hunter's  green, 

^  In  wholefome  lufly-hed  doth  mount  the  fph^rc  ; 

A  leafy  girlond  binds  her  temples  fheen, 

Inftttdded  richly  with  the  fpiky  ear  ; 

Her  right-hand  bears  a  vine-incirded  fpear. 
Such  as  the  crew  did  weild  whom  Bacchus  lad. 

When  to  the  Ganges  he  his  courfe  di4  ^eer  j         ^ 
And  in  her  left  a  bugle-horn  fhe  had. 
On  which  ihe  eft  did  blow,  and  made  the  he^rt  right  glad* 

In  flow  proceffion  moves  the  tottering  wain. 
The  fun-burnt  hinds  their  finiih'd  toil  enfup; 

Now  in  the  barn  they  houfe  the  glittering  grain, 

•     And  there  the  cries  of  '  harveft  home!*  rcpew. 
The4ioneft  ^rmer  does  his  friends  falew; 

And  them  with  jugs  of  ale  his  wife  doth  treat. 
Which  for  that  purpofe  fhe  at  home  did  brew : 


They 
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iThey  laagh«  they  rpbn^  kidllamefy  |dlls  ii^peuw    ;    '     *  :^ 
Then  fmtck  tbeirUdes  lipt^  t)i6ii  lijpd  as  li<Bi^^fivftetir>£  * 

On  ev'iry  Mit  Ifte  {mfpW  blnfhuig  vin^  ..v 

Beneath  her  leitfes  httf  racy  fruit  dodi  hide :  i  j,  . 

Albe  fhe  pour  not  floods  of  Beaming  vnhc. 

Yet  are  Vire  not  potatioxii bland  denied  t  ,■  u         ' 

See  where  the  peari>tree  doth  in  earth  abide  1.  :  . 

Bruife  her  rich  fruitage^  and  the  grape  difdain ; 
The  appl^  too  will  grant  a  generous  tide>    . 

To  fing  whofe  hohodrs  Thenot  rais'd  his  fttain, 

Whofe  foal-idchantmg  lays  (till  charm  the  lift*hiiig  plain, 

Thro*  greyifli  mifts  behdd  Aiirdra  dawns^ 

And  to  his  fpbrt  the  wary  fowler  hi<^; 
Crouching  to  earth  his  guileful  pointer  fawns; 

Now  the  thick  (tubbier  now  the  clover  tries^ 

To  find  where,  with  his  race,  the  partridge  lie$. 
Ah,  lucklefs  fire  !  ah,  lucklefs  t'ace  !  I  ween. 

Whom  foi^c^  compels  or  fubtie  arts  furprize ; 
More  uncles  *  wait  to  caufe  thee  dolorous  teen, 
Doom'd  to  efcapd  the  deep,  and  periih  on  the  green. 

The  fulUmoiith'd  hounds  purfue  the  timorous  hare. 

And  the  hills  echo  to  the  joyful  cry ; 
Ah !  borrow  the  light  peinnons  of  the  air. 

If  you*re  atraught,  you  die;  poor  wretch,  yon  die ! 

Nought  will  avail  the  pity-pleading  eye, 
Por  our  good  fquire  doth  much  againft  you  rail^ 

And  faith  yod  often  magick  arts  do  try  j 
At  times  you  wave  Grimalkin's  footy  tall, 
Or  on  a  beefom  vild  you  thro*  the  welkin  faili 

*  Dcdalof,  envying  Perdix  his  nepHew*s  ikiil  in  mtfchi^iclcs,  threw-  iui^ 
h|tu  tl^  fea»    He  eicaped  death  by  bdng  chanfcd  tftto  ^  ftitfidgf*    . 


'^.■:^* 
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That  fliaU  ere  loaf  hiainata^els  M{fa^,^^€lli'^.'.i.  ').'<.T 
And,  to  ayoidthe  tumolc  oif  the  wood,  ;.     -^j 

Amongft  his  welUknown  pheert  attempU  to  aell;:,;  u  oifT 

With  hoED,  aad  Jioof  his  purpofe  they  lepdyL   .  :  .    ,.,  ^3(:^ 
Thus,  (hould  a  maid  from  Virtue's  lore  yflray. 

Your  (ex,  my  Daphne,  (how  their  vengeance  feUf     «r.  I 
Yonr  cruel  ielves  with  gall  the  ihaft  embay,  / 

And  lafli  from  Pardon's  ihrine  the  penitents  away*     ;     '*  ^k 

Now  filence  charms  the  (ages  of  the  gown. 

To  purer  air  doth  fpeed  each  crafty  wight ;  j-r 

Thtf"  Well-fqucez*d  dient  quits  the  dufty  town,  \ 

Grown  grey  in  the  aflerting  of  his  right: 

With  head  yfraugHt  with  law,  and  pockets  light. 
Well  pleai'd  he  wanders  o*er  the  fallow  lea. 

And  views  each  rural  objcfifc  with  delight. 
Ne'er  be  my  lot  the  brawling  courts  to  fee ;  '*. 

Who  trufis  to  lawyer's  tongue  doth  much  mifwecn,  pcfdy." 

Right  blefs'd  the  man  who,  free  from  bitter  bale,  ^ 

Doth  in  the  little  peaceful  hamlet  dwell ;  .-/\ 

No  loud  contention  doth  his  ears  aflail,  r 

Save  when  the  tcropcft  whifiles  o'er  his  cell : 
The  fri^tfiirdown^  the  flower-depainted  dell. 

To  pleafo  his  eyne  are  varioufly  arrayM ;   .  ^  .!  .: . 

And  when  in  roundelay  his  flame  he'd  tell. 

He  gains  a  fmile  from  his  beloved  maid ; 

By  fuch  a  gentle-^ile  aiv  age  of  pain's  repaid.- 


W    I    N    T    B    R- 

rpHE  little  brook  that  erft  rty  cot  did  fave,  /  '  ' ' 

***     And  o'er  It^s  flinty  pavement  fweetly  (iing, 
I)oth  now  forget  to  roll  her  wanton  wave ;  '^ 

For  W^ntc^  hoar  her  fcychwn  has  Rnitgi  '  '  -  ■    *. 

"^    And  ftill'd  the  babbling  muTick  of  her  tongue. 


The 


Tie  lonely  WdckiikdkVeckstKeii)Iiiffiyglfe,^^       ••■  '•'^''^^ 

Each  mountain  bcai'With  fleetj  fobw  is Ikun^ f '      ■    ^^^^^ 
The  fiiipe  and  tfucfc  iinjoy  the  mo^jriifc  ftni  -    '^- '  ^-    . 

Like  eremites  thfejrTivc,  ;ixki  flmn  the  fijht  of  menu '  ''^^  * ; 

.y  >•;•  .  .        .,-■■;■.■:.     .--w-, . 

The  warelefs  "flieep  no  longer  bite  the  me^d,  ;• 

No  more  the  plongh-boy  tnmi  the  Hobborn  grooftdV'  '"^j^ 

At  the  fall  crib  the  horned  labourers  feed,  ;'/ 

Their  Boftrils  caft  bhick  clouds  of.  fmoa^ ^rpiu^ j^..,|.^^  ;^  f//[ 
A  fqaalid  coat  doth  the  lean  fteed  furround. 

The  wily  fox  doth  prowl  abroad  for  prey,  j   .  .      .  > 


••  4k   -»  ' 


Rechlefs  of  fngres,  or  of  th'  avenging  ho(|nd-f  ,  ,  ^  ,-  ;i 
And  trufty  Ifghtfoot,  now  no  longer  gjgr,    .  .  v  ,:.  /; 

Sleeps  at  the  kitchep  he^rtl^  l^is^earlejb  hours  c;^wqr•^.  •  •  i 

Where  erft  the  boat,  and  flowly-niDTUig  hug^i  .  c.         •  %.i 
Did  with  delight  cut  thrp;  the..dioipUQg  phuil«     ■•         r 

Now  wanton  boys  and  men  do  roam  at  large;     . 
The  i^ver*godt  quit  their  ufnrp'd  domain,  :  '  - 

And  of  the  wrong  at  Neptune's  court  complain. 

There  mote  you  fee  mild  Avon  crown'd  widi  1Um*TSi 
And  milky  Wey  withonten  fpot  or  ftaia  $ 

There  the  fair  ilream  that  waflits  Hampt<m'i  bowfrf. 

And  Ifis,  who  \yitl>  pride  beholds  her  learned  tow'rs.         7 

Intent  on  fport,  the  ever^jocond  thrpng  * 

Quit  their  warm  cots,  and  for  the  game  prepate ^   • 
pehold  the  refllefs  foot-ball  whirls  along. 

Now  near  the  earth,  now  mounted  high  in  air^ 

Thus  often  men,  in  life's  wild  lottery  fare. 
Who  quit  true  bli/s  to  grafp  ^.efsptytpy^-  .  ^ .  .-  ^-» 

Our  honeil  iWains  for  weal^  opr  xitlea  C&iejr  . :   >     . 
Put  lufty  healtl^  \n  exerciie  pmployt .       :    ■    ^^  ..     ,  ;• ,  .\-; 
I'he  diftant  village  hears  die  rude  tttinttIlU9mjfQr}v:  '  •' 

3  I  2  The 


^ 
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.'-^''i 


The  careful  hcdgtr  looks  the  fields  aroun4^,* 

To  fee  what  la))oqr  m^y  his  fkill  deniand  ;*    '        *   '  •^■'^.  * 
He  mendft  the  fence,  repairs  the  finking  mounds 

Or  in  JoDig  dpdus  he  cuts  the  lower  land,         -       -  ••  Jy  * 

That  fhall  henceforth  all  fudden  floods  withllanc|.       "^   '  '' 
Meanwhile,  at  home,  his  dame,  with  filver  hair. 

Doth  fie  ehdrcled  by  a  goodly  band 
Of  lovely  maids,  who  varioiis  works  prepare. 
All  chaib  ts  Jovt's  wife  ddld,  as  Cupid'te  mother  faif. 

She  them  difcourfea  not  of  faihions  nice. 
Nor  of  the  t^Ung  notes  which  eiinachs  fittj; ; 

Allurements  vain,  tl^t  prompt  the  foql  to  vice  !    * 
Ne  tells  file  tiiem  of  Kefar  or  of  "king; 
Too  great  the  fubjeQ  for  fo  mean  a  ring. 

|Ier  leilbi^  ttack  lo  fiydl  the  capon's  fize  ;     '     '  '^  fj 

.  To  make  iWh^i^  aa^ni'ffoiis  pfspring  bring ;   ■ 

Qr  how  tl^e  wayWar^  mother  to  chafHfe,  ""* 

When  from  her  vtjtchy  neft  the  weetlefs  vagrant  Kci/     ^ 

When  gHfenng  (pangle?  deck  the  robe  of  nighty   "         /^ ' 

And  all  theif  ktne  in  pens  avojd  the  cold. 
The  buxom  tfobps,  ftill  eager  of  delight. 

Round  Damon's  cyne  a  d^ap^ t  white  eixfolld  j 

He  darkling  gropes  till  he  feme  one  can  hold. 
Next  Corin  hides  his  head,  and  muft  impart  '      " 

What  wanton  &xrtQne  fmote  his  hand  fo  bold,' 
He  Djclia  nances,  nor  did  from  truth  depart ; 
For  well  he  knew  her  touch,  who  long  had  fir'd  his  heirt; 

Stay,  I  conjure. yo8  ^  yiiur  hopes  of  bljft ; 

Truft  not,  my  Daphie,  fiho  roqgh-biting  ur : 
Let  not  rude  winds  thofis  lips  .of  foftnefs  kifs ; 

Will  Euros  ftem  tJie  charms  of  beauty  fpi^e  ?'  * '   *  -. ' 
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No,  he  will  hur^  jpy  xofy-featiurM  fair. 
Jf  aught  ft  bright  daires  rugged  car!  ittraidc;  >  ■:>'*.» .):.  I 

Too  tender  thou  fach  rough  afiaults ^o  |>ear.  *  ■  '■     '^  > F 
The  mountain  afli  niay  ftand,  tho*  ftripp?d  of  fha&r  "»«  ^H 
pu^  i^t  the  flightcft  wpund  the  filkei^  flower?  will  fade/    ■'  • 

■  •   ■•■'  ■  -■  •■'  .■r...T 


THj:      NUNj     •       •   -7  ; 
oa, 
ADALEIDA    TO    HJKR    PRIBKP,        /' 

BY    MR.    JERNINGHAM.  ;— ' 

•1X7 1 T H  each  perjMtioiji  4aWDiBg oiX h«' mkH^^    '■■ 
\y      All  Beajity's  treafujw  op'ning  on  her  d^oefc  |  -   " 
^ach  flatt'ring  hope  fubdu'd^  each^w^I^  refigliM^       -'    i 
Does  gay  Ophelia  thi)  loiie  manfioiL  fcekf 

Say«  gentle  maid»  .what  prompts  thee  to  foif^E^' 
The  paths  thy  birth  and  fortune  ftrew  with  flow*l»/-  "-' 

Thro'  Nature's  kind  endearing  ties  to  break,  •  ■  -•^ 

And  waHe  in  cloiAer'^  walls  thy  penfive  hows  ?     •  - 

{.et  Ibber  thought  refbain  thine  erring  sea)^ 
That  guides  thy  fpotfteps  to  the  veftal  gate  ; 

Left  thy  foft  heari;^  (this  fiiendfrip  bids  rereri)-  *' 
|ike  miue  unhlef^'d,  i^uld  itooum  Ukff  tMn  A•fbllf^ 

Poes  fome  angelick*  lonftlyrWhifp'ring  voioe^ 
Some  facred  impalfe»  or  fome  dream  dxirin^/  ^ '^'  *    v-^- 

Applaud  the  di£lates  of  thy  early,  choioe/  "*  *"'-'" 

Aporoach  w|th.coi;^fflcnw  the  ai^u^fimae  f    '—-  '^"-^  '^  ■ 


Tfrcf^f 
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There,  kneeling  at  yon  alur*$  marble  h^kr,:-    -^  :  ir-A  vd 

(While  tears  of  rapture  from  i^xoc  eye-lid  |fe«I«  ^f'.^.aofiiAi 
And  fmiling  Heav'n  illumes  thy  foal  witKgra^)     rr   ,;iO 

Phmopnce  the  vow  thou  never  canft  repeal. 

....-.:.■.    ;:.'  '  aWiT 
Bat  if  mifled  by  falfe-cndtlcd  friends,  : .  rlA* 

Who  fay — that  ?eace,  with  all  her  comely  traiiij       r^f  A 
^fom  ftarry  regions  to  this  clime  defcends,  '.•>\^. 

Smooths  ev*ry  fro^,  and  foftens  ev'ry  pain : 


Tliat  TefhJs  tread  Contentment's  flow'ry  lawn. 

ApproY'^  of  InnpceQce^  ty  Hj^t;)L  cace&'d  j.^. 
That  robM  in  colours  bright,  by  Fancy  drawn* 

CelefBal  Hope.ists  fmiling  at  tl^eirbreaft. 


•v.' 


Snfped  their  fyrai  ibng  and  artfol  ftyle. 

Their  pleaiing  founds  fome  treacherous  thought  conoeil  9-'  * 
full  oft  does  pride  with  fiunted  voice  beguile,  '  -  *v  4^ 

And  fordid  int'reik  wear  the  ma&  of  zeaL 

A  tyrant  abbefs  here  perchance  may  reign,  .  ;    -  .    /. 

Who,  fond  of  pow'r,  affiefls  th'  imperial  nod;  '^'.'^  -0 

Looks  down  difd^unful  on  her  female  (rain»  n  'I 

And  rules  die  doifler  with  an  iron  rod.  , 

■V 

Refletton  fickensat  die  life-long  tie,  >  .  -  \ 

Back-glancing  Mem'ry  3Qs  her  bufy  part  j; 
It's  charm  the  world  unfol4s  to  Fancy's  eye,  :   ^ 

And  iheds  allurement  on  the  youthful  heart. 

Lo !  Difcord  enters  at  the  facred  porch,       .  -  ^ 

Rage  in  her  frown,  and  terror  on  her  crefi : 
E'en  at  the  hallow'd.  lamps  (he  lights  her  tord^  . 

And  holds  it  flaming,  to  each  vii^in  breafL  .     ■ 


But 
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B«t  fince  the  legends  of  monailick  blifs. 
By  fraud  are  fabled»  ahd  by  yoath  believed ; 
^   Unbottght  ex{>erietice  learn  from  my  dlftrefs, 
^      '  Ob,  mark  my  lot^  imd  be  no  more  deceivM ! 


Three  loftres  fcaroe  with  hafty  wing  were  fled. 
When  I  was  torn  from  t^^ry  weeping  friend ; 

A  trembling  vidim  to  the  temple  led. 

And  (blufli,  ye  parents!)  by  a  father's  hand. 

Yet»  then,  what  iplemn  fcenes  deceiv'd  my  choice ! 

The  pealing  organ's  animating  found ; 
The  choral  virgins  captiirating' voice. 

The  blazing  altar,  and  the  jHiefb  around ; 

The  train  of  youth,  array'd  in  pureft  white^ 

Who  icatter'd  myrtles  as  I  pafs'd  along  ; 
The  thonfand  lamps  that  pourM  a  flood  of  light, 

■  The  kifs  of  Peace  from  all  the  veftal  throng ; 

The  golden  cenfers  tofs'd  with  graceful  hand, 
Whofe  fragrant  breath  Arabian  odouf  fhed  ; 

Of  meek-ey*d  novices  the  circling  band. 

With  blooming  chaplets  wove  around  their  head# 

My  willing  foul  was  caught  in  rapture's  fla,me. 

While  facred  ardour  glow'd  in  ev*ry  vein ;; 
Methought  applauding  angels  fung  my  name. 

And  Heav'n's  unfullied  glories  gilt  the  fane,  / 

•  *  ^t  '»■■ 

Methought,  in  fun-beams  rob'd,  the  heav*nly  Spoufo 

Indulged  the  longings  of  my  holy  love ; 
Not  undelighted  heard  my  virgin  vows-^  .     ' 

While  o'er  the  altar  wav'd  the  myftijsjk  dOve* 


This 


I  meet  her  ever  in  the  chearleifs  cell. 
The  gloomy  grotto,  and  the  darkfome  wood  t 

t  hear  her  ever  in  the  midnight  bell> 

The  chiding  gah,  and  hoarfe-refoanding  lloedi 

This  caus'd  a  mother's  tender  tears  to  flow, 
(The  fad  remembrance  dme  (hall  ne'er  era& !) 

When  having  feal'd  th*  irrevocable  vow, 
I  haften'd  to  receive  her  laft  embrace. 

Vet  ne>r  did  her  maternal  voice  unfold^ 

This  cloifter'd  fcene  in  all  it's  horror  drefs'd  t 

Nor  did  (he  then  my  trembling  fteps  withold» 
When  here  I  entJerM  a  relaxant  gncft^ 

Ah  I  conld  fheTicw  her  only  child  bctray'd. 
And  let  fubmiifion  o'er  her  love  prevail  ?    ' 

Th'  unfeeling  prifcll  why  did  Ihe  not  npbraidi 
Forbid  the  rtm,  «i^  jrend  the  hov'rihg  veil  ? 


Thif  temporary  tranl^yort  Iboii  exjnr'd;  .  .  .  -.  ,  r^t 
My  droojnng  heart  confe{s'4  a  dreadful  void  f     .^^  v  u 

Now  helplefs,  Heav^n-abandon'd,  uninljpir'd,  .  .  .  ^  ^  ^ 
1  tread  this  dome,  to  M^ery  atily'd.  \  '^ 

No  wakening  joy  informs  my  fnllen  breaft, .  g  ^ 

Thro*  op'ning  fldet  no  radiant  feraph  finiles i  '  .."*" 

No  funt  defcends  to  foothe  my  Ibal  to  reft ; 

,ifo  dream  of  blifs  the  dreary  night  beguilesft 

~i  ■'■ 

Here  haggard  Difcontcnt  (till  haunts  my  view^  .  .    :, 

The  umber'd  genius  reigns  in  cv^ry  place  j 
Arrays  each  virtue  in  the  darkeft  hue. 

Chills  evVy  pray'r,  and  cancels  ev'ry  grace* 


:    ■   ,.1 


•I 


.r 


Ak|t 


BlAui'^is'^oF^ibiH'iiV?        *^ 


!  flie  might  notr^Vtr  rtlentlefs  lord  ' 
Had  feal'd  kttiijpi,  atid  chid  the  rifing  ttir  i 
Angaifh  in  her  bfeaft  conceal*d  it^s  hoards 
And  all  the  mother  funk  in  dumb  deipaifk 


*  Bat  thou  who  own'ft  a  father's  iacred  name^ 
«  What  aa  Impel? d  tke^  to  this  ruthlefs  deed  i 

^  What  crime  had  forfeited  my  filial  claim^ 

«  Andgiv*n  (oh,  blafting  thought !)  thy  heart  to  bleed? 

*  If  then  thine  injurM  child  defenre  thy  care, 

*  Oh,  hafte  andlbear  her  from  this  lonefome  gloom  I* 

In  vain-— no  w<M:ds  can  foothe  his  rigid  ear. 
And  Gallia's  laws  have  riveted  my  doom* 

.  ITet  let  me  to  my  fate  fubmiffive  bow  $ 

From  fatal  fymptoms  if  I  right  conceive> 
This  ftream,  Ophelia,  has  not  long  to  flow. 
This  voice  to  murmur,  and  this  breaft  to  heave^ 

Ah !  when  extend^  on  th'  untimely  bier> 
To  yonder  vault  this  form  iball  be  convey'd^ 

Thon'It  not  refufe  to  fixed  one  grateful  tear. 
And  breathe  the  requiem  to  my  fleetmg  (hade* 

With  pious  footfteps  join  the  fable  train* 

As  thro'  the  lengthening  ifle  they  take  thdr  way : 

A  glimmering  taper  let  thy  hand  fuftain  ; 
Thy  foothing  voice  attune  the  funeral  lay* 

Behold  the  minifler  who  lately  gave 

The  facred  veil,  in  garb  of  moumCul  huie?,.  .  .,  - 

(More  fiiendly  office)  .bending^.oferm^gravj^       •  ^.     „•: 

And  fprinkling  my  remains  with  hallowed  dew« 
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As  oVr  the  corfe  he  (&c#s  the  ktoibHii^tefti 
The  fterneft  heart  will  raife  Q6mp9&(m*s  h^  ; 

£*en  then^  no  longer  to  hii  child  unjnft,    - 
The  tears  may  trickle  from  a  father*!  efc. 


THE     TRAVELLER; 

o  ft, 

A     PROSPECT     OF     SOCIBTY. 

INSCRIBED    TO    THE    REV.  MR.  H*  GOLDSMITH* 
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REMOTE,  nnfrfcnded,  melancholy,  flow. 
Or  by  the  lazy  ScheH ,  or  wand'rhig  Po  ; 
Or  onward,  wliere  the  rude  Carinthian  boor 
Againft  the  houfelefs  ftrarig^r  flints  the  door ; 
Or  where  Campaniri*s  plaih  fcfrfaken  lie*, 
A  weary  wafte  expanding  to  the  fldcfs  ; 
Where'er  I  roam>  whatever  realihs  to  fe^. 
My  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee: 
Still  to  my  brother  turns  with  ceafelefs  pain. 
And  drags,  at  each  remove,  a  lengthening  ctiftlm 

Eternal  bleflings  cnfwn  my  earlieft  Mttkd, 
^  And  round  his  dwelling  gnardian  faints  attefid ; 
Blefs'd  be  that  fpot,  where  chearful  guefls  retire. 
To  paufe  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire ; 
Blefs'd  that  abode,  where  want  and  paiti  repair. 
And  ev'ry  ftranger  finds  a  ready  chair : 
Blefs'd  be  thofe  feafts,  with  fimple  pldhty  trbWiv'd^ 
Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Laugh  at  the  jefts  or  pranks  that  hever  faS, 
Or  fjgh  with  pity  at  feme  mdtihifol  tal<; ; 
Or  prefs  the  b^fliful  ftranget  tO  his  fb&i. 
And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good  ! 

But  me,  not  deftin'd  fuch  delights  to  fhare. 
My  prime  of  life  in  wand'ring  fpentand  care : 


Impell\ 


ImpellM,  with  fieps  anoeftdng,  to  purfue 

Some  fleeting  good»  tJ^t  mpok;  ^ffi  ynth  the  vieiy  ; 

That*  like  the  circje,  bounding  earth  and  ikies^ 

Allures  from  far*  y^.t*  ^I  foUow*  Hies ; 

My  fortune  leads  to  traverfe  realms  alone. 

And  find  no  fpot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

E'en  now,  where  Alpine  folitudes  afcend, 
I  fit  me  down  a  penfive  hour  to  ipend ; 
,  And  plac'd  on  high*  above  the  ftorm's  career. 
Look  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  appear ; 
Lakes,  forells,  cides,  plains,  extending  wide,  • 
The  pomp  of  kings,  the  ibepherd's  humbler  pride* 

When  thus  Creation's  charms  around  combine, 
Amidft  the  ftore,  fhould  thankleis  pride  repine  i 
Say,  fhould  the  philofophick  mind  difdain 
That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bofom  v^in  f 
Let  fchool-taught  pride  difTemble  all.  it  can, 
Thefe  little  things  are  great  to  little  man; 
And  wifer  he,  whofe  fympathetick  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  ^ood  of  all  mankind. 
Ye  glitt'ring  towns,  with  wealth  and  fplender  crowA'd  ; 
Ye  fields,  wher^  fummer  fpreads  profuiion  round ; 
Ye  ]ake$,  whofe  yeffels  catch  the  bufy  gale ; 
Ye  bending  fwains,  that  drefs  the  iiow!ry  vale ; 
For  me  your  tributary  flores  combine : 
Creation's  heir !  the  world,  the  world  is  mine  ! 

As  fome  lone  mifer,  vifiting  his  ftore. 
Bends  at  his  treafure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er ; 
Hoards  after  hoards  his  rifmg  raptures  fill,    . 
Yet  flill  he  fighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  fUll:       '.  • 
Thus  to  my  bread  alternate  paiiions  rife, 
Pleas'd  with  each  good  that  Heav'n  to  man  fupplies  ; 
Yet  oft  a  figh  prevails,  and  forrows  fall. 
To  fee  the  hoard  of  human  blifs  (6  fm^M; 
And  oft  I  wiih,  amidft  the  fcene,  to  find 
Some  fpot  to  real  happinefs  confign'd, 

3  K  2  Where 
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Where  my  worn  foul,  lach  wandering  hop^' at  fcfff^  '^ 
May  gather  blifs  to  fee  my  fellows  blefsM.  "  '  ■'■    ■'''  ''^^ 

Bot  where  to  find  that  happleft  ^t  below,  -      "^ 
Who  can  £rea,  when  all  pretend  to  know  f  ^"^ 

The  (hudd'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  aone,"  ^'    ''^ 

Boldly  prochums  that  happieil  fpbt  his  own  n  '* 

Extols  the  treafnres  of  Us  ftormy  ftas»  '"*•;;* 

And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  eafe  2  ^a 

The  naked  negro«  panting  at  the  line, 
Boafts  of  his  golden  fiihds  and  palmy  wine ;  "*  ^ 

Baiks  in  the  glare,  or  ftems.the  tepid  wave. 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave^  '^' 

Such  is  the  patriot's  boaft,  where'er  we  roam  ij  '  ' 

His  firft,  beft  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare,  ' 

And  eftimate  the  bleffings  which  they  (hare,         '         ' 
Though  patriots  flatter,  ftill  fhall  wifdom  find 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind  ;  •  :    '  ^ 

As  difierei^t  good,  by  art  or  nature  given. 
To  different  nations  makes  their  blefiings  evm* 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  a^. 
Still  grants  her  blifs  at  labour's  earneft  call  ^ 
With  food  as  well  the  peafant  is  fupply^^  "■^■ 

On  Idra's  clifft  as  Amo's  Biolvy  fide ; 
And  tho*  the  rocky-crefted  fummits  frown, 
Thefe  rocks  by  cuftom  turn  to  beds  of  ddwn; 
From  art  more  various  are  the  bleffings  fent ; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content.   ' 
Yet  thefe  each  other's  pow'r  fo  flrong  conteftj, 
That  either  foems  4efiru£iive  of  the  reft« 
Where  wealth  and  fl^edom  reign,  contentment  fidb  1 
And  honour  finks  where  cbmmerce  long  prevails. 
Hence  ev'ry  ftate  to  one  lov*d  blefiing  pron^j 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone. 
Each  to  the  fav'rite  happinefs  attends. 
And  fpurns  the  flan  that  aims  at  odier  ends; 
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Tni  canitd  to^.exceis  in  each  domdn. 
This  £iiv'rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

Bat  let  us  try  thefe  truths  ^th  dpier  eyes. 
And  trace  them  through  the  profped  as  it  lies : 
Here  for  a  while  my  proper  cares  refign*d. 
Here  let  me- fit  in  forrow  for  mankind  ; 
{iike  yon  ndgleded  ihrub  at  random  caft. 
That  ihades  the  iteep,  and  fighs  at  ey'ry  btaS. 

Far  to  the  right,  where  Appennine  afcends^ 
Bright  as  the  fummer,  Italy  extends  ;  .  .s; 

It's  uplands  doping,  deck  the  mounuin's  fide. 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatrick  pride  ;  ' 
While  oft  fonic  temple's  mould'ring  tops  between. 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  fcene. 

Could  Nature's  bounty  fatisfy  the  breaft. 
The  ions  of  Italy  were  furely  blefs'd. 
Whatever  fruits  |n  different  climes  are  found. 
That  proudly  rife,  or  humbly  court  the  ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  erads  appear, 
Whofe  bright  fucceffion  decks  the  varied  year  ; 
Whatever  fweets  falute  the  northern  iky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blofibm  but  to  die  : 
Thefe,  here  difpordng,  own  ^e  kindred  foil. 
Nor  aik  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  fea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand. 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  fmiling  land» 

But  fmall  the  blifs  that  fenfe  alone  beftows. 
And  fenfual  blifs  is  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  feems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  herew      , 
Contrafted  jaults  through  all  his  manners  reign : 
Though  poor,  luxurious ;  though  fubmiffive,  vain  ; 
Though  grave,  yet  trifling;  zealous,  yeti\ntrue; 
And  e'en  in  penance  planning  fins  anew* 
All  evils  here  contaminate  the  pyndi 
Tliat  o|>Hlei^  dc|afte4  leaves  h^od  i 

For 


Htf  BEAUTIES    OF    POEXRY. 

For  wealth  was  theirs,  not  f^  removed  the  d^t^ 
When  commerce  proudly  fiourifh^d  throagh  the  fiate : 
At  her  command  the  palace  learn'd  to  rife. 
Again  the  long-fall'n  column  fought  the  ikies  ; 
The  canvas  glow'd  beyond  e'en  Nature  warrn^ 
Tiie  pregnant  quarry  teem'd  with  human  form* 
Tilly  more  unileady  than  the  ibuthern  gale. 
Commerce  on  other  ihores  dirplay'4  her  fail  i 
While  nought  remained  of  ail  that  riches  gavf  ^ 
But  towns  unmann'dy  and  lords  witiiQut  a  flaive: 
And  late  the  nation  found  with  fruitlefs  ikill 
It's  former  ftrength  was  but  plethorickr  ill. 

Yet,  dill  the  lofs  of  wealth  is  here  fupply'd 
By  arts,  the  fplendid  wrecks  of  former  pride ; 
From  thefe  the  feeble  heart  and  loi^-fali'n  mind 
An  eafy  compenfation  feem  to  £nd* 
Here  may  be  feen,  in  bloodjefs  pomp  array'd. 
The  pafle-board  triumph  and  the  cavalcade; 
Proceffions  form'd  for  piety  and  love, 
A  miftrefs  or  a  faint  in  ev'ry  grove. 
By  fports  like  thefe  are  all  their  cares  beguii'd. 
The  fports  of  children  fatisfy  the  child ; 
Each  nobler  aim,  reprefs'd  by  long  controul^ 
Now  finks  at  lad,  or  feebly  mans  the  foul ; 
While  low  delights,  fucceeding  fail  behind* 
In  happier  meannefs  occupy  the  mind  : 
As  in  thofc  domes,  where  Caefars  once  bore  fway» 
Defac'd  by  time,  and  tott'ring  in  decay. 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedlefs  of  the  dead. 
The  (hclter-feeking  peafant  builds  his  ihed ; 
And,  wond'ring  man  could  want  the  larger  pile. 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  fmile* 

My  (bul  turn  from  them — turn  we  to  furvfy 
Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  difplay ; 
Where  the  bleak  Swifs  their  itormy  manfion  tread. 
And  force  a  churliili  foil  for  fcanty  bread :   - 
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No  produd  here  the  barren  hills  afford. 
Bat  man  and  fteel,  the  foldier  and  his  fword. 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array. 
But  winter  ling'ring  chills  the  lap  of  May ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  fues  the  mountain's  brea(i:> 
But  meteors  glare,  and  ftormy  glooms  inveft. 

Yet  ftill,  e'en  here.  Content  can  fpread  a  charm, 
Redrefs  the  clime,  and  all  it's  rage  difarm. 
Though  poor  the  peafant's  hat,  his  feaib  though  fmall. 
He  fees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all; 
Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  it's  head. 
To  (hame  the  meannefs  of  his  humble  fhed ; 
No  coflly  lord  the  fumptaous  banquet  deal. 
To  make  him  loathe  his  vegetable  meal ; 
But  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil. 
Each  wiih  contrading,  fits  him  to  the  foil. 
Chearful  at  morn,  he  wakes  from  ihort  repofe. 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes ; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep. 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  plough-fhare  to  the  fleep ; 
Or  feeks  the  den  where  fnow- tracks  mark  the  way. 
And  drags  the  ftruggling  favage  into  day. 
At  night  returning,  cv'ry  labour  fped. 
He  fits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  fhed ; 
Smiles  by  his  chearful  fire,  and  round  furveys 
His  children's  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaze ;   * 
While  his  lov'd  partner,  boaftful  of  her  hoard, 
Difplays  her  cleauly  platter  on  the  board  : 
And  haply  too  fome  pilgrim,  thither  led. 
With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  ev'ry  good  his  native  wilds  impart. 
Imprints  Xht  patriot  paflion  on  his  heart ; 
And  e'en  thofe  ills,  that  round  his  manfion  rife. 
Enhance  the  blifs  his  fcanty  fund  fupplics. 
Dear  is  that  fhed  to  which  his  foul  conforms. 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifls  him  to  the  florms ; 

And 
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Ani  ts  a  child»  when  Tearing  (bunds  moleft^  . . .   >  ;>  .^^  o 

Clings  clofe  and  clofcr  to  the  mother's  breaft^^  .p  .(1 

So  the  load  torrent,  and  the  whirl\(dnd*8  roar>  . ..    .^  ^^f 

Bat  bind  him  to  his  native  mounUuns  more.  , .   .  j*  yi; 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  ftates  a£ign'd ; ,         .-  .^^  ;m 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wiflies  all  €onfin'd«  :. .  ^ 

Tet  let  them  only  (hare  the  praifes  due ;  ' .       *  :^ 

If  few  their  wants,  their  pleafures  are  but  few :  • .  5 

For  tY^ry  want  that  ftimulates  the  brea4,  ..  . .    « v 

Becomes  a  fource  of  pleafure  when  redr^is'd.  -  -  > 

Whence  from  fuch  lands  each  pleafing  fdence  flies^  .  * ;  2. 

That  firft  excites  defire,  and  then  fnpplies; 
Unknown  to  them»  when  fenfual  pleafures  cloy^  ^^^\ 

To  fill  the  languid  panfe  with  finer  joy  ;  ...'.:■ 

Unknown  thofe  pow'rs  that  rufe  the  foul  to  flame. 
Catch  er'ry  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame.         -   -    .  t 
^heir  level  life  is  but  a  mould'ring  fire,  ,1 

Unquench'd  by  want,  uufann'd  by  Ilrong  defire  ;  ...: 

Unfit  for  raptures  ;  or,  if  raptures  chear  .^^-^ 

On  fome  high  feftival  of  once  a  year»  ^ 

In  wild  excefs  the  vulgar  breaft  takes  fire>    .  .  .. .  .t; 

Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  blifr  expire.  .  «• 

But  not  ^eir  joys  alone  thus  coarfely  flow ;  ....  -r. 

Their  morals,  like  their  pleafures,  are  but  low : 
For,  as  refinement  flops,  from  {vre  to  fon, 
tJnalter'd,  unimprov'dj  the  manners  ran  ; 
And  love's  and  frienddiip's  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart. 
Some  flerner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain's  breaft 
May  fit,  like  falcons  cowering  on  the  nefl  ; 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  fuch  as  play 
Through  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  charau^  way, 
Thefe  far  difpers'd,  on  timorous  pinions  fly. 
To  fport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  iky. 

To  kinder  fkies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 
I  tam^*-and  France  difplays  he?  bright  domain.      »:% 
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Gay  uprightly  laii4  of  mirth  and  Ibcial  eaft« 
Pleas'd  with  thyfelf^  whom  all  the  world  can  pleafc. 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  fpertiye  choir, 
"With  tunelefs  ^ife,  befide  the  nmnn'ring  p[firt  J 
Where  fhading-elms  iidong  the  margin  grew. 
And,  freihen'd  from  tfie  wave,  the  xephyr  flew  $ 
And  haply,  though  ay  harih  touch  &It'ring  ftill^ 
But  mock'd  all  tnn^  and  marr'd  the  dancer's  iidll. 
Yet  would  the  village  praife  my  wond'rous  pow'r. 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  thf  noon-tide  hour! 
Alike  all  ages.    Dames  ^f  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  dirough  the  mirthful  maze  $ 
And  the  gay  grandfire,  ihillM  in  geftick  lore^ 
Has  frifk'd  beneath  the  burden  of  thr^efcore* 

So  blefs'd  a  life  thefe  thoughtlefs  realms  difplay. 
Thus  idly  bufy  j»lls  their  world  away : 
Theirs  are  thofe  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear. 
For  honour  forms  the  fodal  temper  here. 
Honour,  that  praife  which  real  merit  gains, 
Qr  e'en  inuginary  worth  obtains. 
Here  pafies  current ; .  paid  from  .hand  to  hand. 
It  (hifts  in  fplendid  traffick  round  the  land : 
From  courts  to  camps^  to  cottages  it  ftray$« 
And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praife ; 
They  pleafe,  are  {de^'d,  they  give  to  get  efteem,  '^ 

Till,  leeming  bleis'd,  they  grow  to  what  they  feem. 

But  while  tlus  fi)fter  art  their  blifs  fupplies. 
It  gives  their  follies  alfo  room  to  rife ; 
For  praife  too  dearly  kv'd,  or  wannly  fought. 
Enfeebles  all  internal  flrength  of  thought ; 
And  the  weak  foul,  within  iifelf  unblefs'd. 
Leans  for  all  pleafnre  on  anqther's  breaft* 
Hence  oftentation  here,  with  tawdry  art, 
Panu  for  the  vulgar  pnufe  which  fools  impart : 
Here  vanity  aflumes  ^cr  pert  grimace, 
i^nd  trims  her  robes  of  frize  with  copper  lace  ^ 

3  ti  Here 
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Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  chpcr. 
To  boaft  one  fplendid  banquet  once  a  year ; 
The  mind  dill  turns  where  ihifting  fafhion  draws^ 
Nor  weighs  the  folid  worth  of  felf-applaufe. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fanc}''  flies, 
EmbofomM'  In  the  deep  >yhere'  Holland  lies. 
Me  thinks  her  patient  fons  before  me  /land. 
Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  againft  thfe  land  ; 
And,  fedulous  to  flop  the  commg  tide^ 
Lift  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pride. 
Onward  me  thinks,  and  diligently  flow. 
The  firm  connected  bulwark  feenis  to  grow  ; 
Spreads  it's  long  arms  amiaft  the  wat'ry  roar; 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  ufurps  the  fliore. 
While  the  pent  ocean  rifing  o'er  thfe  pile. 
Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  fmile ; 
The  flow  canal,  the  yelfow-blofTom'd  vale. 
The  willow-tufted  bank,  the  gliding  fail. 
The  crouded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
A  new  creation,  refcu'd  from  his  reign. ' 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-fubje6led  foil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
Induflrious  habits  in  each  bofom  reign. 
And  induflry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  fpniigs,  * 
With  all  thofe  ills  fuperfluous  treaftire  brings. 
Are  here  difplay*d.     Their  mudi-lov'dwcalfh  linpafts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance^  and  arts  ; 
iut  view  them  clofer,  craft  and  iratrd  appear. 
E'en  liberty  itfelf  is  bartered  h^re. ' 
At  gold's  fuperior  charms  all  frdtdo'iii 'flies. 
The  needy  fell  it,  and  the  ricK  irian  buysj 
A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  dent)f  flaves,  *       ■         '^  "'-■ 
Here  wretches  feek  difhonba^able  gravci,  "      ' 

And  calmly  bent,  to  fervitude  cqiifbrm. 


Pull  as  their  lakes  that  flumber  iri'thrf  ftbriri. 


Heavens ! 
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Heavens  !  how  unlijfp  t^^ejf.  Bolgick  ^j^s^f  old  I 
Rough  J  poor,  contei\t, .  Byigpyernably  boldj^ 
War  in  each  brea/l,  and.fr^eclQm  on  each*  brow 
How  much  unlike  the  fons  of  Briiain  now  J        ,       .       ,.^.. 

Fir'd  at  the  founcH^jipQjt  Q^nii^s  fpreadshcr  wing^yi,.  .     . ;» 
And  flies  where  Britain, cpurts  the  wefterj),  fpring^     ^-  ,  ■  ..• 
Where laMUDES  ex^ad  that  fcoxyi; Arcadia  P^^^*"  r '  •    -1   ii  r 
And  brighter  ftreams  than  fam'd  Hydafpi^^  S).^'']     '      I  .1  I' 
There  all  arourud  the gentl^flfn-eezes  ftray,.  1  .' . /" 

There  gentle  xnufick  melts  on,  ev'ry  fprayj  ,  . 
Creation's  mildeil  charms  are  diere  fomhin'td;  •   .    .     1       ^ 
Extremes  are  onjy  in  the  mailer's  mind  !       ;  .  ,      i 

Stem  o'er  each  bofom  Reafon  holds  her  ilate>. 
With  daring  aims  irregularly  great :  1 

Piide  in  their  port,-  defiance  in  their  eye,  •,  :   .  •      . :' 

I  fee  the  lords  of  human-kind  pafs  by ;  1  , 

Intent  on  high  defigns,  a  thoughtful  band,*        •  ;^ 

By  forms  unfafliion'd  frefli  from  Nature's  hand.; 
Fierce  in  their  native  hardinefs  of  foul. 
True  to  imagin'd  right,  above  controul. 
While  e'en  the  peafant  boafts  thefe  rights  to  fcan. 
And  learns  to  venerate  himfelf  as  man. 

Thine,  Freedom,  tliine  the  bleflings  pi£lur'd  here. 
Thine  are  thofe  charms  that  dazzle  and  endear ; 
Too  blefs'd  indeed  were  fuch  without  alloy. 
But  fofter'd  e'en  by  Freedom  ills  annoy  ; 
That  independance  Britons  prize  too  high,    . 
Keeps  man  from  man^  and  breaks  the  focial  tie ; 
The  felf-dependant  lordlings  ftand  alone. 
All  claims  that  bind  and  fweeten  life  unknown  ; 
Here,  by  the  bonds  of  Nature  feebly  held. 
Minds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repell'd. ' 
Ferments  arife,  imprifon'd  fadlions  roar, 
Reprefs'd  ambition  druggies  round  her  ihore. 
Till,  over- wrought,  the.  gener?.!  fyftem  feels 
It's  motions  flop,  or  phrcnzy  fire  the  wheels. 

3  L  *  Noc 
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Nor  this' the  worft.    Ai  Nttiire*s  ties  ieekj,  '"'^ 

At  daty^  locte^  knd  honour  fail  to  twty, 
Fiftitiotts  bohdf^  the  hondt  of  wealth  and  law^ 
Still  gather  ftrengtK,  aAd  force  nnlR^iliiig  vt/e.  ^ '^ '"' 

Hence  all  bbedSeUce  bows  tGf  tbefe  afone» 
And  talent  finks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown ; 
Till  time  ma^r  come,  when,  fttipp'd  of  all  her  cUatmsi'  -  - 
The  land  of  Icholars,  and  the  nmrfe  of  arms,  -    ' 

Where  noble  ftems  tranfimt  the  patriot  fiame. 
Where  kings  have  tml'd,  and  poets  wrote  for  ftme; 
One  fink  of  lerel  avarice  Ihall  lie, 
Andicholars,  ibldiers,  kings,  nnhonour'd  die* 

Yet  think  not,  dins  when  Freedom's  ills  I  Aate^ 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great : 
Ye  powers  of  truth,*  that  bid  iny  fonl  afpire; 
Far  from  my  boibm  drive  thelow  defire ! 
And  thon,  fair  Freedom,  taught  alike  to  fixl 
The  rabble's- rage,  and  tyrant's  angry  fteel; 
Thou  tranfitory  flower,  alike  undone 
By  proud  Contempt,  or  Favour's  foft'ring  fun. 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changefiil  dime  endure* 
I  only  would  reprefs  them  to  fecure: 
For  juft  experience  tells,  in  ev*ry  foil. 
That  thofe  who  think  muft  govern  thofe  that  toil  ; 
And  all  that  Freedom's  higheft  aims  can  iti^h. 
Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  eadi. 
Hence»  Aovtld  one  ordet'  difpropmtion'd  grow. 
It's  double  weight  muft  min  all  below. 

O,  then,  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  reqtoires. 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  afpires  ! 
Calm  is  my  foul,  nor  apt  to  rife  in  arms. 
Except  when  faft-approaching  danger  warms : 
But  when  contending  chiefe  blockade  the  throne, 
ContradUng  regal  power  to  ftretch  their  own. 
When  I  behold  a  ftdlous  band  agree 
'    To  call  it  freedom  when  themfelves  are  free  i  '  ~ 

Eacl 
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tsjBach  wanton' jad^hewrpexitf  ftkttttes  dra^, 
9, 1«tws  grind  the  poor,  and  litK  men  thlz  i9ie  latirv*      '^-  ^^ 
I-  The  wealth  of  dim^^  where  (aVag^  )ittti9ii^'rtijitir«   ' 
p  Pillag'd  from  flavts,  to  pttithafe  ffltv<<8  arhoiftcf ;  •  '  ^ 

Fear»  pity,  jaflite,  indignation  fblrfy  ^    ^  .     "' 

r    Tear  off  rcfenre,  and  bare  my  fwellifig  licfart ;       ■•  *  '•^''  '"^- 
TiU  half  a  patriot,  half  a  toward  gfewhi  '  ""'^ 

t  fly  from  petty  =tyrant3  to  the  thubni^.  ""-^ 

Yes,  brother,  oirfc  with  mt  that  talcful  liour,    ' ' '   '  =  ^ 
When  firft  anilKdon  ftmck  at  regal  power ;  "  * ' 

And  thus  polluting* honour  in  it^s  {owrtd,  «  •       ' '  *i'Xr 

Gave  wealth  to  fway  the  mind  with  doable  fciice*    *  '■  '*^'  ^ 
Have  we  not  fe^Vi^iii  Britain's  pctfp^  •    '• 

Her  ufefel  ions  e«dkaftg*d foMiMefs  b«i  '    ■'    ; 

Seen  all  her  tnomphs  but  deifudion  liafte,  '       '  "■ 

Like  flaring  up^s,  br^^'nlng  as  ftejr  waficf  j  '''    1 

Seen  Opulence;  her  grandcfur  to  m^tJinV  ^ 

Lead  ftern1>viik>pttlati6n'in'h<*r  th&r; 
And  over  fields,  where  fcatter'd  hamlets  rofe, 
-  In  barren,  folitary  pomp  repofe  ? 
Have  we  not  feen,  at  Pleafure's  lordly  call. 
The  fmiling  long-frequetlfed  villagi  fall  ? 
Beheld  the  duteous  fon,  the  fire  decay'd. 
The  modefl  matfon^  aiid  the  blufhing-  maoid^  ■* 

Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 
To  traverfe  climes  beyond  the  weftem  main ; 
Where  wild  Qfwego  fpreads  her  fwamps  around^ 
And  Niagara  ftuns  with  thundering  found  ? 

E'en  now,  perhaps,  as  there  fomepilgrim  ftrays 
Through  tangled  foreils,  and  through  dang'rous  ways  | 
Where  beafls  with  man,  divided' emjnftf  tMtA, 
And  the  brown  Indian  ntftrlts  with  murd'tdos  aim  i     -■*  ■■ 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tcihf>cft  fliei; 
And  all  around  diilrefsful  yells  arHIbi  ' 

The  peniive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe,  -- 

.  To  Hop  too  firarful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 

■    Caib 
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Cafts  a  long  look  where  EDgland's  glories,  ffldne^ 
And  bids  his  bofom  (yinpathize  with  mine. 

VaiQ»  very  vain»  my  weary  fearch,  to  find 
That  biiis  which  only  cepters  in  the  iiun^  I . 
Why  have  I  ftray'd  from  pleafnre  and  rtpofe. 
To  feek  a  good  each  government  beftows  l  , 
In  tv*Tf  government,  though  terrors  reign,.  .. . 
Though  tyrant  kings,  or  tyrant  laws  reftrain. 
How  (mall  of  all  that  homan  hearts. endure,  , . 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  caafe  or  cure. 
Still  to  ourfelves  in  ev'ry  place  con£gn'd« 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find  :  . 
With  fecret  courfe»  which  no  loud  florms  i|Rn^^ 
Glides  the  fmooth  current  of  domeilick Joy*, . 
The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 
Luke's  iron  crown,  and  Damien'a  bed  of  fteel,. 
To  men  remote  from  power  but  rarely  known,  , 
Leave  reafon,  faith,  and  confcience,  all  our  own* 


D    A    Y- 

A       PASTORAL.  IN      THRIB     ?A|LTS. 

BY    MR.    CUNNINGHAM. 

■■       Carpe  diem*  -Hott 

MORNING. 

IN  the  bam  the  tenant  cock, 
Clofe  to  partlet  perch'd  on  high, 
Briikly  crows,  (the  (hepherd's  clock !) 
Jocund  that  the  morning's  nigh. 


Swiftly 
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Swiftly  from  the  mountain's  brow,*  -        . 

Shadows,  nursM  by  night,  retire  ; 
And  the  peeping  fan-beam,  now,  ' ! 

Paints  with  gold  the  village  fpire. 

Philomel  forfakes  the  thorn. 

Plaintive  where  fhe  prates  at  night ; 
And  the  lark,  to  meet  the  morn. 

Soars  beyond  the  ihepherd's  light. 

From  the  low-roof  M  cottage  ridge,  '    " ' 

See  the  chatt'rtng  fwallow  ipring  ; 
Darting  through  the  one-arch'd  bridge^ 

Quick  ihe  dips  her  dappled  wing. 

Now  the  pine-tree's  waving  top 

Gently  greets  the  mornbg  gale ; 
Kidlings,  now,  begin  to  crop 

Dailies,  on  the  dewy  dale. 

From  the  balmy  fweets^  uncloy'd, 

(RefUefs  till  her  tafk  be  done) 
Now  the  bufy  bee's  employed. 

Sipping  dew  before  the  fun* 

Trickling  through  the  crevicM  rock. 

Where  the  limpid  dream  diiHls,  - 
Sweet  refreshment  waits  the  flock. 

When  *tis  fun-drove  from  the  hills. 

Colin's  for  the  promised  com 

(Ere  the  harveft  hopes  are  ripe)  ^     , 

Anxious  ; — whilft  the  huntfman's  horn. 

Boldly  founding,  drowns  his  pipe. 

Sweet«» 


Natatt't  tmirerd^  fiwg 
Scfaoci  to  Uvi  «fiiig  4iQr* 


NOON. 

PERVID  on  the  glittering  flood; 
*      Now  the  ;lOoa^4•'9^4¥^^ce  slow; 
Prooping  o*ef  k>  jf/s^  bn4> 
Not  a  de«^4iop*s  k^  t^  rofe. 

By  the  brook  the  ihepherd  dines* 
From  the  fierce  locyidia^  l^at 

Sheltered  by  the  bnnchiag  pinesj 
Pendant  o'er  his  g^afiy  ieajL 

Hem  the  flock  forfakes  the  glade. 
Where  anchec|:'4  the  f un4>eaifis  fall  i 

Sure  to  find  a  pleafii^  ihade 
By  the  ivy'd  abbey  .w^ 

Echo,  in  her  airy  round. 
O'er  the  riyejc,  rOCk»  aQd,hxlV; 

Cannot  catch  a  ^nglje  fp^nd. 
Save  the  clack  of  fwfki^^  inilU 

Cattle  court  the  zephyrs  bland. 
Where  the  ftreaml^  wa^iders  cool ; 

Or  with  languid  filence  fiaad 
Midway  in  t|ie  ^^fiiy  ppol. 


Int 


But  from  mo«tttain,:4«U,»  or  ftreaihi  •  -1^**^0 

Not  a  fluttering  aephyr  fprkig«'5     •  ^    i.  .'i> 

Fearful  left  the  noon-tide  beairi  ...i.   o^ 

Scorch  it's  foft,  it'3  filkeil  wings.    '  ■  *         ' 

Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  ftir, 
'  Nature's  lull'd— ferene— and  ftill ! 
Quiet  e'en  the  ihepherd's  cur. 

Sleeping  on  the  heath-clad  hill.  -  -  /  -v 

')\ 
Languid  is  the  landfcape  rounds  ^ 

Till  the  frelh-defcending  ihowtfr. 
Grateful  to  the  thirfty  ground,  , 

Raifes  ev'ry  fainting  flowcir. 


Now  the  hill — the  hedge — is  green. 
Now  the  warblers  throats  in  tune  ; 

Blithfome  is  the  verdant  fcene. 
Brightened  by  the  beams  of  Noon ! 


EVENING; 

i^'E  R  the  heath  the  heifer  ftrays 

Free — (the  furrowed  taflc  is  done;) 
Now  the  village  windows  blaze,. 
Burnifli'd  by  the  letting  fan. 

Now  he  fets  behind  the  hill. 
Sinking  from  a  gojdcn  ilcy  :    ' 

Can  the  pencil's  mimick  fldll 
Copy  the  refulgent  dye? 


3  M  Trudging 
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Trudging  as  the  ploughmen  go, 
(To  the  fmoaking  hamlet  bound) 

Giant-like  their  fhadows  grow, 
LcngthenM  o'er  the  level  ground. 

Where  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads 

Shelter  for  the  lordly  dome  I 
To  their  high-built  airy  beds. 

See  (he  rooks  returning  home ! 

As  the  lark,  with  vary'd  tune, 

Carols  to  the  evening  loud  ; 
Mark  the  mild  refplendent  moon. 

Breaking  through  a  parted  cloud ! 

Now  the  hermit  howlet  peeps 
From  the  bam  or  twifted  brake  ; 

And  the  blue  mift  (lowly  creeps. 
Curling  on  the  filver  lake. 

As  the  trout  in  fpeckled  pride. 
Playful  from  it's  bofom  fprings  ; 

To  the  banks,  a  ruffled  tide 
Verges  in  fuccefiive  rings. 

Tripping  through  the  filken  grafs. 

O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 
Mark  the  rofe-complexion'd  lafi 

With  her  well-pois'd  milking  pail  I 

Linnets  with  unnumber'd  notes^ 
And  the  cuckow-bird  with  two. 

Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  throatf, 
Sid  the  fettbg  fun  adieu. 


O0B 
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ODE      TO      LIBERTY. 

BY    MR.     HUDSON. 

TH  E  fable  queen  of  (hades  retires. 
Encircled  with  her  fading  fires ; 
Yok'd  to  her  iron  car,  the  dragons  fly. 
With  flow  wing  blackening  many  a  leagoe  of  flcy. 

Go,  melancholy  goddefs  ;  go, 

Nurfe  of  defpondency  and  woe. 

'Tis  time ;  the  cock's  fhrill  clarion  calls 
The  dawn,  and  fh-ikes  the  prowling  wolf  with  fear. 

And  bids  the  phantoms  difappear. 

That  glimmer  'midft  yon  mould'ring  walls : 
They  ftartle  at  the  found. 

And  gliding  o*er  the  tracklefs  ground, 
]Loth,  to  their  marble  manfions  hafte  away. 
No  more  their  livid  lightnings  play ; 
The  terrors  of  aerial  tumults  ceafe, 
HufhM  to  ferenity  and  fmiling  peace. 

For,  lo  !  in  heav'n's  ambroiial  bow'rs, 

Wak'd  by  the  ftationary  hours. 
Parent  of  day,  the  morn  unveils  her  eyes. 
And  vermil  bluflies  ftreak  the  orient  Ikies : 

How  Nature  triumphs  at  the  fight, 

Renew'd  in  all  her  beauty  bright ! 

Her  fragrant  groves  their  incenfe  yield ; 
The  zephyrs,  from  her  humid  ftores,  difFuft 

The  fweetnefs  of  mellifluous  dews ; 

And  pleafure  paints  the  lilied  field. 
Here,  gilt  with  fplendid  rays. 

The  fpires  and  lofty  turrets  blaze  ; 
There  the  canals  reflect  a  pleafing  gleam ; 
While  dancing  down  the  pebbly  ftrcam, 

3  M  2  The 
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The  filver  radiance  chears  the  fcather'd  throng. 
Woods,  hills,  and  dales,  re-echo  with  their  fbng. 

Thus,  like  the  morn,  will  faireft  Freedom  come. 

In  raajelly  divine. 
With  dawning  glory  to  difperfc  the  gloom 
Of  dire  Oppreifion  ;  and  illame  the  mind^ 
To  darknefs  and  defpondency  confined. 
Arife,  O  Liberty !  'tis  thine. 
The  charms  of  Nature  to  refine; 
With  blooming  hope  and  harmony  to  pleafe. 
To  crown  with  plenty,  and  to  blefs  with  cafe; 
To  light  up  awful  Virtue's  living  ray. 
And  pour  the  flood  of  intelledual  day. 

Place  me  in  Africk's  defart  lands. 
Where  Thirft  £ts  gaping  on  the  fands  ; 
If  there  aufpicious  Freedom  dx  her  feat, 
'Midft  burning  blafts,  I'll  hail  the  rude  retreat; 
Soon  (hall  the  wild,  more  polifh'd  grown. 
Admire  new  beauties,  not  her  own : 
Sage  Induftry  (hall  dig  the  well 
CappcJou«?,  yawning  many  a  fathom  deep ; 
While  lowing  herds,  and  bleating  (heep. 
Stand  frequent  in  the  cooling  cell. 

Soon  (hall  the  mantling  vine 
Be  taught  around  the  palm  to  twine ; 
And  focial  arts  the  (b-anger  Naiads  wake,    " 

Tiiat  (leep  beneath  the  ciiilant  lake. 
Curious  to  view  young  Commerce  gaily  roam. 
And  bring  full  harvefb  to  his  barren  komt^ 

Place  me  beneath  the  gfelid  Mnt, 
Near  winter's  adamantine  throne. 
Where  f;irtheft  ocean  foams  with  icy  rt>ari 
Along  the  bleak,  inhofpitable  fliere : 
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If  Freedom  to  the  fmoky  dome 

Witb.iur-doathM  mortals  deign  to  roam; 
Thro'  fnowy  wafles  the  dome  I'll  feek ; 
What  hinders  to  enjpy  the  freezing  year  ! 

For  Property  will  there  appear ; 

And  chearftil  Health,  with  rofy  cheek, 
Parfue  the  panting  prey  ; 

Or,  mindful  of  the  Icngthen'd  day, 
Sit  chaunting  on  the  mountain's  chryftal  brow. 

Where  hanging  torrents  ihine  below; 
Nor  will  Cimmerian  Sleep  forget  to  bring 
Safe  flumbers,  waving  at  his  downy  wing. 

Come  then,  Celeftial,  let  thy  wi(h'd  return 

This  happier  clime  ferene  ; 
This  happier  climf ,  if  Rome  thy  abfence  mourn. 
No  more  with  fmiles  of  pleafure  entertains. 
Nor  Baia's  groves,  nor  rich  Campania's  plains : 

Heartlefs  we  view  the  fplendid  fcenc 

Of  turrets,  and  the  painted  green  ; 
Heartlefs  the  mufick  of  the  groves  we  hear. 
As  when,  new  harnefs'd  out  by  Wrath  and  Fear, 
Night's  chariot  moves  in  ftorms ;  .and  thunders  hurl'd. 
Roll  their  broad  terrors  round  the  groaning  world. 


VERSES 

ADDRESSED      TO     MRS.    DICBY. 

BY     MRS.     COLLIER. 

N  THE  ANNIVERSAPvY    OF    THEIR    ACQUAINTANCE,    WHICH 
COMMENCED    AT    QUEBEC,    OCTOBER  7,    iy6Z. 

TO  thee,  my  Digby,  I  devote  my  lay ; 
To  thee,  or  Friendlhip,  equal  would  I  fing  : 
Refle6ling  Memory,  faithful  to  this  day. 

Shall  ne'er  forget  to  touch  th'  harmonious  firing. 

Thi. 
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This  day,  for  crcr  facred,  ever  dear! 

This  day  did  Heav'n  it's  faireft  boon  beftpiy  ■■ 
A  Friend  ! — Thy  gracious  kindnefs  1  revere,- 

And  thank  thee  for  the  gift,  in  weal  or  woe ! 

In  weal  or  woe,  how  fure  hath  been  it's  aid  ; 

My  cares  how  foftcn'd,  how  my  joys  improv'd  ! 
To  foothe  each  murm'ring  thought,  how  oft  eflay'd; 

When  ftem  Misfortune  frown'd,  it's  frown  remof'd. 

How  fbrm'd  thy  gentle  boibm  to  controul 

Each  growing  tempeft  of  th'  impaffion'd  breaft ! 

How  oft  it's  influence  on  my  mbd  hath  ftole. 
And  huih'd  the  raging  tumults  into  reH! 

Though  many  years  have  roll'd  their  periods  round. 
And  a  vaft  ocean  parts  us  from  the  fcene 

Where  firil  fair  Friendfliip's  warmeft  fmiles  we  found. 
And  befl  affedions  hail'd  her  for  their  queen : 

Yet  Memory,  ever  faithful  to  our  love. 

With  her  foft  hand  hath  drawn  each  rifing  view  ; 

The  fcenes  which  tendered  Friendfiiip  muft  approve. 
Her  traits  flill  give  in  ev'ry  pidure  true. 

Recording  Time,  turn  o'er  each  page  with  care. 
Our  hiilory  fince  that  period  firll  begun ; 

When  each  affection  claim'd*an  equal  fliare. 
And  fympathetick  friendihip  made  them  one. 

On  each  fair  page  our  friendfhip  (lands  fecure. 

No  change,  no  chance,  but  proves  it's  potent  power  ; 

Each  growing  period  glows  with  love  more  pure. 
And  faith  Hill  £rmer  each  advancing  hour. 


Through 
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Through  cv'ry  varying  fccne  which  time  hath  given* 
Her  bright'nlng  influence  beam'd  it's  rays  around; 

From  the  pai&'d  bread  each  throbbing  care  hath  drivetf. 
And  chac'd  defpair  when  loH  in  thought  profound. 

O  Carter!  could  I  reach  thy  polifliM  vcrfe. 
On  this  delightful  theme  how  fweet  the  lays  I 

My  Digby's  name  each  charming  line  ihould  grace* 
To  fpeak  her  truth  and  love  in  warmeit  praife. 

Her  well  form*d  mind,  by  Wifdom's  influence  blcfs^d,  * 

Where  mild  Religion  bears  an  equal  part; 
Where  calm  Experience  foolhes  our  cares  to  reft* 

And  virtues  prove  the  goodnefs  of  her  heart. 

Her  heart  with  tendered  fentiments  doth  glow* 
And  Sympathy's  endearing  powers  are  there* 

To  feel  for  others  in  their  joy  or  woe. 

And  from  the  weeping  eye  to  wipe  the  tear. 

How  blefs'd  to  know  this  gentle  bofom  mine* 

By  thofe  fbft  ties  which  tendered  friend fhips  prove ! 

Through  all  my  mind  the  accents  breathe  divine* 
And  harmonize  the  paiHons  into  Iove« 

Hail,  facred  Friendfhip  !  hail,  thou  bed-lov'd  name ! 

To  thee  will  I  devote  my  future  days ; 
Since  Truth  and  Time  have  fandify'd  the  flame. 

Can  I  do  lefs  than  live  to  fpeak  thy  praife  ? 


AN 
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INVOCATION   TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

BY     MISS     HEYS. 

WA  ND '  R I  N  G  o'er  the  dewy  meadow* 
Oft  at  cv'ning  hour  I  go ; 
Fondly  courting  Philomela's 
Sympathedck  plaints  of  woe. 

Sometimes,  hufh'd  in  dill  attention* 

Leaning  pcufive  o'er  a  ftile. 
Fancy  bids  her  found  del u five 

Lull  the  yielding  fenfe  awhile. 

Soft  the  viiionary  muiick* 

Rifing  floats  upon  the  gale  : 
Now  it  finks  in  flrains  more  languid. 

Dying  o'er  the  dillant  vale. 

Starting  from  the  dream  of  fancy* 

Nought  my  liil'ning  ear  invadea* 
Save  the  hum  of  falling  waters. 

Save  the  ruflling  afpin-fhade. 

'  Little  fongdrefs,  ibolhe  my  forrows* 

'  Wrap  my  foul  in  fofteii  air« ; 
'  Such  as  erfl,  in  Lydian  meafures, 

*  Charm'd  tHe  Grecian  hero's  cares. 

•  But,  if  forc'd  by  cruel  rufticks 

*  To  lament  thy  ruin'd  care ; 

'  Breathe  thy  faddeft  flrains  of  anguiih* 

*  Strains  that  melodize  defpair. 

«  Deepl] 
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*  Deeply  vcrs'd  in  Sorrow's  IciTons, 

•  Beft  my  heart  thy  griefs  can  know  ; 

*  Pity  dwells  within  the  bofom 
'  Soften'd  by  an  equal  woe. 

*  While  thy  melancholy  plainings 

•  All  my  haplefs  fate  renew, 

^  Heart-felt  fighs  fhall  load  the  zephyrs^ 

•  Tears  increafe  the  falling  dew. 

*  Ceafe  to  fhun  me,  lovely  mourner ; 

•  Sweetly  breathe  the  melting  ftrai»: 

*  Oft  thou  deign*ft  to  charm  the  ruftick, 

•  Roving  thoughtlcfs  o'er  the  plain. 

*  Yet,  to  him,  thy  fofteft  trillings 

•  Can  no  fympathy  impart ; 

*  Wouldft  thou  fcek  for  kindred  feelings, 
'  See  them  trembling  in  my  heart  !* 

Vain,  alas !  my  Invocation, 

Vain  the  pleadings  of  the  mufe ! 
Wrapp'd  in  filent  ihades,  the  charmer 

Doth  her  tuneful  lay  refufe. 

Clouds  obfcure  deform  the  aether, 

Riiing  damps  involve  the  plain  ; 
Penfively  I  hailen  homeward. 

To  avoid  the  coming  rain. 
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EVELINA. 

▲  N    ELECT. 
BY     MR.    TOMLINS. 

RE-ECHOING  thro'  tht  folitary  fliade. 
No  more  the  nightingale  her  vigil  kept; 
The  moon  no  more  the  noify  watch-dog  bay'd. 
But  ev'ry  eye,  fkve  Evelina's,  'flept. 

She,  wrctcl^ed  female,  waHes  the  midmglit  hour^ 

Not  as  when  dxtt  Bellario  caught  her  eye  ; 
When  new  to  love,  in  fome  fequefter'd  bow*r. 

She  fondly  liilen'd  to  each  treach'roiu  figh : 

When  kneeling  at  her  feet,  and  bath'd  in  tears^ 
Unnumber'd  vows  he  fwore  of  endlefs  truth;   ' 

And  while  he  bade  her  bofom  lofe  it's  fears, 
Deftroy'd  the  virgin  bloflbm  of  her  youth  ! 

In  fruitlcfs  grief  (he  fpends  the  tedious  night. 

And  fad  remorfe  in  vain  her  bofom  tears ; 
Too  foon  to  bring  her  forrows  to  the  light, 

A  living  witnefs  of  her  fhame  ihe  bears. 

In  vain  (he  calls  on  all  thofe  pow'rs  above. 

So  oft  invok'd  to  ev'ry  vow  he  fwore ; 
In  vain  recounts  the  blifsful  fcenes  of  love. 

In  happy  moments  that  return  no  more. 

*  Ah,  falfe  Bellario !  whither  art  thou  flown, 

•  Unheedful  of  the  anguifli  I  endure  ? 
<  Return,  thou  faithlefs  caufe  of  all  my  moan ; 

<  O  come,  and  eafe  the  wound  thou  canft  net  care! 

•  Th# 
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Tho*  love  has  loft  his  empire  in  thy  breaft, 

•  Still  let  thy  pity  lend  it's  kind  relief; 
Till  fome  blefs'd  hour  (hall  give  eternal  reft, 

•  And  end  the  torments  o£  defpair  and  grfef. 

Heart-rending  thought !  e'er  numbfer'd  with  the  dead, 

•  EnvenomM  Infamy  Ihall  blaft.  my  name; 
While  envious  Scorn  the  baleful  tale  fltall  fpread, 
'  And  feaft  upon  the  rains  of  my  fame. 

*  What  boots  it  that  around  the  pompotrs  bed 

•  Obfcquious  Servitude  (hall  bend  the  knee, 

*  Wtiile  virtuous  Poverty  can  fhake  her  head, 

^  And  thank  kind  Fortune  that  fhe  h  hot  ihe? 

*  Ye  gKtt'ring  gifts  from  Porta  ne*3  hoard  begone ; 
'  Begone,  fince  Peace  and  Chaftrty  are  fted : 

*  Can  gold  re-purchafe  female  honour  flown, 
'  Or  buy  the  feelings  of  the  fpotleis  maid  ? 

^  Come  then,  thou  friendly  draught,  my  mis'ries  eafe, 
^  And  all  my  guih,  and  all  my  fhame  conceal ; 

*  From  ev'ry  eye,  from  ev'ry  car,  but  His, 

•  Who  fees,  who  pities,  all  the  pangs  I  feel  I* 

With  wild,  diftradied  looks,  and  throbbing  brtart. 
Through  fufFocating  fobs  and  figh»  flie  broke ; 

And  thus  the  fatal  fruit  of  Love  addrefs'd. 
While  all  the  mother  trembled  as  (he  fpoke, 

*  O  thou  !  whom  Nature  would  to  man  have  bi^ught, 

•  That  dy'ft  ere  yet  thou  haft  begun  to  be; 

*  Ere  yet  thou  fcel'ft  the  bitter  curfe  of  thought, 

•  Or  wak'ft  to  life,  and  liv'ft  a  wretch  Uka  met 

3  N  2  •  End 
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'  End  thoa  the  dire  remorfe  that  racks  my  breaft. 
'  And  for  thy  fate  fafficient  vengeance  takes  s 

•  Ah  !  get  thee  to  the  darkfome  cave  of  reft, 
'  Where  not  a  ray  of  morning  ever  breaks ! 

•  For  thns  did  Tyranny  thy  lot  decide, 

'  Thou  fource  of  all  my  woes,  and  all  my  joys : 

*  Love  gave  thee  life,  in  fpiic  of  Honour's  pride  ; 

*  Now  Honour,  fpitc  of  Love,  that  life  deftroys  !* 

She  faid ;  and,  guided  by  the  fiend  Defpair, 
Empu  of  it's  life-deftroying  drench  the  bowl; 

O !  may  no  maid  to  friend  or  parent  dear. 
Feel  the  fad  tortures  of  her  guilty  foul ! 

For  now  the  draught,  with  which  in  vain  fhe  try*4 
To  fave  her  honour  and  conceal  her  ihame. 

Too  deeply  drugg'd,  poifons  life's  purple  dde. 
And  rends  with  agony  her  tender  frame. 

CompeU'd  by  pain,  her  former  pride  forgot. 

With  dreadful  (hrieks  (he  pierc'd  the  gloom  of  nighty 

Shrieks  which  conduifled  to  the  fatal  fpot 
An  aged  parent,  trembling  with  affright. 

There,  in  convulsive  throes,  with  anguifh  wild. 

Imploring  mercy,  Evelina  lay. 
The  daughter  of  her  foul !  her  only  child! 

To  confcious  guilt  and  racking  pain  a  prey* 

With  fond  parental  care  the  matron  tries 

To  pour  the  balm  of  comfort  on  her  wound  : 

*  And  why,  my  child,'  in  fault'ring  accents  cries  j 

^  Why  fall  thofe  tears,  and  whence  thofc  fighs  profound  V 

^  QH 
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*  O  let  me,  let  an  haplefs  wretch  depart, 

'  Unwept,  unnotic'd,  to  the  iilent  grave ! 

*  And  may  the  thoufand  pangs  that  rive  my  heart, 
'  My  {potted  foul  from  endiefs  mis*ry  fave  ! 

*  Long  were  to  tell  the  ftory  of  my  fhame  !'— 
As  from  her  dying  lips  thefe  accents  fell. 

Con vul  five  fighs  diflblv'd  her  tender  frame,  . 
And  her  foul  fled— ^whither,  ah!  who  can  tell? 


SONNET. 

TO    BRITANNIA. 
BY    JOHN    SCOTT,    ESC^ 

RE  NOWN'D  Britannia!  lov'd  parental  land. 
Regard  thy  welfare  with  a  watchful  eye : 
Whene'er  the  weight  of  Want's  affliding  hand 
Wakes  o'er  thy  vales  the  poor's  perfuafive  cry ; 

When  flaves  in  office  freemen's  rights  withftand. 
When  wealth  enormous  fets  th'  oppreflbr  high. 

And  bribes  thy  dadile  fenators  command; 

Then  mourn--»for  then  thy  fate  approacheth  nigh. 

Not  from  perfidious  Gaul,  or  haughty  Spain, 

Nor  all  the  neighbouring  nations  of  the  main, 

Tho'  leagu'd  in  war  tremendous  round  thy  ihore ; 
But  from  thyfelf  thy  ruin  muft  proceed : 
Nor  boaft  thy  power ;  for  know,  it  is  decreed* 

Tliy  frcedoifi  gone,  thy  power  ihall  be  no  more* 

ODE 
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ODE    TO    THE    ATHEIST. 

BY    MR.   SHIPHBRD. 

EXPATIATE  long  in  nice  debate 
On  Chancc»  Neccflky,  and  Fate; 
Tl^th  leam'd  Lucretius  ftray 
In  Epicurus'  magick  grove,  ^ 

Where  the  felf-motion'd  atoms  rove 
In  mazy  myflick  phiy. 

Some  vain  hypotheiis  admit. 

The  fpedotts  cob  web- work  of  wk  ; 

And  daringly  deny 
What  er'ry  obje^^  roimd  avows. 
What  tw^ry  zSt  of  Reafon  (hews. 

An  All-wife  Deity ! 

The  cleareft  evidence  conteft. 
Divinely  ftamp'd  on  ev*ry  breaft. 

Since  Time  was  taught  to  roll ; 
In  Error's  gloomy  coverts  ftray. 
From  Truth's  indifputable  rayr 

Remote,  as  pole  from  pole. 

So  (huts  the  moping  bird  of  night 
Her  feeble  eyes  againft  the  lig^ 

That  glads  the  chearful  day ; 
And  when  prevailing  darkaefs  reigns. 
Thro'  groves  ob&ene,  ov  dxeary  plaolia. 

She  wings  her  dubious  way. 


Confuh 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  4^1 

Confult  the  blue  expanfe  on  high. 
The  blufh  that  psdnts  the  morning  Iky, 

The  cloud  that  nUnbly  rides ; 
The  orbs  that  mark  with  luftre  bright 
The  fpangled  mantle  of  the  nighty 

Who  there  fuprcmc  reiides. 

Queftion  the  gaudy  flowers  around. 
That  fcent  the  air,  or  paint  the  ground, 

Whofe  influence  they  obey ; 
Whofe  hand  imparts  the  various  dyes. 
At  whofe  command  they  bud  and  rife. 

At  whofe  command  decay. 

Say  ye,  on  down,  or  mountain  fteep. 
That  ftately  tread,  or  lowly  creep; 

And  ye  aerial  throag. 
That  chear  the  woodland  fcene  and  fields 
With  vocal  flrains ;  whofe  bounty  yields. 

Or  fuftenance  or  foug  ? 

Who,  in  the  ocean*s  wafte  domain. 
The  tenants  of  the  watery  plain 

With  liberal  hand  fupplies  ? 
The  floods  in  icy  fetters  binds. 
Smoothes  the  rough  furge,  and  lulls  the  wiadi. 

Or  bids  the  tempeft  rife  i 

Nature,  in  ev'ry  mydick  fcene 
Declares  a  plaflick  Author's  reign ; 

Above  the  morning's  wings. 
Beyond  the  fea's  remoteft  tides. 
Beneath  the  Dasdal  earth,  refides 

Th*  Almighty  iUng  of  kings. 

AM 
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AN    ACCOUNT     OF    THE     GREATEST 
ENGLISH    POETS. 

TO    MR.    HENHY     SACHEVSHELL  *• 
BY    MR.    ADDISON. 

SINCE,  dcareft  Harry !  you  will  needs  reqoeil 
A  (hort  account  of  all  the  Mufe  poflefs'd. 
That,  down  from  Chaucer's  days  to  Dryden's  times. 
Have  fpent  their  noble  rage  in  Britifh  rhymes  ; 
Without  more  preface,  writ  in  formal  length. 
To  fpeak  the  undertaker's  want  of  ftrength, 
I'll  try  to  make  their  fev'ral  beauties  known. 
And  (hew  their  verfcs  worth,  tho*  not  my  own. 

Long  had  our  dull  forefathers  flept  fupine. 
Nor  felt  the  raptures  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
Till  Chaucer  firft,  a  merry  bard,  arofe,  ^. 

And  many  a  (lory  told  in  rhyme  and  profe ;  ./ 

But  age  has  rufted  what  the  poet  writ,  :. 

Worn  out  his  language,  and  obfcur'd  his  wit;  '  .: 

In  vain  he  jefts  in  his  unpoli(h'd  ftrain. 
And  tries  to  make  his  readers  laugh  in  vain. 

Old  Spenfer  next,  warm'd  with  poetick  rage. 
In  ancient  tales  amus'd  a  barb'rous  age ; 
An  age  that,  yet  uncultivate  and  rude. 
Where'er  the  poet's  fancy  led,  purfu'd. 
Thro'  pathlefs  (ielJs  and  unfrequented  floods. 
To  dens  of  dragons  and  enchanted  woods. 
But  now  the  my  (lick  tale,  that  pleas'd  of  yore. 
Can  charm  an  underdanding  age  no  more; 
The  long-fpun  allegories  fulfome  grow. 
While  the  dull  moral  lies  too  plain  below. 


*  Afcerwards  Dr.  Sacheverell. 
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Wife  view,  well  plcas'd,  at  diftance  all  the  fights  ^ 

Of  arms  and  palMes,  battles,  fields,  and  fights,  > 

And  damfels  in  (UftreTs,  and  courteous  knights ;  3 

Bat  when  we  look  too  near  the  (hades  decay. 
And  all  the  pleafisg  landfcape  fades  away. 

Great  Cowley,  then,  (a  mighty  genius!)  wrote,- 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  ]avifh  of  his  thought : 
His  turns  too  clofely  on  the  reader  prefs  ; 
He  more  had  pfeas'd  us,  had  he  pleas'd  us  lefs. 
One  glitt'ring  thought  no  fooner  fbikes  our  eyes 
With  fileht  wonder,  but  new  wonders  rife; 
As  in  the  Milky-way  a  fhining  white 
Overflows  the  heav'ns  with  one  continu'd  light. 
That  not  a  fingle  flar  can  (hew  his  rays, 
Whilft  jointly  all  promote  the  common  blaze. 
Pardon,  great  poet !  that  I  dare  to  name 
Th'  unnumber'd  beauties  of  thy  verfe  with  blame  ^ 
Thy  fault  is  only  wit  in  it's  excefs ; 
Bat  wit  like  thine  in  any  fhape  will  pleafe. 
What  Mufe  but  thme  can  equal  hints  infpire. 
And  fit  the  deep-month'd  Pindar  to  thy  lyre? 
Pindar  !  whom  others,  in  a  laboured  ftrain. 
And  forc'd  expreffion,  imitate  in  vain  ? 
Well  pleas'd  in  thee  he  foars  with  new  delight. 
And  plays  in  more  unbounded  verfe,  and  takes  a  nobler  flight* 

Blefs'd  man !  whofe  fpotlefs  life  and  charming  lays 
Employed  the  tuneful  prelate  in  thy  praife ; 
Blefs'd  man!  who  now  fhall  be  f^r  ever  known. 
In  Sprat's  fuccefsful  labours,  and  thy  own. 

Bnt  Milton  next,  with  high  and  haughty  ftalks, 
XJnfietter'd,  in  majeflick  numbers  walks  : 
No  Tolgar  hero  can  his  Mufe  engage. 
Nor  earth's  wide  fcene  confine  his  hallow'd  rage. 
Seel  fee!  he  upward  fprings;  and,  tow'ring  high, 
4Sponu  tbe  dull  province  of  mortality ; 

3O  Shakes 


474  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY^ 

Shakes  Heav'n's  eternal  throne  with  dire  alinnt. 

And  fets  th*  Alaiighty  Thunderer  in  arms  I 

Whate*er  his  pen  defcribes  I  more  than  fee, 

Whilft  cv'ry  vcrfc,  array'd  in  majcfty* 

Bold  and  fublime,  my  whole  attention  draws^ 

And  feems  above  theaitick's  nicer  laws. 

How  are  you  ilrock  with  terror  and  delight. 

When  angel  with  archangel  copes  in  fight ! 

When  great  Meffiah's  outfpread  banner  fhises. 

How  does  the  chariot  rattle  in  his  lines ! 

What  found  of  brazen  wheels,  what  thunder,  fcanc. 

And  dun  the  reader  with  the  din  of  war  ! 

With  fear  my  ipirits  and  my  blood  retire. 

To  fee  the  feraphs  funk  in  clouds  of  fire  ; 

Bat  when,  with  eager  fteps,  from  hence  I  life. 

And  view  the  firfl  gay  fcenes  of  Paradife, 

What  tongue,  what  words  of  rapture,  can  exprefs 

A  vifion  fo  profufc  of  pleafantnefs  \ 

Oh !  ha  J  the  poet  ne'er  prophan'd  his  pen. 

To  varnilh  o'er  the  guilt  of  faithlefs  men. 

His  other  works  might  have  deferv'd  applaufe  : 

But  now  the  language  can't  fupport  the  caufe; 

While  the  clean  current,  tho'  ferene  and  bright^ 

Betrays  a  bottom  odious  to  the  fight. 

But  now,  my  Mufe,  a  fofter  ftrain  rehearfe,. 
Turn  ev'ry  line  with  art,  and  fmooth  thy  verfc  ; 
The  courtly  Waller  next  commands  thy  lays  : 
Mufe !  tunc  thy  verfe  with  art  to  Waller's  praiie* 
While  tender  airs  and  lovely  dames  inipire 
Soft  melting  thoughts,  and  propagate  delire. 
So  long  lliall  Waller's  ftrains  our  paffio^  move. 
And  Sacharifla's  beauty  kindle  love. 
Thy  verfe,  harmonious  bard  !  and  flatt'ring  ibng. 
Can  make  the  vanquiih'd  great,  the  coward  ftrong  ;. 
Thy  verfe  can  ihew  e'en  Cromwell's  innocence. 
And  compliment  the  dorm  that  bore  him  hence ! 
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Oh,  had  tKy  Mufe  not  comean  age  tx:k)'foon,  • 

But  fecn  great  Nafiau  on  the  Britifh  throne. 

How  had  his  triumphs  glitter'd  in  thy  page. 

And  warm'd  thee  to  a  more  exalted  rage  I 

What  fcenes  of  death  aiid  horror  had  we  view'd. 

And  how  had  Boyn^s  wide  current  reek'd  in  blood  ! 

Or  if  Maria's  charms  thou  wouldft  rehearfe. 

In  fmoother  numbers  and  a  fofter  verfe. 

Thy  pen  had  well  dcfcrib'd  her  graceful  air. 

And  Gloriana  would  have  feem'd  more  fair. 

Nor  muft  Rofcommon  pafs  neglefted  by. 
That  makes  e'en  rules  a  noble  poetry  ; 
Rules,  whofe  deep  fenfe  and  heav'nly  numbers  fhe^ 
The  beft  of  criticks  and  of  poets  too. 
Nor,  Denham !  mu(i  we  e'er  forget  thy  drains. 
While  Cooper's  Hill  commands  the  neighboring  plains* 

But  fee  where  artful  Dryden  next  appears. 
Grown  old  in  rhyme,  but  charming  e'en  in  years ! 
Great  Dryden  next !  whofe  tuneful  Mufe  aflbrds 
The  fweeteft  numbers  and  the  fitteft  words. 
Whether  in  comick  founds  or  tragick  airs 
She  forms  her  voice,  fhe  moves  our  fmiles  or  tears.        ■ 
If  fatire  or  heroick  drains  Ihe  writes. 
Her  hero  pleafes,  and  her  fatire  bites. 
From  her  no  harfh  unartful  numbers  fall  t 
She  wears  all  dreiTes,  and  fhe  charms  in  all. 
How  might  we  fear  our  Englifh  poetry. 
That  long  has  flourifh'd;,  fhould  dec^y  with  thejj^   ^ 
Did  not  the  Mufes  other  hope  appear. 
Harmonious  Congreve !  and  forbid  our  fear : 
Congrcve  !  whofe  fancy's  unexhaufted  ftorc 
Has  giv'n  already  much,  and  promised  more ; 
Congreve  ihall  ftill  preferve  thy  fame  alive. 
And  Dryden's  Mufe  ihall  in  his  friend  furvive. 

Fm  tir'd  with  rhyming,  and  would  fain  give  o'er. 
But  juftice  dill  demands  one  labour  more : 

J  O  a  The 
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The  noble  Montague  remain^  uoaam'd, 
#orwit,  fbrhamoor,  and  foRJAdgment^  faai'd^ 
To  Dorfet  he  dire£b  hu  artful  Mufe, 
In  numbers  fuch  as  Dorfet's  felf  might  ufe* 
How  negligently  graceful  he  unreins 
His  verfe«  and  writes  in  loofe  familiar  ftrains ! 
How  Naflau's  god-like  a6ts  adorn  his  Unes, 
And  all  the  hero  in  full  glory  ihines ! 
Wc  fee  his  army  fet  in  juft  array. 
And  Boyn's  dy'd  waves  run  puq>le  to  the  fea. 
Nor  Simois,  choak'd  with  men,  and  arms^  and  bIoq4»  ■ 
Nor  rapid  Xanthns*  celebrated  flood,  .  •«  1^^ 

Shall  longer  be  the  poet's  higheft  themes, 
Tho'  gods  and  heroes  fought  pronyfcuons  in  their  flreaou  a 
But  now^  to  Naflaa's  fecret  councils  raisM^ 
He  aids  the  hero  whom  before  he  prais'd* 

Pve  done  at  length*-^-^nd  now,  dear  ftiaadl  rfceivtt. 
The  laft  poor  prefent  that  my  Mufe  can  give : ..  * 
I  leave  the  arts  of  poetry  and  vcrfc. 
To  them  that  prafkife  'em  with  more  fuccefi. 
Of  greater  truths  I'll  now  prepare  to  tell ; 
And  fo,  at  once,  dear  Friend  and  Mufe,  farewel  t 
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